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JOHN  GIBSON,  B.A, 


br  kdkmg  ntmd  the  wide  wid  InmiiuNU  oiele  of  ma 
gnat  living  Engliahmen,  to  Hlsct  oaa  to  whom  I  might 
fitly  dedicate  this  work,  —  <»ie  who,  in  fail  life  as  in  tui 
genitu,  miglit  iDustiate  the  principle  I  have  aonght  to 
ooDvej;  ide'nted  hy  the  ideal  which  he  exalte,  and 
aennely  dwelling  in  a  glorious  exiatence  wi&  Uie  inuigsa 
bom  of  hjg  imagination,  —  in  looking  round  foraomenieh 
man,  my  thonghti  rested  npon  jon.  Aiat  from  our 
toibnlent  cabals ;  from  tha  ignoUe  jealmiBy  and  tfae^aoidid 
sMfe  which  degrade  and  acerbate  the  amlntlon  of  G^oius, 
— in  jour  Bcunan  Home,  you  have  lived  amidat  all  Utat 
ie  lorelieet  and  least  perishable  in  the  put,  and  eontarihuted 
with  the  noUest  aims,  and  in  the  purest  spiril,  to  the 
mightj  heirlooms  of  the  fatur&  Yotu  youth  has  been 
devoted  to  toil,  that  your  manhood  may  be  consecrated  to 
fimie;  a  fame  unsullied  by  one  desire  of  gcdd.  You  have 
escaped  the  two  worst  perils  that  beset  the  artist  in  oui 
time  and  land,  —  the  debasing  tendenoiea  of  oommeioe, 
and  the  angry  rivalries  of  competition.  You  have  not 
wrought  year  marble  for  the  market, — you  have  not 
been  tempted,  by  the  praises  which  our  vicious  criticism 
has  showered  upon  exaggeration  and  diatortitHi,  to  lower 
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yonr  taste  to  the  level  of  the  hour;  joa  have  lived,  and 
you  have  labored,  as  if  70a  had  do  rivals  but  in  the  dead, 
^  oo  purchaseTS,  save  in  judges  of  what  is  beet.  In  the 
divine  prieethood  of  the  beautiful,  you  have  soogbt  only 
to  ineraaae  her  vonhippere  end  enrich  ber  temples.  The 
papU  of  Can»vs, ,  70a  have  inherited  his  excellences, 
while  yon  have  shunned  his  errors,  ~-  yonis  his  delicacy, 
not  his  affectation.  Tour  heart  neembles  him  even  more 
than  your  genius:  you  have  the  same  noble  enthusiasm 
for  youi  sublime  prafeesion;  the  same  lofty  freedom  from 
envy,  and  the  epirit  that  depreciates;  the  same  generoue 
deaiie  not  to  war  witii  but  to  serve  artists  in  your  art; 
aiding,  strengthening,  advising,  elevating  the  timidity  of 
inexperience,  and  the  vagne  aepirations  of  youth.  By 
tile  intnitian  of  a  kindred  mind,  you  have  equalled  tbe 
learning  of  Winckelman,  and  the  plastao  poetry  of  Ooethe, 
in  the  intimate  oompiehenBion  of  the  antiqne.  Each 
work  of  yonra,  rightly  studied,  is  in  iteelf  a  critioiajn, 
illnatrating  tbe  sublime  secrets  of  the  Grecian  Art, 
which,  without  the  seirility  of  plagiarism,  you  have 
contributed  to  revive  amongst  us ;  in  you  ve  behold  its 
three  great  and  loi^undetected  principles,  — simplicity, 
calm,  and  concentration. 

But  yonr  admiration  of  the  Gieeks  has  not  led  you  to 
the  bigotry  of  the  mere  antiquarian,  nor  made  you  less 
sensible  of  the  unappreciated  excellence  of  the  mighty 
moderc,  worthy  to  be  your  countryman,  —  though  till  his 
statue  is  in  the  streets  of  our  capital,  we  show  ourselves 
not  worthy  of  the  glory  he  has  shed  upon  our  land. 
Tou  have  not  sofiered  even  your  gratitude  to  Canova  to 
blind  you  to  the  superiority  of  Flaxman.  When  we 
become  sensiUB  of  our  title-deeds  to  renown  in  that  single 
name,  we  may  look  for  an  English  public  capable  of  real 
patHmage  to  Kngii^b  Art,  —  and  not  till  then. 
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I,  Artist  IB  vorda,  dedicate,  tlien,  to  jon,  artiat  whoee 
ideu  ipeek  in  marble,  thia  well-loved  work  of  my 
nuttored  manhood.  I  lore  it  not  the  leaa  benuae  it  hu 
been  little  ondentood  and  aaperficiaUj  judged  hf  the 
eommon  herd:  it  waa  not  meant  for  them.  I  love  it  not 
the  more  becsoae  it  hae  f onnd  enthnaiastto  fsvorera  amonget 
the  Few.  My  affection  for  my  work  is  rooted  is  the 
solemn  and  pure  delight  which  it  gave  me  to  oonoeive 
and  to  petform.  If  I  had  graren  it  on  the  rocks  of  a 
deeert,  this  apparition  of  my  own  innermoet  mind,  in  its 
leaat-clonded  moments,  would  have  been  to  me  as  dear; 
and  this  onght,  I  believe,  to  be  the  untiment  with  which 
ha  whoee  Art  is  bom  of  tuth  in  the  tmth  and  beauty  ot 
the  ptindplM  he  aeeks  to  illnstrate,  should  regard  hia 
work.  Tonr  urener  existence,  uniform  and  holy,  my  lot 
denies,  — >if  my  heart  covets.  But  our  brae  aatnre  is  in 
our  thoughts^  not  onr  deeds:  and  therefore,  in  books— 
which  an  his  thoughts  —  the  author's  character  liea  bare 
to  the  iliiwiming  eye.  It  is  not  in  the  life  of  cities,  — 
in  the  tnrmoil  and  the  crowd ;  it  is  in  the  edll,  Qte  lonely, 
and  nune  sacred  life,  which  for  some  hoors,  under  every 
sou,  the  student  livea  (hia  stolen  retreat  from  Uie 
Agora  to  the  Cave),  that  I  feel  there  is  between  us  the 
bond  (rf  that  secret  sympathy,  that  magnetic  chain,  which 
nnitea  the  everlaslang  brotherhood  ot  whoae  being  Zanoni 
is  ttw^pe. 

S.  B.  L. 
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PEEFACE  TO  THE  EDITION  OF  1853. 


As  a  irork  of  imagination,  "  Zanoni "  nnks,  perhaps, 
amongBt  the  higheat  of  mj  proM  fictions.  In  the  Poem 
of  "  King  Arthur, "  pabliahed  many  years  afterwards,  I 
hare  takMi  up  an  aualogons  design,  in  the  contemplation 
of  onr  positive  life  through  a  spiritual  medium;  and  I 
hare  enfoiced,  thiongb  a  far  wider  developmenl^  and,  I 
believe,  with  mon  complete  and  endaring  snoceM,  that 
haimon;  between  the  external  events  which  are  all  that 
the  superficial  behold  on  the  surface  of  human  affiurs, 
and  tike  subtile  and  intellectual  agencies  which  in  nalitj 
influence  the  conduct  of  individnala,  and  shape  out  the 
destinies  of  the  world.  As  man  has  two  lives,  — that  of 
action  and  that  of  thought,  —  so  I  conceive  that  work  to 
be  the  truest  representation  of  humanity  which  faithfully 
delineates  botii,  and  opens  some  elevating  glimpse  into 
the  suUimest  mysteries  of  our  being,  by  establishing  the 
inevitable  union  that  exists  between  the  plain  things  of 
the  day,  in  which  our  earthly  bodiee  perform  their  allotted 
part,  and  the  latent,  often  uncultivated,  often  invisible, 
affinities  of  the  soul  with  all  the  powers  Uiat  eternally 
breathe  and  move  throughout  the  Universe  of  Spirit. 

I  refer  those  who  do  me  the  honor  to  read  "  Zanoni "  with 
more  attention  than  is  given  to  ordinary  romance,  to  the 
Foem  of  "  King  Arthur, "  for  sui^testive  coigboture  into 
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most  of  the  r^ons  of  Bpecnlative  leBearch,  affecting  ths 
higher  and  more  important  condition  of  our  oltimato 
being,  vhich  have  engaged  the  stodenta  of  immaterial 
philosophy  in  my  own  age. 

Affixed  to  the  "  Note  "  with  which  ibia  woi^  conolodei^ 
and  which  tieata  of  the  diatinctiona  between  ^pe  and 
allegory,  the  reader  will  find,  ftom  the  pen  of  one  of  oot 
most  eminent  living  writers,  an  ingenious  attempt  to 
explain  the  interior  or  fypical  meaninga  ttf  the  work  now 
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It  is  poanble  thtt  among  m;  rudani  then  may  be  s  fsw 
not  unaoquunted  with  an  old-book  ahop,  existing  some 
jmn  sinoe  in  the  neighborhood  of  CoTent  Garden;  I  my 
a  few,  for  eettoinly  then  was  little  enough  to  attract  the 
many  in  fiioee  preoiooB  Tolames  wtuch  the  labor  of  a 
life  had  aoonmolated  tm  the  dusty  ahelvea  of  my  old 

friend  D ,      There  wen  to  be  found  no  popular 

tieatiaea,  no  entertaining  romances,  no  histOTiee,  no 
baveU,  no  "  library  for  the  People, "  no  "  Amusement 
for  the  HilHon."  Bat  there,  perhape,  thioughont  all 
EoTope,  the  curious  night  diaooTer  the  most  notable 
eollectioD,  ever  amassed  by  an  enthuaiast,  of  the  woiIcb 
cf  alchemist,  cabaliat,  and  aatrologer.  The  owner  bad 
lavished  a  fortnne  in  tile  purchase  of  onaalable  treasures. 

But  oM  D did  not  desire  to  sell.     It  absolutely  went 

to  his  heart  when  a  customer  entered  his  shop:  be 
watched  the  movementa  of  the  pnsumptuous  intruder 
with  a  Tiadietive  glare;  he  fluttered  around  him  with 
onea^  vigilance,  — he  frowned,  he  groaned,  whenprtrfane 
hands  dislodged  his  idols  from  their  niches.  If  it  were 
one  of  the  favorite  sultanas  of  his  wisard  harem  that 
attiacted  you,  and  the  price  named  wera  not  suffldently 
enormous,  he  would  not  nnfrequently  double  the  sum. 
Demur,  and  in  brisk  delight  he  snatched  the  Tenenible 
qhamei  Iron  your  hands;   accede,  and  h«  became  the 
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pictnie  of  deapftit,  — nor  an&eqneiitl;,  at  the  dead  of 
nigh^  would  he  knock  at  your  doot,  and  entreat  you  to 
sell  him  back,  at  your  own  terms,  what  you  had  so 
egre^onsly  bought  at  his.  X  believec  himself  in  his 
ATerroes  and  FuaoelBue,  he  was  as  loth  as  the  philoao- 
phen  he  studied  to  communicate  to  the  profane  the 
learning  he  had  collected. 

It  BO  chanced  that  aome  years  ago,  in  my  yonnger  days, 
whether  of  authonhip  or  life,  I  fett  a  deaiie  to  make 
myealf  aoquaioted  witJi  the  true  origin  and  tenets  of  the 
aingulut  sect  known  by  the  name  of  Kosiorudans.  Di»- 
■atisfied  with  the  scanty  and  superficial  aoeonnte  to  be 
found  in  the  works  usoslly  referred  to  on  the  euhjeet,  it 

struck  me  as  poesible  that  Mr.  D 'e  colle«riion,  which 

was  rioh,  not  only  in  black-letter,  but  in  manuscripts, 
m^[ht  ctHitain  some  more  accurate  and  auUientie  records 
of  that  famous  brotiierbood,  —  written,  who  knows  t  fay 
one  of  iheir  own  order,  and  ctmfirming  by  authority  and 
detail  tiie  pretensions  to  wisdom  and  to  Tirtae  which 
Bringaret  had  arrogated  to  the  BucceaeorB  erf  Uta  Chaldean 
and  Gymnoeophist.  Accordii^ly  I  repaired  to  what^ 
douhtlew,  I  onght  to  be  ashamed  to  canfesa,  was  once  one 
of  my  favorite  haunts.  But  are  there  no  emus  snd  no 
fallacies,  in  the  chronicles  of  our  own  day,  as  absurd  as 
those  of  the  alahemiate  of  oldl  Our  veiy  newspapers 
may  seem  to  our  posterity  as  full  of  dehisioiiB  as  the 
books  of  the  elchemiete  do  to  us;  not  but  what  the  press 
is  the  air  we  breathe,  —and  uncommonly  foggy  the  air  is 
tool 

On  entering  the  shop,  I  was  struck  by  the  venerable 
appearance  of  a  customer  whom  I  had  never  seen  there 
before.  I  was  struck  yet  more  by  the  req>ect  with  whidi 
he  was  treated  by  the  disdainful  eolleetor.  "  Sir, "  cried 
tha  last,  emphatically,  as  I  was  tomii^  otw  ths  leaves 
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of  ths  emtalogne^  —  *  ni,  jon  sn  tiw  only  man  I  have 
met,  in  five^nd-forty  yean  that  I  have  apent  in  tbeae 
naMiehfls,  vho  is  trortby  to  be  my  enatomei.  How  — 
where,  in  thia  friToloos  age,  oonld  yaa  hare  acquired  a 
knowledge  ao  prafonndl  And  tiiia  aogoit  fratemity, 
vhoae  dootrinaB,  Unted  at  by  the  ettrlieat  philoeophen, 
are  still  a  mysteiy  to  the  latest;  tell  me  if  there  leally 
eziata  upon  the  earth  any  book,  any  manuscript,  in 
which  their  discoveries,  their  tmete,  are  to  be  learned  I " 

At  the  words,  "  august  fraternity, "  I  need  aoarDely  say 
that  my  attention  had  been  at  onoe  aroused,  and  I 
listeirad  eagerly  tat  the  stnnget'a  reply, 

"  I  do  not  think,"  aaid  the  old  gentlenuui,  "  that  the 
masters  oi  the  school  have  ever  consigned,  except 
by  obaeure  hint  and  mystical  paraUe,  their  real  doe- 
tones  to  the  world.  And  I  do  not  blame  them  for  their 
discretion. " 

Here  he  paused,  snd  seemed  about  to  retire,  when  I 
aM,  somewhat  abraptly,  to  the  collector,  "  I  see  nothing, 

SCr.   D ,   in  this  catalogue  whioh    relates   to   &e 

Boaieradans  t " 

"The  Baaoromanal "  repeated  the  old  gentleman,  and 
in  his  torn  he  surveyed  me  with  deliberate  Burprise. 
*  Who  but  a  Boricmoian  eoold  ez{dain  the  Boaicnieian 
mysterieal  And  can  you  imagine  that  any  members  of 
tint  sect,  tile  moet  jealous  of  all  saotet  sooiatieB,  ^ould 
themselves  lift  the  veil  that  hides  the  Isis  of  their 
wisdom  from  the  world  t " 

"  Ahat  "  thouf^t  I,  "this,  then,  is  'the  august  ftater- 
ni^'  of  which  yon  spoke.  Heaven  be  praised  I  I 
certainly  have  stumbled  on  one  of  tiie  brotiierhood." 

"  But, "  I  said  aloud,  "  if  not  in  books,  sir,  where  tlsfi 
am  I  to  obtain  information  1  Kowadays  one  can  hazard 
nothing  in  print  without  autlioii^,  and  one  may  scarcely 
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quote  ShakeipMra  vittumt  citing  chatter  and  tom. 
This  is  ihe  age  of  tacta,  —  the  age  of  faeta,  air.* 

"  Well, "  laid  the  old  gentlBinan,  with  a  pleaaant  smile, 
"  if  we  meet  again,  peihaps,  at  least,  I  ma;  direct  yonr 
researches  to  the  proper  eource  of  intelligenee."  And 
with  t^iat  he  buttoned  his  greatcoat,  whistled  to  his  dog, 
and  departed. 

It  ao  happened  that  I  did  meet  again  with  the  old 
gentleman,  exactly  four  daja  after  oar  brief  oonvenatiim 

in  A£r.    D 's   book-shop.     I  was    lidii^   leisoiely 

towards  Highgate^  when,  at  the  foot  of  its  dasnc  hill,  I 
leoognixed  the  stranger;  he  was  mounted  on  a  black  pony, 
and  before  him  trotted  his  dog,  which  was  black  also. 

If  you  meet  the  man  whom  yon  wish  to  know,  on 
hoisebaok,  at  the  commencement  of  a  long  hill,  where, 
unless  he  has  borrowed  a  friend's  favorite  hack,  he  oan- 
Qot,  in  decent  humanity  to  the  brute  creation,  ride  away 
from  you,  I  apprehend  that  it  is  your  own  fault  if  yon 
hare  not  gone  far  in  your  object  before  you  hare  gained 
the  top.  In  short,  so  well  did  I  succeed,  that  on  teach- 
ing Highgate  the  old  gentleman  invited  me  to  rest  at  bia 
house,  which  was  a  little  apart  from  the  village ;  and  an 
excellent  bouse  it  was,  —  email,  but  commodious,  with  a 
large  garden,  and  oommanding  from  the  windows  such  a 
prospect  as  Lucretius  would  recommend  to  philosophers : 
the  spires  and  domes  of  London,  on  a  clear  day,  dis- 
tinctly visible;  here  the  Hetreat  of  the  Hermit,  and 
there  the  Mare  Magnum  of  the  world. 

The  walls  of  the  principal  rooms  were  embeUiahed 
with  pictures  of  ftxtiaoidinaiy  merit,  and  in  that  high 
school  of  art  which  ia  so  little  understood  out  ctf  Italy. 
I  was  surprised  to  learn  that  they  were  all  from  the 
hand  of  the  owner.  My  evident  admiration  pleased  my 
new  friend,  and  led  to  talk  upon  his  part,  which  showed 
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him  no  lea*  elanted  in  his  tJieorieB  of  art  ttian  an  adept 
in  tiie  pmctue.  Witbont  &tigaing  the  reader  with  ine- 
lerant  criticism,  it  ia  peoenoniy,  perhape,  aa  elucidating 
mnch  of  the  dea^  and  character  of  the  work  which 
then  pttttioty  pagee  introduce,  that  I  should  briefly 
oboervB,  that  lie  ineieted  ae  much  upon  the  connection  of 
the  aita,  as  a  diwtinguiahed  aathoi  has  upon  that  of  the 
sdencee;  that  he  held  that  in  all  works  of  imagination, 
whether  ezpreaeed  by  words  or  by  colors,  the  artist  of 
the  higher  lobDols  most  make  Ute  broadest  distinction 
between  ttie  real  and  the  tma,  — >  in  other  words,  between 
tiie  imitation  of  actual  life,  and  the  exaltation  of  Nature 
into  the  Ideal. 

"  The  one, "  said  he,  "  is  Uie  Dutch  Schocd,  the  other 
is  the  Gnek." 

"  Sir,"  said  I,  "  the  Dutch  is  the  most  in  fashion." 

"  Yes,  in  painting,  perhaps,"  answered  my  host,  "  hut 
in  literature  —  " 

"  It  was  of  literature  I  spoke.     Our  growing  poets  are 

\  all  lor  aimplieity  and  Betty  Foy ;  and  our  critics  hold 

it  the  highest  pruse  of  a  work  of  imaginati<m,  to  say 

that  ita  eharactets  ate  exact  to  common  life.     Even  in 

sculpture'—'' 

"  In  ■culpture  I  'So,  no!  there  the  high  ideal  must  at 
least  be  esaentiall " 

"  Pardon  me ;  I  fear  you  have  not  seen  Souter  Johnny 
and  Tarn  O^hanter." 

"  Ah  I "  riaid  the  old  gentleman,  »ti*Hng  his  head,  "  I 
lire  very  mnch  out  of  the  world,  I  see.  I  suppoae 
Sbakeapeare  has  ceased  to  be  admiredt " 

"  On  the  contrary ;  people  make  the  adoration  of 
Shakespeare  the  ezouae  for  attacking  everybody  else. 
Bot  then  our  critics  have  diaoorered  that  ShakeSpeaie  is 
wraof/- 
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"  B«al  1  The  poet  irho  hu  nerer  once  dnvn  a  dtu- 
■etet  to  be  met  "vith  ia  uitiul  life,  —  wlio  h&a  never  ohm 
deaeeaded  to  a  poasion  that  is  false,  or  a  personage  who 
ieTeall" 

I  WW  about  to  reply  veiy  severely  to  tiiia  pandoz, 
when  I  perceived  that  raj  companion  was  growing  a 
little  oat  of  temper.  And  be  who  wishes  to  catch  a 
Bosioraciaii,  must  take  oare  not  to  disturb  the  waters. 
I  thought  it  better,  therefore,  to  turn  the  conversation. 

"  .fieoenoM  h  not  moutoni, "  said  I ;  "  yon  promised  to 
enlif^ten  my  ignorance  as  to  the  BosiDruciana. " 

"Weill"  qnoth  ho,  rather  sternly;  "but  for  what 
purpose  t  Perhaps  yon  desire  only  to  enter  the  temple 
in  order  to  ridicule  the  rites  t  " 

"What  do  you  take  me  fori  Surely,  were  I  00 
inclined,  the  fate  of  the  Abb^  de  Villais  is  a  sufficient 
warning  to  all  men  not  to  treat  idly  of  the  realms  of  the 
Salamander  and  the  Sylph.  Everybody  knows  how 
mysteriously  that  ingenious  personage  was  deprived  of 
his  life,  in  revenge  for  the  witty  mockeries  of  his  ■  Comto 
deOabalis.'" 

"  Salamander  and  Sylph  I  I  see  that  you  fidl  into  the 
vulgar  error,  and  translate  literally  the  allegorical  language 
of  the  mystics." 

With  that  the  old  gentleman  condescended  to  enter  into 
a  very  interesting,  and,  as  it  seemed  to  me,  a  very 
erudite  relation,  of  the  tenete  of  the  Boaicrucians,  some 
of  whom,  he  asserted,  atill  existed,  and  atOl  prosecuted, 
in  august  secrecy,  their  profound  researches  into  natural 
science  and  occnlt  philosophy. 

"  But  this  fraternity, "  said  he,  "  however  reapectable 
and  virtuous,  —  virtuous  I  asy,  tat  no  monaatic  order  is 
more  severe  in  the  praotioe  of  moral  pireoepta,  or  more 
ardent  in  Christian  faith,  —  thia  fratomity  is  but  a  branch 
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tt  oUwn  yet  man  tntuoendant  in  ttie  pomn  they^  )mt« 
<Maii)ed,  Mut  yet  more  UhutTioua  in  tbeir  origin.  An 
yod  »eqnainted  with  the  FUttHusti  I " 

"  I  hftTB  oecuioakUy  lo«t  my  way  in  theii  Ubyrinth, " 
d  I.     "Faith,  Uwy  an  taiiua  difficult  gentlemen  to 


"Yet  Oitas  knottieet  proUema  hare  never  yet  been 
pnbliahsd.  llieir  mUiineat  work*  ue  in  mannacript, 
and  oonstitata  tiie  initifttoTy  learning,  not  only  of  iho 
Boocnieiuu,  bat  of  the  nobler  brotherbooda  I  have  re- 
fenedto.  More  lolemn  And  aablime  atill  is  the  knowledge 
I  to  be  gleaiwd  from  the  elder  Pythagoreana,  and  the 
\  inunortal  routerinecea  d!  Apolkmioa." 

"  Apidlonina,  the  impostor  of  Tyaneal  are  hia  wiitinga 
extant  t" 

"  Impoator  I "  cried  my  boat ; "  Apollonhu  an  impaator  I " 

"  I  b^  yoDT  pardon;  I  did  not  know  he  wae  a  friend 
cj  yonra;  and  if  yon  ranch  for  his  character,  I  will  be- 
lieve him  to  have  been  a  very  reapactable  man,  who  only 
spoke  tbe  tenth  when  he  boasted  of  his  power  to  be  in  two 
places  at  the  aame  time." 

"Tsthatao  difiicniUt"  aaid  the  old  genUemao;  "if  ao, 
yon  have  never  dreamed  I  " 

Here  ended  oar  oonversation ;  bat  from  that  time  an 
acquaintance  was  formed  between  na  which  lasted  till  my 
venerable  friend  departed  this  life.  Peace  to  hia  asbeal 
He  was  a  person  of  singnlsT  habits  and  ecoenbic  opinions ; 
bat  the  chief  part  of  his  time  was  oecnpied  in  acts  of 
qoiet  and  nnoatentations  goodness.  He  was  an  enthusi- 
ast in  the  dntiee  (rf  the  Samaritan ;  and  as  hia  virtues 
were  softened  by  tbe  gentleat  charity,  ao  bia  hopes  were 
bssed  upon  the  devoutest  belief.  He  never  conversed 
apon  his  own  origin  and  hiatoiy,  nor  have  I  ever  been 
able  to  penetate  tbe  lifcrWinw  in  which  they  were  ecof 
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omImL  He  iMmed  to  h&ve  taea  mneh  of  the  irorU,  and 
to  have  been  an  eje-witneei  of  the  first  French  Berolafdixit 
a  nilyect  apon  which  he  was  eqoallf  eloquent  and  instnuv 
tire.  At  the  aame  time  he  did  not  regard  the  Crimea  of 
that  Btorm;  period  with  the  philoeophical  leniency  with 
which  enlightened  writeiB  (theii  headB  safe  npon  their 
ihonlders)  are,  in  the  present  daj,  inclined  to  treat  the 
Tiiiiwwiniin  of  the  past:  he  spoke  not  as  a  student  who  had 
lead  and  zeaaoned,  bnt  as  a  man  who  had  seen  and 
sofieied.  The  old  genUeman  seemed  abne  in  the  wodd; 
nor  did  I  know  that  be  had  one  relation,  till  his  executor, 
a  distant  eousin,  residing  abroad,  infonned  me  of  tiie 
very  handsome  legacy  which  my  poor  friend  had  be- 
queathed me.  His  conBisted,  first,  of  a  sum  about  which 
I  think  it  best  to  be  guarded,  foreseeing  the  possibility  of 
a  new  tax  upon  real  and  funded  property ;  and,  seoondly, 
of  oertain  precious  manuecripts,  to  which  the  following 
Tidumes  owe  their  existence. 

I  imagine  I  tmce  this  latter  bequest  to  a  visit  I  paid 
the  Sage,  if  so  I  may  be  permitted  to  call  him,  a  few 
weeks  before  his  death. 

Although  he  read  little  of  our  modem  literature,  l^ 
friend,  with  the  afiable  good-nature  which  belonged  to 
him,  graciously  permitted  me  to  consult  him  upon  various 
literary  undertakings  meditated  by  the  desultory  ambitiim 
of  a  young  and  inexperienced  stodent.  And  at  that  time 
I  sought  his  adnoe  upon  a  work  of  imaginatitHi,  intended 
to  depict  the  effeete  of  enthusiasm  upon  different  modificft- 
tions  of  character.  He  listened  to  my  conception,  which 
was  Buffloiently  trite  and  prosaic,  with  his  usual  pataenoe; 
and  then,  thoughtfully  turning  to  bis  bookshelTe^  took 
down  an  old  volume,  and  read  to  me,  first,  in  Greek,  and 
seoMkdly,  in  Tr.ngii«h^    eone  eztooto  to  the    fcdlowing 
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"  V]aio  hen  expreBses  four  kjnds  of  mania,  by  which  I 
imm  to  undentamd  enthadasm  and  the  inapintion  of 
Qke  goda:  Ilnttlj,  the  mneical;  eeoondly,  the  teleaticor 
mjBtic;  thirdly,  the  piophetie;  and  fourthly,  that  whieh 
belongs  to  loTe." 

The  anttioi  he  quoted,  after  contending  that  there  ia 
■omethinginthesoTilBhove-intelleot,  and  stating  that  there 
are  in  ooi  nature  distinct  energies,  — by  the  one  of  which 
we  disoover  and  seise,  as  it  were,  on  soieoees  and  theorema 
with  almost  intoitiTe  npidi^,  hy  anoQter,  throi^h  which 
high  art  is  aocompljshad,  like  the  statoee  of  Phidisa,  — 
proceeded  to  state  Qiat "  enthmiaam,  in  the  true  acoepta- 
tioD  of  the  word,  is,  when  that  part  of  the  sonl  which  is 
above  intellect  is  excited  to  the  gods,  and  thence  derivea 
its  inapinition." 

The  anthfff,  then  pnrsoing  his  aomment  npon  Plato, 
ohserTce,  that "  one  of  these  ""'"?''■  may  snffloe  (especially 
that  which  belongs  to  love)  to  lead  back  the  soul  to  its 
first  diTiiu^  and  happiness ;  bnt  that  there  is  an  intimate 
anion  with  them  all;  and  that  the  ordinary  progress 
tiinnigh  which  the  sonl  ascends  is,  prunarily,  throng 
ihe  musical ;  next,  through  the  telestic  or  mystic ;  thirdly, 
tlnoagh  the  prophetic;  and  lastly,  through  the  enthnaiaBm 
of  love," 

While  witti  a  bewildered  nnderstaiiding  and  a  relnctont 
attention  I  listened  to  these  intricate  sablimities,  my 
adviser  dosed  the  volnme,  and  said  with  complacency, 
*  There  is  the  motto  for  yonr  book,  —  &e  thesis  for 
yonrttieme." 

'  Davus  sum,  non  (Bd^ut'  said  I,  shaking  my 
bead,  discontentedly.  *  All  this  may  be  exoeedingly  fine, 
\nl,.  Heaven  forgive  me,  — •  I  don't  nnderstand  a  word 
of  it.  The  mysteries  of  yonr  Boaieradans,  and  yotu 
fratemitiea,  are  mere  ohiU'a  play  to  the  Jargon  of  tho 
FhtoDuto." 
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"  Yet,  not  till  70a  rightly  nndentand  this  paaaagA, 
cui  jott  uadeTstuid  the  highei  thmriM  of  the  Bodcra- 
OMOB,  01  of  Hm  atill  nobler  fntamitiu  you  speak  of  with 
•0  much  levity. " 

"  Oh,  if  that  be  the  caae,  I  give  up  in  detpair.  Why 
not,  Bincc  you  are  bo  weU  Tersed  in  the  matter,  take  tho 
motto  for  a  book  of  your  own  T  " 

"But  if  I  have  already  oon^M»ed  a  book  with  tlmt 
theaia  for  its  theme,  will  you  prepare  it  for  the  public  I " 

"With  the  giceteat  pleaaure,"  said  I,  — alas,  too 
caahlyl 

"  I  ahall  bold  yon  to  your  promiae,"  letuhied  the  old 
gentleman,  "  and  when  I  am  no  more,  you  will  receivu 
^e  manuaciiptB.  From  wbaf  you  say  of  the  prevalliiiE; 
taste  in  literature,  I  cannot  flatter  you  with  the  bopo 
that  you  will  gain  much  by  the  unHaitaking.  And  I  t«H 
yon  beforehand  that  you  will  find  it  not  a  little 
lahorioua." 

"  Is  your  work  a  romanoe  t  " 

"It  is  a  romance,  and  it  is  not  a  rraoance.  It  is  a 
truth  for  those  who  can  comprehend  it,  sod  an  extiara- 
ganoe  for  t^ose  who  cannot. " 

At  last  there  arrived  the  manuecripte,  with  a  brief 
note  from  my  deceased  friend,  reminding  mt  of  my 
imprudent  promise. 

With  mournful  interest,  and  yet  with  eager  impatience, 
I  opened  the  packet  and  trimmed  my  lamp.  Concei^^ 
my  dismay  when  I  found  the  whole  written  in  an  unin- 
telligible cipher.     I  pneent  the  reader  with  a  specimen ' 

3  ^  J 
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Mtd  K>  OD  for  nine  hondred  and  totty  mental  pigM  in 
feolMftp.  I  ooold  aoanelf  belieTB  my  ejes:  in  fact,  I 
bagui  to  think  th«  Ump  burned  nngular^  Uoej  and 
nndr;  mi^vingB  u  to  the  unhallowed  natun  of  the 
ehuKcten  I  had  so  unwittingly  opened  ttpon,  eoapled 
with  tlie  •tnnge  hinta  and  myatical  Ungoage  of  the  old 
gentleman,  exvpt  through  my  disordered  imagination. 
Certainly,  to  my  no  worse  of  it,  the  whole  Uiii^;  looked 
wiMuinjr  /  I  was  abou^  precipitately,  to  huny  the  papeia 
into  my  deak,  with  a  pioua  determination  to  hare  nothing 
more  to  do  with  them,  when  my  eye  fell  upon  a  book, 
neatly  bound  in  blue  monooo,  and  which,  in  my  eager- 
neaa,  I  had  hitherto  overlooked.  I  opened  tbia  volume 
with  great  piecantioa,  not  knowing  what  might  jump 
ont,  and  —  gueM  my  delight  —  found  that  it  contained 
a  key  or  dictionary  to  the  hieFOglyphiGB.  Nbt  to  weary 
the  reader  with  an  account  of  my  Ubon^  I  am  contented 
with  saying  tiiat  at  last  Z  imagined  myself  capable  of 
eonstroing  the  chuactere,  and  set  to  iroA  in  good  eameat. 
Still  it  was  no  easy  task,  and  two  years  elapsed  before  1 
bad  made  much  progreee.  I  then,  by  way  of  experiment 
on  the  public,  obtained  the  insertion  of  a  few  deeultory 
dupteis,  in  a  periodical  with  which,  for  a  few  months,  I 
bad  the  honor  to  be  connected.  They  appeared  to  excite 
more  cariodty  than  I  hod  pieamned  to  aatio^te ;  and  I 
renewed,  with  better  heart,  my  laborious  undertakiug. 
But  now  a  new  miafortune  befell  me:  I  found,  as  I  pro- 
ceeded, that  the  author  hod  made  two  copies  of  his  work, 
one  much  more  elaborate  and  detailed  than  the  other;  I 
had  stumbled  up(m  the  earlier  copy,  and  had  my  whole 
task  to  remodel,  and  the  chapters  I  hod  written  to 
retranslate.  I  may  say  then,  that,  exclusive  of  intervals 
devoted  to  more  presaiog  occupations,  my  unlucky 
promise  cost  me  the  toil  of  sevenl  years  before  I  could 
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.bring  it  to  adequate  fnlfilmant.  The  taakvuliie  mora  diA> 
onlt,  ainoe  the  style  in  the  original  is  writteo  m  a  kind  of 
ifajrthmical  pioae,  ai  if  ttte  author  dosind  that  ia  aome 
d^^ree  hia  wotk  ahould  be  nguded  aa  <Kie  of  poetical 
conception  and  deaigD.  To  this  it  was  not  poaaiUe  to  do 
justice,  and  in  the  attempt  I  hare  doubtleaa  vety  often 
need  of  the  raadet'a  indulgent  consideration,  Hy  natunl 
respect  for  the  old  genUeman's  vagariee,  with  a  mose  of 
eqniTOcal  cbaractei,  must  be  my  only  excuse  whenever 
the  language,  witjiont  loxoriating  into  Terse,  borrows 
flowers  scarcely  Dstnral  to  prose.  Tmth  compels  me  also 
to  confess,  that,  with  aU  my  pains,  I  am  t^  no  means 
nre  that  I  have  invariably  given  the  true  ™Mning  of 
tin  cipher;  nay,  that  here  and  then  ei&er  a  gap  in  the 
narrative,  or  the  sadden  assunption  of  a  new  cipher,  to 
which  no  key  was  afforded,  has  obliged  me  to  reeort  to 
interpolationa  of  my  own,  no  doubt  easily  disoemiUe,  hut 
which,  I  flatter  myself,  are  not  inhaimonioua  to  the  gen- 
eral design.  This  oonfaasion  leads  me  to  the  sentence 
with  which  I  shall  oonolnde:  If,  reader,  in  this  book 
there  be  anytiung  that  pleases  you,  it  is  certainly  mine; 
but  Whenever  yon  come  to  something  yon  dislik^  —  l^y 
the  blame  upon  Om  old  gentlemani 

LoKDOx,  Jannaty,  1841. 

H.  B.— Tb*  notw  ^rpended  to  the  text  an  inianrimw  b;  tk* 
anth^  somKlnMS  by  tba  edhor.  I  har*  occadoaaiDj  (bnt  not 
alwajs)  matked  tba  dudnetioii;  where,  howtim,  this  ts  omittad, 
th*  ingsDui^  of  the  Mader  will  be  laraly  at  bolt 
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Di  nMaift,  d'  amor,  de'  d«Ii  amid 
La  Hgligeue  ma  toiio  arti&d.' 

Genual.  Lib.,  caaM  JL  xSr.-xrffl. 

At  Naples,  in  &•  latter  half  of  the  last  centurjr,  * 
worthy  artiat  named  Oaetano  Piaani  lived  and  flour- 
iahed.  He  was  a  muaician  of  great  genius,  liut  not  of 
popular  reputation;  &ere  was  in  all  hia  compoaitions 
aomatliing  capricious  and  fantastic  which  did  not 
please  the  taate  of  the  Dilattanti  of  Naples.  He  waa 
fond  of  unfamiliar  subjects  into  which  he  introduced  aitm 
and  symphonies  that  excited  a  kind  of  terror  in  those 
who  liatened.    The  names  of  his  pieces  will  probably 

1  Sba  WM  a  nrgin  of  a  Kloriotu  baaat;,  bnt  reganled  not  bar 
beantr.  .  .  .  NegUgeace  ItMlf  la  art  in  thoaa  faromd  t^ 
NsMTC,  b7  Ivre,  and  by  the  haavans. 
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mggeet  fheir  natnre.  I  find,  for  inBtanoe,  unong  hia 
MSS.,  these  titles;  "The  Feast  of  the  Harpiee,*  "  The 
Witches  at  BoneTento,"  "  The  Deaoent  of  Orpheus  ioto 
Hades,"  "  The  Evil  Eye,"  *  The  Eomenides,"  aad  many 
others  that  evince  a  powerf  al  imagination  delighting  in 
the  fearful  bnd  supernatural,  but  often  relieved  bj  an 
aity  and  delicate  fancy  with  passages  of  exquisite  gtaoe 
and  beauty.  It  is.trne  that  in  the  selection  of  his  sub- 
jects from  ancient  fable,  Gaetano  Pisani  vaa  much  more 
^thful  than  his  oontemporariea  to  the  remote  origin 
and  the  early  genius  of  Italian  Opera.  That  descen- 
dant, however  effeminate,  of  the  ancient  union  between 
Song  and  Drama,  when,  after  long  obscurity  and 
dethronement,  it  regained  a  punier  sceptre,  though  a 
gaudier  purple,  by  the  banks  of  the  Etrurian  Amo,  at 
amidst  the  lagunee  of  Venice,  had  chosen  all  its  primary 
inspirations  from  the  unfamiliar  and  classic  sources  of 
heathen  legend ;  and  Pisani's  "  Descent  of  Orpheus  " 
was  but  a  bolder,  darker,  and  mote  scientific  repetition 
of  the  "  Euridice  "  which  Jacopi  Peri  set  to  music  at 
the  august  nuptials  of  Henry  of  Navarre  and  Mary  of 
Medicis.*  Still,  as  I  have  said,  the  style  of  the 
Ne^mlitan  musician  was  not  on  the  whole  pleasing  to 
ears  grown  nice  and  euphuistic  in  the  more  dulcet  melo- 
dies  of  the  day;  and  faults  and  extravagances  easily 
discernible,  and  often  to  appearance  wilful,  served  the 
critics  for  an  excuse  for  their  distaste.  Fortunately, 
or  the  pool  musician  might  have  starved,  ha  was  not 
only  a  composer,  but  also  an  excellent  practical  per- 
former, especially  on  the  violin,  and  by  that  instrument 
he  earned  a  decent  subsistence  as  one  of  the  orchestra  at 

'  OrphAU  was  tk«  bvorita  hero  of  «arlj  Italian  Opera,  or 
I^nical  Diama.  The  Orfeo  of  Angalo  Polituao  wm  pmdoced  in 
147S.    The  Oifso  of  MantererdawBi  performed  at  Venice  in  I6C7. 
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the  Great  Theatre  of  San  Carlo.  Here  foimal  and 
appointed  taaka  necessarily  kept  his  eooentrie  faneiea  in 
tolerable  check,  though  it  ia  recorded  that  no  len  than 
fiTe  times  he  had  been  deposed  from  his  deak  for  faaviag 
sboeked  the  oonoscenti,  and  thrown  the  irhole  band  into 
confoeion,  hj  impiompta  variations  of  so  frantic  and 
startling  a  natore  that  one  might  well  have  imagined 
that  the  faarpiea  or  witches  who  inspired  his  composi- 
tions  had  clawed  hold  of  his  instrament.  The  impossi- 
bility, howevei,  to  find  any  one  of  equal  excellence  as  a 
performer  (that  is  to  say,  in  his  more  lucid  and  orderly 
momenta)  had  forced  his  reinstalment,  and  he  had  now, 
for  the  moat  part,  reconciled  himself  to  the  narrow 
sphere  of  his  appointed  adagios  or  allegros.  The  audi- 
ence, too,  aware  of  his  propensity,  were  quick  to  pw- 
ceire  the  least  deviation  from  die  text;  and  if  he  wan- 
dered for  a  moment,  which  might  also  be  detected  l^ 
the  eye  as  well  as  the  ear,  in  some  strange  contortion  of 
visage,  and  some  ominous  flourish  of  his  bow,  a  gentle 
and  admonitory  murmnr  recalled  the  musician  from  his 
Elysium  or  his  Tartarus  to  the  sober  regions  of  his  desk. 
Then  be  would  start  as  if  from  a  dream,  cast  a  hurried, 
frightened,  apologetia  glance  around,  and,  with  a  crest- 
&llen,  bmnbled  air,  draw  his  rebellious  i&stnuuent 
back  to  the  beaten  track  of  the  glib  monotony.  But  at 
home  be  would  make  himself  amends  for  this  reluctant 
drndgesj.  And  there,  grasping  the  unhappy  violin 
with  ferocious  fingeis,  be  would  pour  forth,  often  till  the 
morning  rose,  strange,  wild  measures  that  would  startle 
the  early  fiahennan  on  the  shore  below  with  a  anpersti- 
tioos  awe,  and  make  him  cross  himself  as  ^f  mermaid 
at  sprite  had  w&iled  no  earthly  music  in  his  ear. 

This  man's  appearance  was  in  keeping  with  the  char- 
•ctoristiea  of  his  art.    The  features  were  noble  and 
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■toiking,  Imt  -wora  and  haggud,  with  blact,  aueleat 
locks  taagUd  into  a  maz«  of  cutla,  aad  a  fixed,  apeciiU- 
tive,  dream;  etare  in  his  large  and  hollow  eyea.  All 
his  movementB  were  peculiar,  sudden,  and  abrupt,  u 
the  impulse  seised  him;  and  in  gliding  through  the 
streets,  or  along  the  beach,  he  was  heard  laughing  and 
talking  to  himseli.  Withal,  he  was  a  harmless,  guile- 
less, gentle  creature,  and  would  share  hie  mite  with 
say  idle  lanaroni,  whom  he  often  pauaed  to  contemplate 
as  the;  lay  lasily  basking  in  the  sun.  Tet  was  ha 
thoroughly  unsocial.  He  formed  no  friends,  flattered 
no  p^mms,  resorted  to  none  of  the  merry-makings  so 
dear  to  the  children  of  music  and  the  South.  He  and 
his  art  seemed  alone  suited  to  each  other, —  both  quaint, 
primitive,  tinworldly,  irregular.  You  could  not  sepa- 
rate the  man  from  his  music;  it  was  himself.  Without 
it  he  waa  nothing,  a  mer«  machine  I  With  it,  he  was 
king  OTOF  worlds  of  his  own.  Poor  man,  he  had  little 
enough  in  thisi  At  a  manufacturing  town  in  England 
there  is  a  gravestone  on  which  the  epitaph  records  '  one 
Claudioi  Phillips,  whose  absolute  contempt  for  riches, 
and  inimitable  performance  on  the  violin,  made  him  the 
admiration  of  all  that  knew  him  I"  Logical  conjunction 
of  opposite  eulogies  I  In  proportion,  O  Qenius,  to  thy  con- 
tempt for  riches  will  be  thy  performance  on  thy  violin  I 
Oaetano  Pisani's  talento  as  a  composer  had  been 
chiefly  exhibited  in  music  appropriate  to  this  his  favorite 
insbnment,  of  all  unquestionably  the  most  various  and 
royal  in  ite  resources  and  power  over  the  passions.  As 
Shakespeare  among  poets  is  the  Cremona  among  instru- 
mente.  Nevertheless,  be  had  composed  other  pieces  of 
larger  ambition  and  wider  accomplishment,  and  chief 
of  these,  his  precious,  his  unpurchased,  hia  unpublished, 
his    anpublisbable    and    imparishable    opera    of    the 
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'Biren.'  Thii  gnat  work  had  been  ths  di«km  of  hia 
boyhood,  the  mistresB  of  his  manhood;  in  advanoing 
ag«  "  it  stood  beside  him  like  his  youth."  Vainly  had 
he  struggled  to  place  it  before  the  'vorld.  Even  bland, 
mgealooB  Paisiello,  Maestro  di  Cspella,  shook  his  gentle 
head  vhen  the  musician  favored  him  with  a  specimen  of 
one  of  his  most  thrilling  geenas.  And  jet,  PaisieUo, 
though  that  mnsic  differs  from  all  Durante  taught  thee 
to  emulate,  there  may  —  but  patience,  Gaetano  Fisanil 
bide  thy  time,  and  keep  thy  violin  in  tuaet 

Strange  as  it  may  appear  to  the  fairer  reader,  this 
grotesque  personage  had  yet  formed  those  ties  which 
ordinary  mortals  are  apt  to  consider  their  especial 
monopoly, —  he  was  married,  and  had  one  child.  What 
is  more  strange  y«t,  his  wife  was  a  daughter  of  quiet, 
sober,  unfastastic  England:  she  was  much  younger  than 
himself;  she  was  fair  and  gentle,  with  a  sweet  English 
face;  she  had  married  him  from  choice,  and  (will  you 
believe  it  t)  she  yet  loved  him.  How  she  came  to  many 
him,  or  how  this  shy,  unsocial,  wayward  creature  ever 
ventnied  to  propose,  I  can  only  explain  by  asking  yon 
to  look  roond  and  explain  first  to  me  how  half  the 
husbands  and  half  the  wives  you  meet  ever  found  a 
mate !  Tet,  on  leflection,  this  union  was  not  so  extnor- 
dinary  after  all.  The  girl  was  a  natural  child  of  parents 
too  noble  ever  to  own  and  claim  her.  She  was  brought 
into  Italy  to  learn  the  art  by  which  she  was  to  live,  for 
she  had  taste  and  voice;  abo  was  a  dependant  and 
harshly  treated ,  and  poor  Pisani  was  her  master,  and 
his  voice  the  only  one  she  had  heard  from  her  cradle 
'  that  seemed  without  one  tone  that  could  scorn  or  chide. 
And  so  —  well,  is  the  rest  natural  t  Natural  or  not, 
they  married.  This  young  wife  loved  her  hnsband ;  and 
yonug  and  gentle  as  she  was,  she  might  almost  be  said 
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to  bo  Um  psotector  of  the  two.  From  bow  dudj  dir 
gncee  with  the  dsapote  of  San  Oulo  and  the  Consem- 
torio  had  her  unksiown  offioious  mediation  saved  him  I 
In  how  many  ailmente  —  for  his  ftame  wu  weak  —  bed 
she  nuned  and  tended  him  I  Often,  in  the  dark  nights, 
she  would  wait  at  the  theatre  with  her  lantern  to  light 
him  and  her  stead;  arm  to  lean  on;  otberwiae,  in  hia 
abstract  reveries,  who  knows  but  the  mosicisD  would 
have  walked  after  his  "  Siren  "  into  the  seal  And  then 
she  would  bo  patiently,  perhaps  (for  in  true  love  there 
ia  not  always  the  finest  taste)  so  deliffhtedly,  listen  to 
those  storms  of  eccentric  and  fitful  melody,  and  steal 
him  —  whispering  praises  all  the  way  —  from  the 
unwhole^me  night-watch  to  rest  and  sleepl  I  said  his 
music  was  a  part  of  the  man,  and  this  gentle  creature 
seemed  a  part  of  the  music;  it  was,  in  fact,  when  she 
sat  beside  bim  that  whatever  was  tender  or  faiiy-like 
in  bis  motley  fantasia  crept  into  the  hamony  as  by 
■tealth.  Doubtless  her  presetioe  acted  on  the  music, 
and  shaped  and  softened  it;  but,  be,  who  never  exam- 
ined bow  or  what  bis  inspiration,  knew  it  not  All 
that  he  knew  waa,  that  he  loved  and  blessed  her.  He 
&noied  he  told  her  so  twenty  times  a  day ;  but  be  never 
did,  for  he  was  not  of  many  woida,  even  to  his  wife. 
His  language  was  his  music, —  as  here,  ber  caresl  He 
was  more  communicative  to  his  bariiitott,  as  tiie  learned 
Mersennos  teaches  us  to  call  all  the  varieties  of  the 
great  viol  family.  Certainly  botbitoo  sounds  better 
than  fiddle;  and  barbiton  let  it  be.  He  would  talk  to 
th€it  by  the  horn  together,  —  praise  it,aoold  it,  coax 
it,  nay  (for  such  is  man,  even  the  most  guileless), 
be  had  been  known  to  swear  at  it;  but  for  that  excess 
he  was  always  penitentially  remorseful.  And  the  bar- 
biton had  a  tongue  of  hia  own,  could  take  his  own  part. 
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and  irhen  A«  also  sooldad,  had  mndi  ths  best  (^  it.. ,  Ha 
ma  a  noUe  fellow,  this  Violin  I  —  a  Tyiolese,  the  handi- 
irork  of  the  iUustrious  Steiner,  There  was  aomething 
mTatenoxu  in  hia  gnat  age.  How  many  hands,  now 
dnai,  had  awakened  his  atiii^  ere  he  became  the  Sobin 
Qoodlellow  and  Familiar  of  Gaetano  Fiaani  1  His  rery 
case  was  Tenenble, —  beautifully  painted,  it  was  said, 
hj  Caraoci.  An  English  oDllsotor  had  <^Brad  more  for 
the  oase  than  Fiaani  had  ever  made  by  the  violin.  But 
Fiaani,  who  cared  not  if  he  had  inhabited  a  cabin  him- 
self, was  proud  at  a  palace  for  the  barbiton.  His  barbi- 
ton,  it  was  his  elder  oblldt  He  had  anotiher  child,  and 
now  we  moat  turn  to  her. 

How  shall  I  describe  thee,  ViolaT  Certainly  the 
mosic  bad  something  to  answer  for  in  the  advent  of  that 
young  stranger.  For  both  in  her  form  and  her  character 
you  might  have  traced  a  family  tikeiiess  to  that  singular 
and  qtirit-Uke  life  of  aound  which  night  after  night 
tiuew  itself  in  aiiy  and  goblin  sport  over  the  starry 
seas.  .  .  .  Beautiful  she  was,  but  of  a  very  uncommon 
beauty,  —  a  combination,  a  harmony  of  opposite  attri- 
butes. Her  hair  of  a  gold  richer  and  purer  than  that 
which  is  seen  even  in  the  North;  but  the  eyes,  of  all 
the  dark ,  tender,  subduing  light  of  more  than  Italian  — 
almost  of  Oriental  —  splendor.  The  complexion  exqui- 
sitely fair,  but  never  the  same, —  vivid  in  one  moment, 
pale  the  next.  And  with  the  complexion ,  the  expression 
also  varied;  nothing  now  so  sad,  and  nothing  now  so 
joyous. 

I  grieve  to  say  that  what  we  rightly  entitle  edaca- 
tion  was  mu«h  neglected  for  their  daughter  by  this  sin- 
gular pair.  To  be  sure,  neither  of  them  had  much 
knowledge  to  bestow ;  and  knowledge  was  not  then  the 
I,  as  it  is  now.     But  accident  or  nature  favored 
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jroong  Yiola.  Sbe  learned,  m  of  conzM,  h«r  moUwr*! 
language  vith  her  father's.  And  she  contrived  aoon  to 
read  and  to  write;  and  her  mother,  who,  hy  the  waj, 
was  a  Boman  Catholic,  tanght  her  betimes  to  pray. 
But  then,  to  counteract  all  these  acquisitions,  the  atrange 
habits  of  Pisani,  and  the  incessant  watch  and  care  which 
he  required  from  his  wife,  often  left  the  child  alone 
with  an  old  nurse,  who,  to  be  sure,  loved  her  dearly, 
but  who  was  in  no  way  calculated  to  instruct  her. 
Dame  Gionetta  was  every  inch  Italian  and  Keapolitan. 
Hei  youth  had  been  all  love,  and  her  age  was  alt  super- 
Btition.  She  was  garrulous,  fond,  —  agoeaip.  Now  she 
would  prattle  to  the  girl  of  cavaliers  and  princes  at  her 
feet,  and  now  she  would  freeze  her  blood  with  tales  and 
Vgends,  perhaps  as  old  as  Greek  or  Etrurian  fable,  of 
demon  and  vampiie,  —  of  the  dances  round  the  gieat 
walnut-tree  at  Benevento,  and  the  haunting  spell  of  the 
Svil  Eye.  All  this  helped  silently  to  weave  charmed 
webe  over  Viola's  imagination  that  afterthought  and 
later  years  might  labor  vainly  to  dispel.  And  all  this 
especially  fitted  het  to  hai^;,  with  a  fearful  joy,  upcm 
her  father's  music.  Those  visionary  stiaina,  ever  stmg- 
gling  to  tiODslata  into  wild  and  broken  sounds  the  lan- 
guid of  unearthly  beings,  breathed  around  her  fiom  her 
birth.  Thus  you  might  have  said  that  her  whole  mind 
was  full  of  music;  associations,  memories,  sensations 
of  pleasure  or  pain,  —  all  were  mixed  up  inexplicablj 
with  those  sounds  that  now  delighted  and  now  terrified; 
that  greeted  her  when  her  eyes  opened  to  the  sun,  and 
woke  her  trembling  on  her  lonely  oouch  in  the  darkness 
of  the  night.  The  legends  and  tales  of  Gionetta  only 
served  to  make  the  child  better  understand  the  signifi- 
cation of  those  mysterious  tones;  they  furnished  her 
with  words  to  the  music.     It  was  natural   that  the 
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dughter  d  loeh  k  parent  dionld  booil  •riiwe  mdm  turto 
in  his  Art.  But  this  developed  iimU  chiefly  in  tba  au 
and  the  roioe.  She  wm  yet  a  child  when  she  aang 
diTinelj.  A  great  Oaidinal  —  gnat  alike  in  the  State 
and  Hie  Gonaervatnio  —  heard  of  her  gifta,  and  sent 
for  h«r.  Fiom  that  moment  her  fate  was  decided ;  she 
ma  to  be  the  fatnm  glory  of  Nailer,  the  prima  dmma 
ot  San  Carlo,  The  Cardinal  inaiated  upcoi  the  sceom* 
plishment  of  hia  oini  |«odiotiona,  and  provided  her  witit 
the  moat  renowned  maaten.  To  inspire  her  with  emala* 
tion,  his  Eminence  took  her  one  eveningtohisown  box: 
it  woold  be  something  to  see  the  peiformanoe,  w>ma- 
thing  more  to  bear  the  appUnae  lariahed  upon  the  glit- 
tering aignoraa  ahe  waa  hereafter  to  excel!  Oh,  how 
gloriously  that  life  of  the  stage,  that  fairy  world  of 
mntie  and  song,  dawned  upon  berl  It  was  the  only 
world  that  seemed  to  eorrespond  with  her  strange  ohild- 
iah  thonghta.  It  appeared  to  her  as  if,  oast  hitherto  on 
a  foreign  shore,  she  waa  brought  at  laat  to  aee  the  forms 
and  hear  the  langnage  of  her  native  laod.  Beatitiful 
and  trae  enthnsiaam,  ticii  with  the  promise  of  geninal 
Boy  or  man,  thou  wilt  never  be  a  poet,  if  thou  hast  not 
felt  the  ideal,  the  romanoe,  the  Calypso's  ide  that 
<^>enad  to  thee  when  for  the  first  time  &»  magic  curtain 
waa  dvawn  aside,  and  let  in  the  world  of  poe^  on  the 
world  of  [ttDsal 

And  now  the  initiation  was  b^im.  She  was  to  read, 
to  stody,  to  depict  by  a  gesture,  a  look,  tiie  passions  she 
was  to  delineate  on  the  boards;  lessons  dangerous,  in 
truth,  to  some,  but  not  to  the  pare  enthnsiasm  that 
cornea  &om  art;  for  the  mind  that  rightly  oonceivee  art 
is  but  a  mirror  wbioh  gives  back  what  is  cast  on  its 
aarface  faithfully  only  —  while  unsullied.  She  seised 
on  nature  and  tmUi  intuitively.     Her  iwcitations  became 
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foil  of  nnooiiMioiu  powar;  bei  volee  mored  tii«  Iwart 
to  teon,  or  waini«d  it  into  generoui  nge.  But  this 
uoae  from  tiut  lympsthy  whioh  geoiua  evei  has,  evaa 
in  iti  earUart  ionooeiun,  with  whatorei  feels,  or  sopiies, 
or  sufieia.  It  was  no  piamatute  voBUui  comiffeheDding 
the  love  or  the  jealoos;  that  tho  words  oxpresBod;  her 
art  was  one  of  those  strange  seeiets  whioh  the  psydiolo- 
gists  may  imriddla  to  us  if  they  please,  and  tell  us  why 
children  of  the  simplest  minds  and  the  purest  hearts  ue 
oftoD  K  acute  to  diatingnish,  in  the  tales  you  tell  them, 
or  the  sco^^  you  sing,  the  difEerenoe  between  the  true  art 
and  the  false,  paasiDn  and  jargon,  Homer  and  Kaciue, 
—  eehoing  bnok,  from  hearts  that  have  not  yet  felt  what 
they  repeat,  the  melodious  aoceata  of  the  natural  pathos. 
Apart  from  her  atndiea,  Viola  was  a  simple,  affection- 
ate, hut  somewhat  wayward  child,  —  wayward,  not  in 
temper,  for  that  was  aweet  and  docile  j  but  in  her 
moods,  which,  as  I  before  hinted,  changed  from  sad  to 
gay  and  gay  to  sad  withont  an  apparont  cause.  If  cause 
there  were,  it  must  be  traced  to  the  early  and  myeteri- 
ODs  tnflnenoea  I  have  referred  to,  when  seeking  to 
explain  the  eSeot  [ffoduoed  on  her  imagination  by  those 
restless  streams  of  sound  that  constantly  played  around 
it;  for  it  is  noticeable  tiiat  to  those  who  are  much 
alive  to  the  efiiacti  of  music,  airs  and  tunes  often  oorae 
back,  in  the  commonest  pnisuita  of  life,  to  rex,  as  it 
were,  and  haunt  them.  The  mosie,  once  admitted  to 
the  soul,  becomes  also  a  sort  of  spirit,  anji  never  dies. 
It  wanders  perturbedly  through  the  halls  and  galleries 
of  the  memory,  and  is  often  heard  again,  distinct  and 
living  aa  when  it  first  displaced  the  wavelets  of  the  air. 
Now  at  times,  Uien,  these  phantoms  of  sound  floated 
hack  upon  her  fancy;  if  gay,  to  call  a  smile  from  every 
dimple;  if  mournful,  to  Huow  aahade  upon  ber  brow. 
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—  to  make  her  eeaw  from  herohildiab  mittli,  and  rit 
apftrt  mai  mnae. 

Bjghtlj,  than,  in  a  typioal  aeneo,  might  thia  fair 
ereatnn,  ao  airy  in  hei  shape,  eo  harnioiiioaa  in  her 
heaotf ,  BO  nn&uniliai  in  har  ways  and  thoughta,  — 
rightly  m^ht  abe  be  called  a  daughter,  leaa  of  the  musi- 
cian than  the  mnsic,  a  being  for  whom  yon  could 
imagine  that  some  fate  vaa  reserved,  less  of  actual  life 
than  the  romanoe  which,  to  eyes  that  can  see,  and  hearta 
that  can  feel,  glides  ever  along  with  the  actual  life, 
stream  by  stream,  to  the  Dark  Ocean. 

And  thsrefoia  it  seemed  not  etranga  that  YioU  her- 
self, eren  in  childhood,  and  yet  more  aa  she  bloomed 
into  the  sweet  aerionanesa  of  virgin  youth ,  should  fancy 
her  life  ordained  for  a  lot,  whether  of  bliss  or  woe,  that 
should  accord  with  the  romance  and  nyerie  which  made 
die  atmosphere  alw  breathed.  Frequently  she  would 
climb  through  the  thickets  that  clothed  the  neighbor- 
ing grotto  of  Poeilipo,  —  the  mighty  work  of  the  old 
Cimmeriana,  —  and,  eeated  l^  the  haunted  Tmnb  of 
Vi^l,  indnlge  those  vioiona,  the  subtle  vagueness  of 
which  no  poetry  can  render  palpable  and  defined; 
for  the  Poet  that  aurpasses  all  who  ever  sang,  is  the 
heart  of  dreaming  youthi  Frequently  there,  too,  beside 
the  threshold  over  which  the  vine-leaves  clung,  and 
facing  that  daik-blue,  waveless  sea,  she  would  sit  in  the 
■otumn  noon  or  anmmer  twilight,  and  build  her  caatles 
in  the  air.  Who  doth  not  do  the  aame,  —  not  ia  youth 
alone,  but  with  the  dimmed  hopes  of  ogel  It  ia  man's 
jimnigative  to  dream,  the  common  royalty  of  peasant  and 
of  king.  Bat  those  day-dreams  of  hers  were  more  habit- 
ual, distinct,  and  solemn  than  the  greater  part  of.  us 
indulge.     They  teemed  like  the  Orama  of  the  Oreeka, 

—  prophets  while  phsntasma. 
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Koir  at  l«at  the  edncstion  is  acoompliabed!  Viola  ie 
neuly  sixteen.  'Rie  Cardinal  deolaies  that  the  time  ia 
oome  vhen  the  new  name  mnat  be  inscribed  in  the  Libro 
d'Ora,  —  the  Golden  Book  set  apart  to  the  ofaildron  of 
Art  and  Song.  Yea,  bat  in  what  ehaneter  t  —  to  whose 
genius  is  ahe  to  give  embodiment  and  formi  Ah,  Qmk 
is  (ike  seoret)  Bumors  go  abroad  that  the  inezhanatible 
Faisiello,  oharmed  with  her  performance  of  hia  Net  ear 
pQi  non  me  geato,  and  his  To  son  Lindoro,  will  produce 
some  new  masterpiece  to  introduoe  the  dibatante. 
Others  insist  upon  it  that  her  forte  is  the  comic,  and 
that  Cimaroea  is  bard  at  woifc  at  another  Mairimonio 
Segreto.  Bat  in  the  meanwhile  there  is  a  check  in  the 
diplomacy  somewhere.  The  Cardinal  is  oheerred  to  be 
oat  of  hamor.  He  baa  said  pnhliely,  —  and  the  words 
are  portentous,  —  *  The  silly  girl  ia  as  mad  as  her  father; 
what  she  aaka  is  prepoeteroosl "  Conference  follows 
conference;  the  Cudinal  talks  to  the  poor  child  yery 
solemnly  in  bis  closet,  —  all  in  vain.  Kaplea  is  dis- 
tracted with  curiosity  and  conjecture.  The  leotnre  ends 
in  a  quarrel,  and  Viola  oomee  home  sallen  and  pouting; 
she  will  not  act,  — she  has  renoaneed  the  engagement. 

Pitani,  too  inexperienced  to  be  aware  of  all  the  dan- 
gers of  the  stsge,  had  been  pleased  at  the  notion  tiut 

I'Dssbe  it  was,  twaa  wondac,  tins  delight" 
Wmwt'aT 
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MS,  «t  leaat,  of  hie  nune  would  add  ottlebri^  to  hie 
mrt  Tbo  girl'a  pervetseneas  diBplaased  hint.  However, 
he  said  nothing, — he  nevei  soolded  in  words,  bni  he 
took  up  the  faithful  haibiton.  Oh,  Mthful  harhiton, 
how  horribly  thon  didat  acoldl  It  screeched,  it  gab- 
bled, it  moaned,  it  growled.  And  Viola's  eyes  filled 
with  tears,  for  she  oaderstood  that  language.  She  stole 
to  her  mottker,  and  whispered  in  her  ear^  and  when 
Pisani  tamed  from  hia  employment,  lo  I  both  mother  and 
daogbter  were  weeping.  He  looked  at  them  with  a 
wondering  stare;  and  then,  as  if  he  felt  he  had  been 
harsh,  he  flew  ^aia  to  hie  Funiliar.  And  now  yon 
thought  you  heud  the  lullaby  which  a  fairy  might 
sing  to  some  fretful  changeling  it  had  adopted  and 
Bought  to  soothe.  Liquid,  low,  silreiy,  streamed  the 
tones  beneath  the  enchanted  bow.  The  most  stubhom 
grief  would  have  paused  to  hear;  and  witttal,  at  times, 
out  came  a  wild,  merry,  ringing  note,  lil»  a  laugh,  but 
not  mortal  laughter.  It  was  one  of  his  most  suooessful 
aire  from  his  beloved  opera,  —  the  Siren  in  the  act  of 
charming  the  waves  and  the  winds  to  steep.  Heaven 
knows  what  next  would  have  oome,  but  his  arm  was 
arrested.  Viola  had  thrown  herself  on  his  bresst,  and 
kissed  him,  wiUi  ha[^y  eyes  that  smiled  through  her 
aunny  hair.  At  that  very  moment  the  door  opened,  — 
a  mesaage  from  the  Cardinal.  Viola  must  go  to  his 
Kminenoe  at  onoe.  Her  mother  went  with  her.  All 
was  reconciled  and  settled;  Viola  had  her  way,  and 
selected  her  own  opera.  0  ye  dull  nations  of  the  Xorth, 
with  your  broils  and  debates,  —  your  bustling  lives  of 
the  Pnyx  sad  the  Agoral  —  you  cannot  goesa  what  a  atir 
throughout  musical  !Naples  was  occasioned  }ty  the  rumor 
of  a  new  opera  and  a  new  singer.  But  whose  the  opera  t 
No  eahinet  intrigue  ever  waa  so  sacret.     I*isani  cams 
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hiek  one  night  from  the  theatre,  evidently  diatuilied 
and  irate.  Woe  to  thine  ears  hadst  thon  heard  the 
borbiton  that  nightt  They  had  auapended  him  from 
his  office,  —  they  feared  that  the  new  opera,  and  the  (irat 
dibut  of  hiu  dat^hter  aaprima  donna,  would  be  too  mach 
for  hiB.nervea.  And  hie  variationa,  his  diablerie  of 
sirens  and  harpies,  on  such  a  night,  made  a  huerd  not 
to  be  contemplated  without  awe.  To  be  aet  aside,  and 
on  the  very  night  that  his  child,  whose  melody  was  bnt 
an  emanation  of  his  own ,  waa  to  perform,  —  set  aside  for 
some  new  arrlTal :  it  was  too  much  for  a  musician's  flcKh 
and  blood.  For  the  first  time  he  spoke  in  words  upon 
the  subject,  and  gravely  asked  —  for  that  question  t)ii? 
barbiton,  eloquent  as  it  was,  could  not  express  distinctly 
—  what  was  to  be  the  opera,  and  what  the  partt  And 
Viola  as  gravely  answered  that  she  waa  pledged  to  the 
Cardinal  not  to  raveal.  Fisani  said  nothing,  but  disap- 
peared  with  the  violin;  and  presently  they  heard  the 
Familiar  from  the  house-top  (whither,  when  thoroughly 
out  of  humor,  the  muaicion  sometimes  fled),  whining 
and  sighing  as  if  its  heart  were  broken. 

The  affections  of  Pisani  were  little  visible  on  the 
surface.  He  wae  not  one  of  those  fond,  caressing  fathers 
whose  ohildran  are  ever  playing  round  theii  knees;  his 
mind  and  soul  were  eo  thoroughly  in  his  art  that 
domestic  life  glided  by  him,  seemingly  as  if  that  were  a 
dream,  and  the  heart  the  substantial  form  and  body  of 
existence.  Persons  much  cultivating  an  abstract  study 
are  often  thus;  mathematicians  proverbially  so.  When 
his  servant  ran  to  the  celebrated  French  philosopher, 
shrieking,  "The  house  is  on  fire,  air  I  "  "Go  and  tell 
my  wife  then,  foolt  "  said  the  wise  man,  settling  hack 
to  his  problems ;  "  do  /  ever  meddle  with  domestie 
a^itat  "    But  what  are  mathematics  to  music ' —  music, 
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fhftt  not  only  eompous  operas,  but  plays  im  Uie  Itarbi- 
ton  T  Do  you  know  what  the  illuatrioua  Oiardint  said 
when  the  tyro  asked  how  long  it  would  take  to  leam  to 
play  on  the  violin  t  Heu,  and  despair,  ye  who  would 
bend  the  bow  to  wbioh  that  of  TTlysses  was  a  plaything, 
"  Twelve  hours  a  day  for  twenty  years  together  t  "  Can  a 
man,  then,  who  plays  tiie  harbiton  be  alwsys  playing 
also  with  his  little  onesT  No,  Fisani;  often,  with  the 
keen  euaceptibility  of  childhood,  poor  Yiola  bad  stolen 
from  the  room  to  weep  at  the  thought  that  thou  didst 
not  love  her.  And  yet,  underneath  this  outward  abstrac- 
tion of  the  artist,  the  natural  fondnees  flowed  all  the 
same;  and  as  she  grew  up,  the  dreamer  had  understood 
the  dreamer.  And  now,  shut  out  from  all  bme  him- 
self; to  be  forbidden  to  hail  even  his  daughter's 
fame  I  —  and  that  daughter  herself  to  be  in  the  conspiracy 
against  him!  Sharper  than  the  serpent's  tooth  was 
the  ingratitude,  and  sharper  than  the  serpent's  tooth  was 
the  wail  of  the  pitying  barbitonf 

The  eventful  hour  is  oome.  Yiola  is  gone  to  the 
theatre,  —  her  mother  with  her.  The  indignant  musi- 
cian tvmains  at  home.  Gionetta  bursts  into  the  room : 
my  Iiord  Cardinal's  carriage  is  at  the  door,  —  the 
Padrone  is  sent  for.  He  must  lay  aside  his  violin;  he 
most  put  on  his  brocade  coat  and  bis  lace  ruffles.  Here 
they  are,  —  quick,  quickl  And  quick  rolls  the  gilded 
coach,  and  m^estic  sits  the  driver,  and  statellly  prance 
the  steeds.  Poor  Pisani  is  lost  in  a  mist  of  uncomfort- 
able amaze.  He  airivea  at  the  theatre ;  he  descends  at 
the  great  door;  he  turns  round  and  round,  and  looks 
about  him  and  about:  he  misses  sometiiing,  —  where  is 
the  vloliul  AlasI  his  soul,  his  voice,  his  self  of  self, 
is  left  bebindt  It  is  hut  an  automaton  that  the  lackeys 
conduct  up  the  stairs,  through  the  tier,  into  the  Car- 
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dinal's  box.  But  then,  what  bnists  aponhlml  Doef 
he  dream  T  The  fiiat  act  is  over  (thej  did  not  send  for 
him  till  success  seemed  no  longer  doubtful) ;  the  first  act 
has  decided  all.  He  feels  that  hj  the  eleotrie  sym- 
pathy which  ever  the  one  heart  has  at  once  vith  a 
vast  audience.  He  feels  it  by  the  breathless  stillness  ot 
that  multitude;  he  feels  it  even  by  the  lifted  finger  of 
the  Cardinal.  He  sees  his  Viola  on  the  stage,  radiant 
in  her  robes  and  gems,  — he  hears  her  voice  thrilling 
through  the  single  heart  of  the  thousands!  But  the 
scene,  the  part,  the  musici  It  is  his  other  child, — 
his  immortal  child;  the  spirit-infant  of  hia  sonl;  hie 
darling  of  many  years  of  patient  obscurity  and  pining 
genius;  his  masterpiece;  his  opera  of  the  SirenI 

This,  then,  was  the  mystery  that  had  so  galled  him, 

—  this  the  cause  of  the  quarrel  with  the  Cardinal ;  this 
ttke  secret  not  to  be  proclaimed  till  the  success  was  won, 
and  the  daughter  had  united  her  father's  triumph  with 
her  ownt 

And  there  she  stands,  as  all  souls  bow  before  her,  — 
fairer  than  tiie  very  Siren  he  had  called  from  the  deepa 
of  iqelody.  Oh,  long  and  sweet  recompense  of  toill 
Where  is  on  earth  the  rapture  like  that  which  is  known 
to  genius  when  at  last  it  bursts  from  its  hidden  carem 
into  light  and  fame  I 

He  did  not  speak,  be  did  not  move;  he  stood  trans- 
fixed, breathless,  the  tears  roUii^  down  his  cheeks; 
only  from  time  to  time  his  hands  still  wandered  about, 

—  mechanically  they  sought  for  the  faithful  instrument, 
why  was  it  not  there  to  share  his  triumph! 

At  last  the  curtain  fell;  but  on  such  a  storm  and 
diapason  of  applausel  Up  rose  the  audience  as  one 
man,  as  with  one  voice  that  dear  name  was  shouted. 
She  came  on,  trembling,  pale,  and  in  the  whole  crowd 
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wr  bat  hw  fktiier'a  fiwe.  The  Kadisnee  followed  thoM 
moutened  ef « ;  tiiej  reet^nised  witJi  &  tiiriU  the  daugh- 
ter's impulse  end  hei  meening.  The  good  old  Cudinel 
draw  him  gently  forward.  Wild  mneioian,  thy  daugh- 
ter has  given  thee  baek  more  than  the  life  thou  gaveatt 

'ICf  poor  Tiolinl"  uid  he,  wiping  hie  ejes,''the7 
will  SATer  Um  thee  agun  nowl " 
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Ite  rf  oantmia  tempm  in  ^liaccki  a  In  foea^ 
ti  iIm  e  in  pianto,  e  frk  pwm  e  Bpenw 
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yow  notwithstanding  tha  trimnph  both  of  the  Bingai 
and  the  open,  Uiets  had  been  one  moment  In  the  fint 
act,  and,  consequently,  before  the  atiiTal  of  Fiaani,  when 
tite  scale  seemed  more  than  doubtful.  It  was  in  a  choma 
replete  with  all  the  pecaliarities  of  the  composer.  And 
when  this  Maelstrom  of  Gaprioci  whirled  and  foamed, 
sad  tore  ear  and  sense  through  ereij  variety  of  soand, 
the  audience  Bimoltaneoosly  recognised  the  hand  of 
Pisani.  A  title  had  been  given  to  the  i^ra  which  had 
hitherto  prevented  all  suspicion  of  its  parentage;  and 
the  overture  and  opening,  in  which  the  moaia  had  been 
r^ular  and  eweet,  had  led  the  andtenoe  to  iaanj  ihey 
detected  the  genius  of  their  bvorite  Faiiiello.  Long 
accustomed  to  ridicule  and  almost  to  despise  the  preten- 
aiouB  of  Pisani  as  a  composer,  tiiej  now  felt  as  if  they 
had  been  unduly  cheated  into  the  applause  wi&  which 
they  had  hailed  the  overture  and  the  commencing  geenoM. 
An  ominous  buzz  circulated  round  the  house :  tite  sing- 
ers, the  oroheatra,  —  electrically  sensitive  to  the  impres- 
sion of  the  audience,  —  grew,  tJiemselves,  agitated  and 
dismayed,  and  failed  in  the  eneigy  and  precision  whidk 
could  alone  carry  off  the  grotosqueness  of  the  mnsitt, 

'  Between  meK  contr*rit>n«  mixtnrea  of  ice  and  fln,  Ito^^m 
and  Man,  —  f««i  lunl  hope,  the  daceiving  dame. 
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!Fhan  an  alv^  in  Arery  theatn  auaiy  njaim  to  a 
haw  author  and  a  new  parformai,  —  a  party  iinpol«Q( 
while  all  goea  well,  but  a  daageiouB  ambush  the  instuit 
■oma  accidast  throws  into  confusion  the  march  of  suo- 
cesB,  A  hiss  arose;  it  was  partial,  it  is  tme,  but  the 
significant  silence  of  all  applauae  seemed  to  forebode  the 
coming  moment  when  the  diapleaBure  would  giow  con-  ' 
tagiona.  It  was  Uie  breath  that  stirred  the  impending 
avalanche.  At  that  eritiical  moment  Viola,  ttie  Sinn 
queen,  emerged  for  the  first  time  from  her  ocean  cave. 
Aa  she  came  forward  to  the  lamps,  the  noTeltj  of  her 
situation,  the  ehilling  apathy  of  the  aildieoce,  —  which 
even  the  sight  of  so  singular  a  beauty  did  not  st  Uie 
first  arouse,  —  the  whispers  of  the  malignant  singers  on 
the  stage,  the  glare  of  the  lights,  and  more  —  far  mora 
than  the  rest  — tiiat  recent  hiss,  which  had  reaehed  her 
in  her  concealment,  all  fiose  up  her  facoltiea  and  sus- 
pended her  voice.  And,  instead  of  the  grand  invocaticn 
ioto  which  she  ought  rapidly  to  have  burst,  the  regal 
Siren,  retransformed  into  the  trembling  girl,  stood  pale 
and  mute  before  Uie  stem,  cold  array  of  those  oountlees 
eyes. 

At  that  instant,  and  when  consciousness  iteeU  seemed 
about  to  fail  her,  as  aha  turned  a  timid  beseeching 
glance  around  the  still  multitude,  ahe  perceived,  in  a 
box  near  the  stage,  a  countenance  which  at  once,  and 
like  magic,  produced  on  her  mind  an  effect  never  to 
be  analysed  nor  forgotten.  It  was  one  that  awakened 
an  indiatinct,  haunting  reminiacence,  aa  if  she  had  seen 
it  in  feboae  day-dreams  she  had  been  so  wont  from 
infancy  to  indulge.  She  could  not  withdraw  her  gase 
from  that  faoe,  and  as  she  gased,  the  awe  and  ooldneaa 
that  had  before  aeised  her,  vanished  like  a  mist  from 
before  the  son. 
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In  the  dsric  splendor  of  the  eyes  that  met  h«r  own 
flien  WMB  indeed  bo  mneh  of  gentle  encouragement,  ot 
benign  and  oompaaBionate  admiration,  —  so  much  that 
warmed,  and  animated,  and  nerved,  —  that  any  one, 
aotor  or  orator,  who  has  ever  obeerred  the  eflbot  that  a 
single  eameet  and  kindljr  look  in  the  crowd  that  is  to 
be  addressed  and  won,  will  produoo  upon  hie  mind, 
may  readily  aooonnt  for  the  aadden  and  inspiriting  influ- 
ence which  the  eye  and  smile  of  the  stranger  exercised 
on  the  dibutanie. 

And  while  yet  she  gazed,  and  the  glow  retumed  to 
her  heart,  the  stranger  half  rose,  as  if  to  recall  the  audi- 
cmce  to  a  sense  of  the  courtesy  due  to  one  so  fair  and 
young;  and  the  instant  hia  voice  gave  the  signal,  the 
audience  followed  it  by  a  burst  of  generous  applause. 
Tor  this  stranger  himself  was  a  marked  personage,  and 
his  recent  arriTsl  at  liaplea  had  divided  with  the  new 
opera  the  gossip  of  the  city.  And  then  as  the  applause 
ceased,  clear,  full,  and  freed  from  every  fetter,  like  a 
spirit  from  the  day,  ib»  Siren's  voice  poured  forth  its 
entraneing  music.  From  that  time  Viola  forgot  the 
crowd,  the  hasaid,  the  whole  world,  —  except  the  fairy 
one  over  which  she  presided.  It  seemed  that  the  stran- 
ger's presence  only  served  still  more  to  heighten  that 
delusion,  in  which  the  artist  sees  no  enation  without 
the  circle  of  his  art,  she  felt  as  if  that  serene  brow,  and 
those  brilliant  eyes,  inspired  her  with  powers  never 
known  before:  and,  as  if  searohing  for  a  langaage  to 
express  the  strange  sensstions  occasioned  by  hie  presence, 
that  presence  itself  whispered  to  her  the  melody  and 
the  song. 

Only  when  all  was  OTer,  snd  she  saw  her  &ther  and 
felt  his  joy ,  did  tiiis  wild  spell  vanish  hefon  the  sweeter 
one  of  the  household  and  filial  love.     Yet  again,  as  she 


n,s,t,..d:,i.  Google 


suron.  21 

ti^ed  from  th«  Btaga,  she  looked  baek  itiTolniiteril;, 
•Dd  the  stranger's  calm  and  half-melanoholy  smile  sank 
into  Iter  heart,  —  to  live  there,  to  be  recalled  vith 
coDioBod  memoriea,  lialf  of  pleasure,  and  half  of  pain. 

Pass  over  the  congratulations  of  the  good  Cardinal- 
Yiitooeof  astonished  at  finding  himself  and  all  Naples 
had  been  hitherto  in  the  wrong  on  a  sahjeot  of  taste, — 
still  more  astonished  at  finding  himself  and  all  Naples 
combining  to,  confess  it;  pass  over  the  whispered  ecsta- 
sies of  admiration  which  buzzed  in  the  ainger's  ear,  aa 
once  more,  in  her  modest  veil  and  quiet  dress,  she 
escaped  from  the  crowd  of  gallants  that  choked  up  eveiy 
avenne  behind  the  scenes;  pass  over  the  sweet  embracn 
of  father  and  child,  returning  through  the  starlit  streets 
and  along  the  deserted  Ghi^a  in  the  Cardinal's  carriage ; 
never  pause  now  to  note  the  tears  and  fijaculations  of 
the  good,  simple-hearted  mother,  —  see  them  returned ; 
see  the  well-known  room,  venimtu  ad  larem  noa- 
trum/'  see  old  Gionetta  bustling  at  the  supper;  and 
hear  Pisoni,  as  he  rouses  the  barhiton  from  its  case, 
commnnioating  all  that  has  happened  to  the  intelligent 
familiar;  bark  to  the  mother's  merry,  low,  English 
laugh.  Why,  Viola,  strange  child,  aittest  thou  apait, 
ihj  faoe  leaning  on  thy  fur  hands,  thine  eyes  fixed  on 
apace  t  Up,  rouse  thee  I  Every  dimple  on  the  oheek 
of  home  must  smile  to-night.* 

And  a  happy  reunion  it  was  round  that  humble  table: 
a  feast  Lucullus  might  have  envied  in  his  Hall  ot 
Apollo,  in  the  dried  grapes,  and  the  dain^  sardines,  and 
the  luxurious  polenta,  and  the  old  Idorima  a  present 
from  the  good  Cardinal.     The  harbiton,  placed  on  a 
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chair  —  B  tall,high-1]Mked  chair  —  betide  the  muf^an, 
seemeii  to  take  a  part  in  the  featiTB  meal.  Its  b,one8t 
Yunished  face  glowed  in  the  light  of  the  lamp;  and 
there  wtx  an  impish,  ely  demnreness  in  its  very  bilenoe,  . 
as  ite  master,  between  every  moathfol,  turned  to  talk 
to  it  of  something  he  had  forgotten  to  relate  before. 
The  good  wife  looked  on  afftetionatel;,  and  coald  not 
eat  for  jo;;  bat  suddenly  she  rose,  and  placed  on  the 
artist's  temples  a  laurel  wreath,  which  she  had  woven 
beforehand  in  fond  anticipation;  and 'Viola,  <m  the 
other  side  her  brother,  t^e  barbiton,  rearranged  the 
chaplet,  and,  smoothing  back  her  father's  hair,  whis- 
pered, "Caro  Padre,  you  will  not  let  Am  soold  ma 
againi " 

Then  poor  Fisani,  rather  distracted  between  the  two, 
and  excited  both  by  the  Idcrima  and  his  triumph,  turned 
to  the  younger  child  with  so  naive  and  grotesque  a  pride, 
"  1  don't  know  which  to  tiiank  the  most,  Tou  give  me 
so  much  joy,  child,  — I  am  so  proud  of  thee  and  myself. 
But  he  and  I,  poor  fellow,  have  been  so  often  unhappy 
together! " 

Viola's  sleep  was  broken,  —  that  was  natural.  The 
intoxication  of  vanity  and  triumph,  the  happiness  ia 
the  happiness  she  had  caused,  all  this  was  better  than 
sleep.  But  still  from  all  this,  again  and  <^in  her 
thoughts  flew  to  those  haunting  eyes,  to  that  smile  wttti 
whidi  forever  the  memoi;  of  the  triumph,  of  the  happi- 
ness, was  to  be  united.  Her  feelings,  like  her  own 
character,  were  strange  and  peculiar.  They  were  not 
those  of  a  girl  whose  heart,  for  the  first  time  roaofaed 
through  the  eye,  sighs  its  natural  and  native  language  of 
first  love.  It  was  not  so  much  admiration,  though  the 
face  that  reflected  itself  on  every  wave  of  her  restlest 
fancies  was  of  the  rarest  order  of  m^esty  and  beauty; 
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nor  ft  [deaaed  and  etuaoated  teoollestitm  that  tiie  sight 
of  this  stranger  had  bequeathed:  it  vas  a  homan  seuti' 
ment  of  gratitude  and  delight,  mixed  with  something 
mote  myaterions,  of  feai  Etnd  awe.  Certainly  she  had 
Men  before  those  features ;  but  when  and  how  I  Only 
vhen  her  thoughts  had  sought  to  shape  oat  her  futute,  I 
and  when,  in  spite  of  all  the  attempte  to  vision  forth  a 
fate  of  flowen  and  sunshine,  a  dark  and  ohill  foreboding 
made  her  recoil  back  into  her  deepest  self.  It  was  a 
something  found  that  had  long  been  sought  for  bj_  a 
thousand  restless  yearnings  and  vague  desires,  less  of 
tiie  heart  than  mind;  not  as  when  youth  discovers  the 
one  to  be  beloved,  but  rather  as  when  the  student,  long 
wandering  after  the  dew  to  some  truth  in  science,  sees 
it  glimmer  dimly  before  him,  to  beckon,  to  recede,  to 
allon,  and  to  wane  again.  She  fell  at  last  into  oaqniet 
■lamber,  vexed  by  deformed,  fleeting,  shapeless  phan- 
toms; and,  waking,  as  the  sun,  through  a  veil  of  hasy 
cload,  glinted  with  a  sickly  ray  aetoss  the  casement,  she 
heard  her  father  settled  back  betimes  to  his  one  pniBuit, 
and  calling  forth  from  his  Familiar  a  low  mournful 
strain,  like  a  dirge  over  the  dead. 

"And  why,"  she  asked,  when  she  descended  to  the 
room  below,  —  *  why,  my  father,  was  your  inspiration 
ao  sad,  after  the  joy  of  last  night  1  " 

"  I  know  not,  child.  I  meant  to  be  merry,  and  com- 
pose an  air  in  honor  of  thee;  but  he  is  an  obetinatA 
felloWf  ibiii  —  and  he  would  hare  it  ao, " 
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It  ma  tiie  etutom  of  Puani,  except  vhen  tiia  dutiu 
1^  hit  profeflBion  made  special  denuuid  on  his  tiins,  to 
devote  a  certain  portion  of  the  mid-day  to  deep, — a  habit 
not  eo  mach  a  luxury  w  a  neoearitj'  to  a  moo  who  slept 
very  little  during  the  night.  In  fact,  whether  to  eom- 
poae  or  to  practise,  the  hours  of  noon  were  precisely 
those  in  which  Fieaui  could  not  have  been  actdve  if  he 
would.  His  geniuB  resembled  those  fountaina  full  at 
dawn  and  evening,  overflowing  at  night,  and  perfectly 
dry  at  the  meridian.  During  this  time,  consecrated  by 
her  husband  to  repose,  the  signora  generally  stole  out  to 
moke  the  purchases  necessary  for  the  little  household, 
or  to  enjoy  (as  what  woman  does  noti)  a  little  relaxation 
in  gossip  with  some  of  her  own  sex.  And  the  day 
following  this  brilliant  triumph,  how  many  congratula- 
tions would  she  have  to  receive! 

At  these  times  it  was  Tiola's  habit  to  seat  herself 
without  the  door  of  the  house,  under  an  awning  whidi 
sheltered  from  the  sun  without  obstructing  the  view; 
and  there  now,  with  the  prompt-boc^  on  her  knee,  on 
which  her  eye  raves  listlesdy  from  time  to  time,  you 
may  behead  her,  the  vine-leaves  clustering  from  their 
arching  trellis  over  the  door  behind,  and  the  loiy  white- 
sailed  boats  skimming  along  the  sea  that  stretched  before, 
1  And  thui  tha  alow  and  timid  pMiioiu  nnsd. 
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Aa  iba  thiu  m^  tstfiw  in  teverie  tiuui  tluKight,  *  ntu 
wnniiig  from  the  direction  of  Ponlipo,  with  &  slov  step 
and  downisat  eyes,  pused  doae  by  the  house,  tnd  Viabi, 
looking  np  abruptly,  started  in  a  kind  of  tenor  as  >he 
noognized  the  stranger.  She  uttered  on  inroluutai; 
exclamation,  and  the  cavalier  turning,  saw,  and  paoaed. 

He  stood  a  moment  as  two  between  her  and  the  sun- 
lit ocean,  cootemplating  in  a  silence  too  serious  asd 
genUe  for  the  boldness  of  gallantry,  tiie  blushing  face 
and  the  young  slight  form  before  him;  at  length  he 
^ke. 

"Are  you  happy,  my  child,"  he  nid,  in  almost  a 
paternal  tone,  "at  the  career  that  lies  before  yout 
From  sixteen  to  tiiirty,  the  music  in  the  breath  of 
applause  is  sweeter  than  all  tiio  music  your  voice  can 
utter!  " 

"  I  know  not, "  replied  Viola,  falteringly,  but  encour- 
aged by  the  liquid  softness  of  the  accents  that  addressed 
hia, — "I  know  not  whether  I  am  happy  now,  but  I 
was  last  night.  And  I  feel,  too.  Excellency,  that  I 
have  yon  to  thank,  though,  perhaps,  you  scarce  know 
why!" 

'You  deceive  yourself"  said  the  cavalier,  with  » 
smile.  "  I  am  aware  that  I  assisted  to  your  merited  soo- 
cess,  and  it  is  you  who  scarce  know  how.  The  why  I 
will  tell  you:  because  I  saw  in  your  heart  a  nobler  ambi- 
tion  than  that  of  the  woman's  ^uity ;  it  was  the  daughter 
ibat  interested  me.  Perhaps  you  would  ntiier  I  should 
have  admired  the  singer  t  " 

"2fo;  oh,  not " 

"Well,  I  believe  you.  And  now,  since  we  have 
iiau  met,  I  will  paose  to  counsel  yon.  When  next 
joa  go  to  &e  theatre,  you  will  have  at  your  feet  all  the 
joong  gallants  of  Ifaples.     Poor  isjlaatl  tb^  flame  thftt 
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d&ulM  tihe  eye  can  scorch  the  wing.  Remember  Uial 
the  only  homage  that  does  not  buUt  most  be  that  which 
these  gallanti  will  not  give  theej  And  wbAtever  thy 
dieams  of  the  future, — and  I  aee,  while  I  speak  to  tiiee, 
how  wandering  they  axe,  and  wild, — may  only  thoee  be 
fulfilled  which  centre  lonnd  the  hearth  of  home." 

He  paused,  as  Viola's  bieast  heaved  beneath  its  robe. 
And  with  a  buret  of  natural  and  innocent  emotione, 
scarcely  eomprehending,  though  on  Italian,  the  grave 
nature  of  hia  advice,  she  exclaimed, — 

"  Ah,  Excellency,  you  cannot  know  how  dear  to  ma 
that  home  is  already.  And  my  father, —  there  would  he 
no  home,  signor,  without  him!  " 

A  deep  and  melancholy  shade  settled  over  the  fice  of 
the  cavalier.  He  looked  up  at  the  qaiet  hoose  boned 
amidst  the  vine-leavea,  and  turned  again  to  the  vivid, 
animated  face  of  tiie  young  actress. 

"It  is  weU,"  said  he.  "A  simple  heart  may  he  its 
own  beet  gnide,  and  so,  go  on,  and  prosper.  Adieu, 
fair  six^r." 

"Adieu,  Excellency;  but,"  and  something  she  could 
not  resist  —  an  anxioua,  sickening  feeling  of  fear  and 
hope,  —  impelled  her  to  the  question,  "  I  shall  see  yon 
again,  shall  I  not,  at  San  Carlo  t  ' 

*  'Sot,  at  least,  for  some  time.     I  leave  Naples  to-day. " 

"Indeed I*  and  Viola's  heart  sank  within  her;  the 
poetry  of  the  stage  was  gone. 

"And,"  said  the  cavalier,  turning  back,  and  genUy 
laying  hie  hand  on  hers, —  "and,  perhaps,  before  we 
meet,  yoo  may  have  suffered:  known  the  first  sharp 
griefs  of  human  life, —  known  haw  little  what  fame  can 
gain,  repays  what  the  heart  can  lose ;  but  be  brave  and 
yield  not, — not  even  to  what  may  seem  the  piety  of 
•orrow.     Oheerva  yon  tree  in  yonr  neigbbor'a  garden. 
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Look  how  it  grows  up,  crooked  &nd  diatorted.     Some  ' 
wind  Mattered  the  germ  from  which  it  sprang,  in  the  j 
elefti  of  the  rock ;  choked  up  and  walled  round  by  crags 
and  buildings,  by  fTature  and  man,  its  life  hss  been  one  j 
struggle  for  the  light, — light  which  makes  to  that  life 
the  necessity  and  the  principle:   you  see  how   it  has  i 
writhed  and  twisted;  how,  meetii^  the  burier  in  on* 
spot,   it  has  labored  and  worked,  stem  and  branches 
towards  the  clear  skies  at  last.    What  has  preserved  it 
through  each  disfavor  of  birth  and  circumstances,  —  why 
are  its  leaves  as  green  and  fair  as  those  of  the  vine  ■ 
behind  yon,  which,  with  all  its  arms,  can  embrace  the 
open  snnshine  t     Hy  child,  because  of  the  very  instinct 
that  impelled  the  stn^le, — because  the  labor  for  the 
light  won  to  tlie  light  at  length.     So  with  a  gallant 
heart,  throi^h  eveiy  adverse  accident  of  sorrow  and  of 
&te  to  turn  to  the  sun,  to  strive  for  the  heaven ;  this  it 
is  thht  gives  knowledge  to  the  strong  and  happiness  to 
the  weak.     Ere  we  meet  again,  yon  will  turn  sad  and 
heavy  eyes  to  those  quiet  boughs,  and  when  you  hear 
the  l»tds  sing  from  them,  and  see  the  sunshine  come 
aslant  from  ctag  and  housetop  to  be  the  playfellow  of 
their  leaves,  leam  ttie  lesson  that  yatnie  teaches  you, 
and  strive  through  darkness  to  the  light  I  " 

Ab  he  spoke  he  moved  on  slowly,  and  left  Viola  won- 
dering, sUent,  saddened  with  his  dim  prophecy  of  coming 
evU,  and  yet,  through  sadness,  charmed.  Involuntarily 
her  eyes  followed  him, —  involuntarily  she  stretched 
forth  her  arms,  as  if  by  a  gesture  to  call  him  back ;  she 
would  have  given  worlds  to  have  seen  him  turn, —  to 
have  heard  once  more  his  low,  calm,  silvery  voice;  to 
have  felt  ^in  the  light  touch  of  his  hand  on  hers.  As 
moonlight  that  softens  into  beauty  every  angle  on  which 
it  falls,  seemed  his  presence, —  as  moonlight  vanishes, 
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and  things  utame  their  common  aspect  of  the  nigged 
and  iha  mean,  he  receded  from  her  eyes,  and  the  out- 
ward scene  wu  commonplace  once  more. 

The  stranger  passed  on,  through  that  long  and  lovely 
road  which  reaches  at  last  the  palaces  that  face  the  pub- 
lic gardens,  and  conducts  to  the  more  populous  quarters 
of  tiie  d^. 

A  group  of  fonng,  disnpsted  courtiers,  loitering  by 
the  gateway  of  a  house  which  was  open  for  the  fsrorite 
paatime  of  the  day, — the  resort  of  the  wealthier  and 
more  high-bom  gamesters, —  made  way  for  him,  as  with 
a  courteous  incliiution  be  passed  them  by. 

"PerfeeU,'  said  one,  "is  not  that  the  rich  Zanoni. 
of  whom  the  town  talks! " 

"  Ay;  they  say  his  wealth  \b  incalculable! " 

"  They  aa.j,  ~-  who  are  they  ?  —  what  is  the  auOiotity  t 
He  has  not  been  many  days  at  Naples,  and  I  cannot  yet 
find  any  one  who  knows  aught  of  hia  birthplace,  his 
parentage,  oi,  what  is  more  important,  his  estates!  " 

"That  is  true;  but  he  arrived  in  a  goodly  vessel, 
which  they  toy  is  his  own.  See, — no,  you  cannot  see 
it  here;  hut  it  rides  yonder  in  the  bay.  The  bankers 
ha  deals  with  speak  with  awe  of  the  sums  placed  in 
their  handa." 

"  'Whence  came  he  I  " 

"  From  some  seaport  in  the  East.  My  valet  learned 
from  some  of  the  sailors  on  the  Mole  that  he  had  resided 
many  years  in  the  interior  of  India." 

"  Ah,  I  am  told  that  in  India  mm  pick  up  gold  like 
pebbles,  and  that  there  are  valleys  where  the  birds  build 
their  nests  with  emeralds  to  attract  the  moths.  Here 
oomes  our  prince  of  gamesters,  Cetoza ;  be  sure  that  he 
already  must  have  mode  acquaintance  with  so  wealthy 
a  cavalier  ^  be  hss  that  attraction  to  gold  which  the  msf 
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net  hu  to  steel  WsU,  Gstoxa,  what  tnA  newi  of  the 
dncata  of  Signoi  Zanoni  t  " 

"  Oh, "  aaid  Cetoxa,  carelenljr,  "  my  friend  —  " 

'Hat  ha  I  hear  him;  his  friend —  * 

"  Tee ;  my  friend  Zanoni  is  going  to  Borne  for  a  iltint 
time ;  when  he  retnnu,  he  has  promiMd  me  to  fix  a  day 
to  sup  vith  me,  and  I  will  then  introduce  him  to  yon, 
and  to  the  beat  aodetj  of  Naplesl  DiaToloI  but  he  i>  a 
most  agreeable  and  witty  gentleman  I  " 

"Pny  tell  na  how  yon  came  ao  anddenly  to  be  bia 

"  My  dear  Belgioeo,  nothing  more  natoxal.  He  desirod 
a  box  at  San  Carlo;  bat  I  need  not  tell  you  that  the 
expectaticm  of  a  new  opei&  (ah,  how  auperh  it  ia,  —  that 
poor  devil,  Piaani;  who  would  have  thought  itf)  and  a 
new  singer  (what  a  face, — what  a  voicel  —  ah!)  bad 
engaged  every  comer  of  the  house.  I  beard  of  Zanoni'a 
desire  to  honor  iha  talent  of  Naples,  and,  with  my  ububI 
courtesy  to  distinguished  strangers,  t  sent  to  place  mj 
box  at  his  disposal.  He  accepta  it,  — I  wait  on  him 
between  the  acta;  he  ia  most  charming;  he  invites  me  to 
sapper.  Cospetto,  what  a  retinue  I  We  bH  late,  —  I  tell 
him  all  the  news  of  Naples  j  we  grow  boiom  friends;  he 
presses  on  me  this  diamond  before  we  part,  — it  is  a 
trifie,  he  tells  me:  the  jewellers  value  it  at  SOOO  pistolesi 
—  the  merriest  evening  I  have  passed  these  ten  years. " 

The  cavaliers  crowded  round  to  admire  the  diamond. 

"  Signer  Count  Cetoxa, "  said  one  grave-looking  sombre 
man,  who  had  crossed  himself  two  or  three  times  during 
the  Neapolitan's  narrative,  "are  yon  not  aware  of  the 
strange  reports  about  this  person ;  and  are  you  not  afntld 
to  receive  from  Wn  a  gift  which  may  cury  with  it  the 
moat  fatal  consequences  T  Do  you  not  know  that  he  ia 
aaid  to  be  a  sorcerer;  to  poaese  the  maUraohio;  to  —  ' 
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"Prithee,  a^ue  vb  your  outiqaated  aapeifltiUoiu^* 
internipted  Getoza,  amtemptuoualy.  "  They  are  oat  of 
hshioQ;  nothing  now  goes  down  but  scapticiam  and 
philosophy.  And  what,  after  all,  do  these  tumon,  when 
sifted,  amount  to!  They  have  no  origin  hat  this,^a 
silly  old  man  ot  eighty-eiz,  quite  in  his  dotage,  solemnly 
avers  that  he  saw  this  some  Zanoni  seventy  years  ago  (he 
himself  the  namtoi,  then  a  meie  boy)  at  Milan;  when 
this  vety  Zanoni,  as  you  aU  see,  ia  at  least  as  young  aa 
you  or  I,  BelgioBO. " 

"  But  that,"  said  the  grave  gentleman,  —  "  that  ia  the 
mystery.  Old  Avelli  declares  that  Zanoni  does  not  seem 
a  day  older  than  when  they  met  at  Milan.  He  says  that 
even  then  at  Milan  —  mark  this  —  where,  though  under 
another  name,  this  Zanoni  appeared  in  the  same  splendor, 
he  was  attended  also  by  the  same  mystery.  And  that  an 
old  man  there  remembered  to  have  seen  him  sixty  years 
heiore,  in  Sweden." 

"  Tnsh, "  returned  Cetoxa,  "  the  same  thing  has  been 
sud  of  the  quA(^  Gagliostro,  —  mere  fables.  I  will 
believe  them  when  I  see  tliis  diamond  turn  to  a  wisp  of 
hay.  For  the  rest, "  he  added  gravely,  "  I  consider  this 
illuHtriouB  gentleman  my  friend;  and  a  whisper  against 
his  honor  and  repute  will  in  future  he  equivalent  to  an 
a£&ont  to  myself." 

Cetoza  was  a  redoubted  swordsman,  and  excelled  in  a 
peculiarly  awkward  manoauvre,  which  he  himself  had 
added  to  the  variations  of  the  ttoeeata.  The  grave 
gentleman,  however  anxious  for  the  spiritual  weal  of  ths 
count,  had  an  eqnal  regard  for  his  own  corporeal  safety. 
He  contented  himself  with  a  look  of  compassion,  and, 
turning  through  tiie  gateway,  ascended  the  staira  to  tlu 
g-tebles. 
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"  Ha,  ha  I  *  nid  Cetoxa,  laughing,  *  oar  good  Loradano 
is  eiiTioiu  of  my  diamond.  Oentlemen,  you  anp  with  me 
tonight  I  asBnre  yon  I  never  met  a  more  delightfnl, 
aociaUe,  Qntertaiiiing  peraon,  ttkan  my  dear  friend  the 
SignoT  Zanoni. " 
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QnaUo  Ippogifo,  gnnds  e  ttnao  anftello 
Lo  porta  Tia.  ■ 

W.  Fib-.,  c  W.  xTilL 

Ahd  now,  Bccompanying  this  mysterious  Zanoni,  km  I 
compelled  to  bid  a  short  fuewell  to  Naples.  Hoont 
behind  me,  —  mount  on  my  hippogrifi^  reader;  settle 
yooraelf  at  your  eaee.  I  bought  the  pilliim  tin  other  day 
of  a  poet  who  loTes  his  comfort;  it  has  been  newly  stuffed 
for  your  special  accommodation.  So,  sc^  wo  ascend  I 
Look  as  we  ride  aloft,  —  look  I  —  never  fear,  hippc^piSi 
never  stumble ;  and  every  hippogriff  in  Italy  is  warranted 
to  cany  elderly  gentlemen,  —  look  down  on  the  glidii^ 
landscapes!  There,  near  the  ruins  of  the  Oscan's  old 
Atelta,  rises  Averso,  onoe  the  stranghold  of  the  Korman ; 
there  gleam  the  columns  of  Capua,  above  the  Vultnndan 
Stream.  Hail  to  ye,  cornfields  and  vineyards  fiunous  for 
tho  old  FaleniBD  I  Hail  to  ye,  golden  0Mng»gnve8  of 
Mota  di  Qaetal  Hail  to  ye,  sweet  shrnbe  and  wild 
flowera,  omnis  copia  narium,  that  clothe  the  mountain' 
akirte  of  the  silent  Lautuln  I  Shall  we  rest  at  the  Volscian 
Anxur,  —  the  modem  Terracina,  —  where  the  lofty  lock 
stands  like  the  giant  that  guards  the  last  borders  of  the 
aonthem  land  of  lovet  Away,  away  I  and  hold  your 
breath  as  we  flit  above  the  Pontine  Marshes.  Dreary  and 
desolate,  their  miasma  is  to  the  gardens  wa  have  passed 
what  the  rank  commonplace  of  lif  s  is  to  tlie  heart  when  it 
haa  left  love  behind.  Mournful  Campagna,  thou  openest 
'  That  hippogiiS,  great  and  matreUoai  bii4,  bean  hint  av^. 
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dD  iu  in  Bujeslae  ndnesa.  Borne,  Bereiir-hillsA  Boiml 
nccivfl  iu  as  Memory  receives  the  my-wora;  receive  m 
in  eilence,  amidrt  rains  t  Where  is  the  traveller  we 
punnet  Tnzn  the  hippc^riif  looee  to  grue:  he  loves  the 
twanthna  that  wreathes  round  yon  broken  oohunns. 
Yea,  that  is  the  aich  of  Titos,  the  coaqneror  of  Jenualem, 
— that  the  Goloeaenml  Through  one  pasaed  the  triamph 
of  Hm  deified  invader;  in  one  fell  the  hat«het«d 
Radiators.  Monnmente  of  mnidet,  how  poor  the  Qioi^hts, 
how  mean  the  memories  ye  awaken,  eomparad  with  those 
that  speak  to  the  heart  of  man  on  the  heights  of  Fhyle,  or 
by  thy  lone  mound,  gray  Uarathon  1  We  stand  amidst 
weeds  and  brambles  and  long  waving  herbage.  Where 
we  stand  reigned  Kerc^ — here  were  his  tessellated  floors; 
here, 

"U^ity  in  tlis  heaven,  a  sscond  hsaven," 

hung  tiie  vault  of  his  ivory  roob;  here,  arch  npon 
arch,  pillar  on  pillar,  glittered  to  the  world  the  golden 
palaoe  of  its  master,  —  the  Oolden  House  of  Nero.  How 
the  lizard  watches  us  with  bis  bright,  timoroas  eye  I 
We  disturb  his  reign.  Gather  that  wild  flower;  the 
Qolden  House  is  vanished,  but  the  wild  flower  may  have 
kin  to  those  which  the  stranger's  hand  scattered  over  the 
tyrant's  grave;  see,  over  this  soil,  the  grave  of  Kome, 
Votare  strews  the  wild  flowers  still  I 

In  the  midst  of  this  desolation  is  an  old  building  of 
the  middle  ages.  Here  dwells  a  singular  recluse.  In 
Uie  season  of  the  malaria  the  native  peasant  flies  the 
lank  v^etation  round;  bat  he,  a  stranger  and  a  for- 
signer,  breathes  in  safety  the  pestilential  air.  He  has 
no  friends,  no  associates,  no  compauions,  except  books 
and  instroments  of  science.  He  is  often  seen  wandering 
over  the  grass-grown  hills,  or  sauntering  through  the 
stoeets  of  the  new  ciW,  not  with  the  abeent  l»ow  and 
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incurious  a]r  of  stodsnte,  bat  with  oljaerrsnt  piwcing 
eyM  that  seem  to  dive  into  the  beuta  of  the  pasaers-hy. 
An  old  nun,  bnt  not  infinn,  —  ereot  and  statoly,  as  if  in 
tda  }Hime.  Xone  know  whether  he  be  rich  or  pnor. 
He  asks  no  charity,  and  he  givea  none,  —  ha  does  no 
evil,  and  seenu  to  confer  no  good.  He  is  a  man  who 
*[^eaT8  to  hare  no  world  beyond  himself;  hut  appear* 
ances  are  deceitful,  and  Science,  as  well  as  BeneTolenea, 
lires  in  the  [TniTerse.  This  abode,  for  the  fint  time 
since  thus  occupied,  a  visitor  enters.     It  is  Zanoni. 

Yoa  obserre  those  two  men  seated  together,  coavers- 
ing  earnestly.  Tears  long  and  many  have  flown  away 
aioce  they  met  last,  —  at  least,  bodily,  and  face  to  face. 
But  if  they  are  sages,  thought  can  meet  thought,  uid 
spirit  spirit,  though  oceans  divide  the  forms.  Death 
iteelf  divides  not  the  wise.  Thou  gififitB^-f^atp,  nhoa 
ihine  eye8jnQiateiLilTec.j^ig  fhsdo.  May  Homer  live 
witii  all  men  forever  I 

They  ocuiverse;  they  confess  to  each  other;  they 
eoqjure  up  the  past,  and  repeople  it;  but  note  how 
differently  do  such  remembrances  afi'ect  the  two.  On 
Zanoni's  face,  despite  its  habitual  calm,  the  emotions 
change  and  go.  ffe  has  acted  in  the  past  be  surveys; 
but  not  a  trace  of  tiie  humanity  that  participates  in  joy 
and  sorrow  can  be  detected  on  the  passionless  visage  nrf 
his  companion;  the  past,  to  him,  as  is  now  the  present, 
has  been  but  as  2Tatiu«  to  the  sage,  the  volume  to  the 
student,  —  a  calm  and  spiritual  life,  a  study,  a 
contemplation. 

From  the  past  they  turn  to  the  future.  Ah  I  at  the 
ctoBB  of  the  last  century,  the  future  seemed  a  thing  tan- 
gible,  —  it  was  woven  1^  in  all  men's  fears  and  hopes  of 
the  present.        ' 

At  the  verge  of  thai  hundred  years,  Man,  the  ripest 


n,s,t,..d:,i.  Google 


bora  of  Time,i  stood  as  at  the  dMthbed  of  the  OM 
World,  and  beheld  the  New  Orb,  blood-red  amidst 
cloud  and  vapor,  —  uncertain  if  a  comet  oi  a  ran. 
Behold  the  ic;  and  profound  disdain  on  the  hrow  of  the 
old  man,  — the  lof^  yet  touching  sadness  that  darkens 
the  glorious  countenance  of  Zanoni.  Is  it  that  one 
viem  with  contempt  the  struggle  and  its  issue,  and  the 
other  with  awe  or  pity  t  Wisdom  contemplating  man- 
kind leads  bnt  to  the  two  leeults,  —  oompaaaion  or  die- 
dain.  He  who  believes  in  other  worlds  can  accustom 
himself  to  look  on  this  as  the  oataraliat  on  ^e  revolu- 
tions of  an  ant-hill,  or  of  a  leaf.  What  is  the  Earth 
to  Infinity,  —  what  its  diuation  to  the  Eternal  T  Oh, 
how  much  greater  is  the  soul  of  one  man  tiun  the  vicis- 
aitudea  of  ttie  whole  globel  Child  of  heaven,  and  heir 
of  immortality,  how  from  some  star  hereafter  wilt  thou 
look  hack  on  the  ant-hill  and  its  commotions,  from 
Clovis  to  Bobespierre,  from  Noah  to  the  Final  Fire. 
Q'he  spirit  that  can  contemplate,  that  lives  only  in  the 
intellect,  can  ascend  to  its  star,  even  from  the  midst  of 
the  burial-ground  called  Earth,  and  while  the  sarcopha- 
gus called  Life  immures  in  ite  clay  tha  everlastingly 

But  thou,  Zanoni,  —  thou  hast  refused  to  live  only  in 
the  intellect;  thon  hast  not  mortified  the  heartj  thy 
pulse  still  beats  with  the  sweet  music  of  mortal  passion; 
thy  kind  is  to  thee  still  someUtiog  warmer  than  an 
abstraction,  —  thou  wouldst  look  upon  this  Be  volution 
in  its  cradle,  which  the  storms  rook;  thou  wouldst  see 
the  world  whilo  its  elements  yet  struggle  through  the 
chaos! 

Oo( 

1  "  Ab  dM  Jaliiliiuiderta  Ndge, 
Dai  letfita  Sohn  der  Zett.' 

/>r*JHMte'. 
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pTtoptenn  Ignonm*  dc  ce  faibls  liiiiTen.>  -~  Toliaikb. 

Nom  <ticau  k  tmUe  chei  nu  de  dos  coafrim  k  I'AeadAnl*. 

annd  Sdgmiit  et  homme  d'eaprit,*  —  lix  Habm. 

Onb  erening,  at  Paris,  several  months  ftfter  the  date  of 
OUT  lost  chapter,  then  was  a  reunion  of  some  of  the  most 
eminent  wite  of  the  time,  at  the  houee  of  a  peraooage  dis- 
tinguished alike  by  noble  birth  and  liberal  acoomplish' 
ments.  Nearly  all  present  were  of  the  views  that  were 
then  the  mode.  For,  as  came  afterwards  a  time  whan 
nothing  was  bo  unpopular  as  the  people,  so  that  was  the 
time  when  nothing  was  so  vulgar  as  artatocracy.  The 
airiest  fine  gentleman  and  the  haughtiest  noble  prated 
of  equally,  and  lisped  enlightenment. 

Among  the  more  remarkable  guests  were  Condoioet, 
then  in  the  prime  of  his  leputation,  the  correspondent 
of  the  kii^  of  Prosaia,  the  intimate  of  Voltaire,  the 
member  of  half  the  academies  of  Europe,  — noble  by 
birth,  polished  in  manners,  republican  in  opinions. 
There,  too,  was  the  venerable  Ualesherbes,  '  I'amour 
et  les  d^lcea  de  la  Nation."*  There  Jean  Silvain 
Bsilly,  the  acoomptiahed  scholar,  —  the  aspiring  politi- 
cian. It  was  one  of  those  petita  aoupen  for  which  the 
capital  of  all  social  pleasures  was  bo  renowned.  The 
conversation,  as  might  be  expected,  was  literary  and 

I  Ignoiant  teachen  of  this  weak  world. 

*  We  rapped  with  one  of  our  confretea  of  the  Academy, — a  great 
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i&telkehul,  enlivened  hj  gncefnl  pleaamby.  llray 
of  Uie  ladies  of  tfa&t  ancient  and  prond  noUesM  —  for  the 
nobleeae  yet  existed ,  tiiongh  its  hours  were  alieadf  nmu' 
bend  —  added  to  the  chum  of  tlie  eoeie^ ;  and  thein 
wan  the  boldeit  criticiBms,  and  often  the  most  libenl 
sentimentB. 

Vain  labor  for  me  —  Tain  labor  almoat  for  the  grave 
English  language  —  to  do  justice  to  the  sparkling  para- 
doxes that  flew  from  lip  to  lip.  The  favorite  theme  was 
the  nperiority  of  the  modems  to  the  anciente.  Con- 
doFcet  on  this  head  was  eloquent,  and  to  some,  at  least, 
trf  his  audience,  most  oonvincing.  That  Voltaire  was 
greater  than  Homer  few  there  were  disposed  to  deny. 
Keen  was  the  ridicule  lavished  on  the  dull  pedantry 
which  Guda  everything  ancient  necessarily  sublime. 

■  Tot,"  said  the  graceful  Marquis  de  -,  as  the 

champagne  danced  to  his  glass,  "  more  ridiculous  still  ia 
the  superstition  that  finds  everything  incomprehensible 
holyl  But  intelligence  circulates,  Gondorcet;  like 
water,  it  finds  its  level.  My  hairdresser  said  to  me 
this  morning, '  Though  I  am  but  a  poor  fellow,  I  believe 
as  little  as  tile  finest  gentleman  I '  " 

*  Unquestionably,  the  great  Bevolution  diava  near 
to  its  final  completion,  —  hpa*  de  giant,  as  Montes- 
qoian  said  of  bis  own  immortal  work." 

Then  there  rushed  from  all  —  wit  and  noble,  courtier 
and  republican  —  a  confused  chorus,  harmonious  only 
in  its  anticipation  of  the  brilliant  things  to  which  "  the 
great  Revolution  "  was  to  give  birth.  Here  Gondorcet 
is  more  eloquent  than  before. 

"  II  faut  abeolumeut  que  la  Superstition  et  le  Fana- 
tisme  fsBsent  place  4  la  Fhilosophie.'  Kings  persecute 
*  It  moat  ntcMMrily  bi^pta  that  ■npaistitiaii  and  ^"-''■'—t 
1^  place  to  phflosopby. 
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pBMO&B,  priesti  opinitHi.     Wltbdut  kingt,  men  ranit  be 
■■fe;  and  without  priesta,  minds  moat  be  froe," 

"Ab,"    mannored  the   nurqnia,   "and    aa   «b    eh&r 
Didont  hu  bo  w«11  sung,  ~- 


"  And  then,"  reanmed  Condorcet,  —  "  then  commeiicas 
the  A^  of  Reuool  — equality  in  instmction,  equality 
in  institutiona,  equality  in  wealth!  The  great  impedi- 
ments to  knowledge  are,  first,  the  want  of  a  common 
language;  and  next,  the  short  duration  of  existence. 
But  as  to  the  first,  when  all  men  are  brothers,  why  not 
a  universal  language  1  As  to  the  second,  the  organic 
perfectibility  of  the  vegetable  world  is  nndispated,  Is 
Kature  leaa  powerful  in  the  nobler  existence  of  thinking 
maat  The  very  destruction  of  the  two  most  active 
caueea  of  physical  deterioration  —  here,  luxurious 
wealth;  there,  abject  penury,  — must  neoeasarily  pro- 
long the  general  term  of  life.*  The  art  of  medicine 
will  then  be  honored  in  the  place  of  war,  which  is  the 
art  of  murder:  the  noblest  study  of  the  aoutest  minds 
will  he  devoted  to  the  discovery  and  arrest  of  the  causes 
of  disease.  Life,  I  grant,  cannot  he  made  eternal;  hut 
it  may  be  prolonged  almost  indefinitely.  And  «>  the 
meaner  animal  bequeaths  its  vigor  to  its  offspring,  eo 
man  shall  transmit  his  improved  organiiation,  mental 
and  physical,  to  his  sons.  Oh,  yes,  to  such  a  consum- 
mation does  our  age  approach  I  " 

The  venerable  Ualeaherbes  sighed.  Perhaps  he 
feared  the  eonsummatioa  might  not  come  in  time  for 

I  And  throttle  tbs  neck  of  ths  last  king  with  tht  string  faom  the 
bowflli  of  ths  laat  priert. 
■  8ae  Ooodoicst'i  parthnnoiu  iroik   on  the  FrogNM  cf   ths 
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Itim.    The  handsome  Marqoia  de and  th«  ladiet, 

yet  handBomer  than  he,  looked  conviction  and  delight. 

Bnt  two  men  there  were,  seated  next  to  each  other, 
who  joined  not  in  the  general  talk :  the  one  a  atranger 
newly  arrived  in  Paris,  where  hia  wealth,  his  penon, 
and  hia  accompliahmenta,  had  already  made  him 
remarked  and  courted;  the  other,  an  old  man,  some- 
where about  seventy, —  the  witty  and  virtuous,  tmve, 
and  still  light-hearted  Cazotte,  the  author  of  '  Le  Diablo 
Amoureux. " 

These  two  conversed  familiarly,  and  apart  from  the 
rest,  and  only  by  an  occasional  smile  teotified  their 
attention  to  the  general  conversation. 

"Tea,"  said  the  stranger,  —  "yea,  we  have  met 
before," 

"  I  thought  I  could  not  forget  your  countenance ;  yet 
I  task  in  vain  my  recollections  of  the  past. " 

"I  will  assist  you.  Becall  the  time  when,  led  by 
cnrioeity,  or  perhaps  the  nobler  desire  of  knowledge, 
you  sought  initiation  into  the  myaterions  order  of 
Martines  da  Pasqualis. "  ^ 

I  It  is  M  reasrded  of  Casotte.  Of  IdartiiiM  A»  Faaqaalia  Kttla  is 
known;  even  the  oonntt?  to  which  he  belonged  is  Matter  of  conjeo- 
tore.  EqiuOly  bo  the  ritee,  cenmomea,  and  natnra  of  the  cabalistic 
oidei  be  eMsblisbed.  St.  Martin  wai  a  disciple  of  tlie  ichocd,  and 
that,  at  least,  is  in  its  favor ;  for  in  s^ts  of  hii  inTidciain,  no  man 
tnora  benoflcent,  gensioiu,  paiBt  and  Tirtaou  than  St  Uaittn 
adorned  tho  last  centoiy.  AboTs  all,  no  man  more  distlsgnished 
himaolf  from  the  herd  of  sceptical  phllosophen  bj  the  gallantTr 
and  (eTTor  with  which  he  combated  materialiam,  and  vindicated 
the  aertmtj  of  (uth  amidst  a  chaos  of  nnbeliel  It  m^  also  be 
obaerred,  that  Caaotte,  whatever  else  he  learned  of  the  brother- 
hood of  Maitinea,  learned  nothing  that  diminished  the  excellence 
al  hb  life  and  the  sinceritj  of  his  religion.  At  once  gentle  snd 
famr*,  bs  nenr  ceased  to  oppose  the  excesses  of  tbe  KevolDtioD. 
To  the  Uit(  unlike  the  Iib«nls  of  his  tins,  hs  wss  a  dsToat  and 
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'Ah,  is  it  poeaiUel  Too  an  one  of  tlut  tlwaigio 
brotheriiood  I " 

'Ka;,  I  attended  their  eeiemomea  bnt  to  aee  how 
vainly  tbej  sought  to  renve  the  uioient  marrels  of 
the  cabala." 

"  Sneh  stndies  pleaw  yout  I  hare  shaken  off  the 
influence  they  onoe  had  on  my  own  imagination. " 

'  You  have  not  shaken  it  off,"  returned  the  stranger, 
gravely^  "itisoa  yon  still,  —  on  you  at  this  hoar;  it 
beats  in  yoor  heart,-  it  kindles  in  your  reason;  it  will 
speak  in  your  tongnel  " 

And  then,  with  a  yet  lower  voice,  the  stranger  oon- 
tinued  to  address  him,  to  remind  him  of  certain  oere- 
moniea  and  dootrinea,  —  to  explain  and  enforce  them  by 
references  to  the  actual  experienoe  and  history  of  bis 
listener,  whic^  Caaotte  thrilled  to  find  so  familiar  to  a 


Gradnally  the  old  man's  pleasing  and  benevolent 
oonntenanoe  grew  overcast,  and  be  tamed,  from  time 
to  time,  seuching,  curious,  nneasy  glaneea  towards  his 
companion. 

The  obanning  Docbease  de  G archly  pointed  oat 

to  the  lively  gueeta  the  abstracted  air  and  clouded  brow 
of  the  poet;  and  Gondoicet,  who  liked  no  one  else  to  be 
remarked,  when  he  himself  was  present,  said  to  Casotte, 
"  Well,  and  what  do  you  prediot  of  tba  Hevolntitm,  — 
bow,  at  least,  will  it  afleot  net " 

At  that  qaestion  Casotte  started;  his  ohaeks  grew 

rincera  Chriidaa.    Before  hb  execnUon,  lie  demanded  a  pen  and 


"  Mr  >M,  ar  ddlSHD,  «MV  V 
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pttla,luga  diDpB  stood  (mbieforahead;  hisUpemittwd; 
his  gaj  oompuiloiu  gued  on  him  in  sorpriH. 

"Speakl"  whispend  the  rtranget,  lajii^  his  hand 
gBntlf  npon  the  arm  of  the  old  vit. 

At  that  void  Cuotte'a  Eaoa  grew  locked  and  rigid,  hit 
eTSi  dwelt  vaoantl;  on  spsoe,  and  in  a  low,  hollow 
TOJM,  he  Uina  answered,'  — ■ 

"You  ask  how  it  will  aSeot  yourselrea, — jou,  ita 
iboat  teamad,  and  ita  least  selfish  i^fents.  I  will  answer: 
jon,  ICarqnis  de  Gondorcet,  will  die  in  prison,  but  not 
by  the  hand  of  the  executioner.  In  the  peaeefnl  hap- 
piness of  that  day ,  the  philoeopber  will  carry  about  witii 
him  not  the  elixir  bnt  the  poison." 

"  Hy  poor  Casotte,"  said  Condorcet,  with  his  gentle 
■mile,  *  what  have  prisons,  executioners,  and  poison 
to  do  with  an  age  of  liberty  and  brotherhood  1 " 

"  It  is  in  the  names  of  Liberty  and  Brotlierhood 
that  the  prisons  will  reek,  and  the  beadsman  bo 
gl(itt«d." 

"  Ton  ars  thinking  of  priestcraft,  not  pbilomphy, 
Gacotte,"  said  Cbam^rfort.*    "  And  what  of  me  I " 

1  T^  foDowing  piaphai^  (nM  mifamlUar,  pvtMpt,  U>  ioids  at 
mj  laadora),  with  mne  ilight  Tariationi,  aod  at  greater  length,  In 
tba  teit  <d  tha  anthori^  I  am  aboat  to  cite,  is  to  be  foand  in  La 
Uarp«'t  pcathnmoiii  worki.  The  MS.  is  (aid  to  exlit  itiU  in  La 
Harpe's  handwriting,  and  the  iloiy  is  glren  od  M.  Fatitof  ■  aatho^ 
itj.  T^  L  p.  41.  It  it  not  for  me  to  inqniie  if  thsta  be  d«nbts  tt 
Sta  (oDndattoa  on  fact.  —  Ed. 

*  Champfort,  one  of  thoea  men  of  letters  who,  though  mUIed  by 
As  lint  fair  ehow  of  the  Rerolotiou,  tefnied  to  follow  the  bsMi 
men  of  action  into  ita  honlble  exccsM*,  lired  to  ezpr«M  the  mar- 
dHMw  phDanthiopj  of  its  agvot*  bj  tbe  best  ban  mot  of  the  time. 
Be«iing  written  on  the  walk,  "  Fiatenil^  on  In  Hort,"  he  ofaMrrad 
that  the  eisitiment  ibonld  be  bnulated  thni,  "  Sou  Mai,^4ra,  m 
j*U  tttt,"' 

■  -BiiVbtalhw,arI  Ullhw" 


n,s,t,..d:,i.  Google 


"  You  will  open  jonr  own  veini  to  escape  tiie  fntor- 
nity  of  Cain.  Be  comforted;  the  Uat  drops  will  not 
follow  the  iMor.  For  yon,  venerable  Malesharbee;  for 
you,  Aimar  Nlcolal;  £or  you,  learned  Bailly,  —  I  see 
them  diesB  the  scaSbldl  And  all  the  while,  O  great 
pfailoeophera,  your  mnrderers  will  have  no  word  but 
philosophy  on  their  lipsl  " 

The  hush  was  oomplets  and  oniTenal  when  the  pupil 
of  Voltaire  — the  prince  of  the  academic  Boeptios,  hot 
La  Elarpe  —  cried  with  a  Barcastio  laugh,  "  Do  not  flatter 
me,  0  prophet,  by  exemption  from  the  fate  of  my  com- 
paaions.  Shall  I  have  no  part  to  play  in  this  drama  of 
your  fantasies." 

At  this  question,  Gazotte's  oountananoe  lost  its  unnat- 
ural expression  of  awe  and  atemneas;  the  sardoaic 
hnmoT  most  common  to  it  came  back  and  played  in  his 
brightening  eyea. 

"Yes,  La  Harpe,  the  most  wonderful  part  of  allt 
Tou  will  become  —  a  GhriatianI  " 

This  was  too  mneh  for  the  audience  that  a  moment 
before  seemed  grave  and  thoughtful,  and  they  bnrst  into 
an  immoderate  fit  of  laughter,  while  Cazotte,  as  if 
exhausted  by  his  predictions,  sank  back  in  his  chair, 
and  breathed  hard  and  heavily. 

"  Nay,"  said  Madame  de  Q ,  "  you  who  have  pre- 
dicted such  grave  things  concerning  us,  muat  prophesy 
something  also  about  yourself." 

A  convulsive  tremor  shook  the  involuntary  prophet, 
■ — it  passed,  and  left  hie  countenance  elevated  by  an 
expression  of  resignation  and  calm.  "Madame,"  said 
he,  after  a  long  pause,  "  daring  the  siege  of  Jerusalem, 
we  are  told  by  its  historian  that  a  man,  tor  seven  suc- 
cessive days,  went  round  the  ramparts,  exclaiming, 
'  Woe  to  thee,  Jemaalem,  —  woe  to  myself  I '  " 
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*W«U,  Cuotte,w«Ut" 

"  And  OD  the  Mrenth  dsy,  while  he  thu  ■poke,  e 
etone  from  the  msDhinei  of  the  Bomuu  duhed  him  into 
■tomal  " 

With  theee  ironla,  Cecotte  toee;  and  Uie  goeata,  awed 
m  spite  of  theiDMlTee,  eborUy  afteiwude  broke  np  and 
ntiied. 
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OHAPTBE  VIL 

Qni  doDC  t'm  doiiii^  1b  miarioQ  ■'annoncer  ui  penple  qtM  )k  dlvIniW 
n'Bzwte  pM  1  Qosl  BTantage  troDTea-Ca  k  peraaBdw  k  rhonime 
qa'oQB  force  kTeogle  pr^de  k  bm  dMtln^  M  fnippa  an  huud 
Is  crime  et  la  rertn  1  '  —  Kobbsfibkxb,  ZIudmt*,  Mai  7,  1 794. 

It  naa  Rome  time  before  midnight  when  the  rtnnger 
returned  home.  Hie  ftpaitmeotB  wen  sitiuted  in  one  of 
those  vast  abodes  vhich  may  be  called  an  epitome  of 
Paris  itself,  —  the  cellaie  rented  bj  mechanics,  scarcely 
removed  a  step  from  paupers,  often  by  oatcasts  and 
fagitivee  from  the  lav,  often  by  aoma  daring  writer, 
who,  after  ecattoring  amongst  the  people  doctrines  ttie 
most  Bubrersive  of  order,  or  the  most  libellous  on 
the  charsoteiB  of  priest,  minister,  and  king,  retired 
amongst  the  rate,  to  escape  the  perseoaUon  that  attends 
the  virtuous;  the  ground-floor  occupied  by  shops;  the 
entntal  by  artiste;  the  principal  atones  by  nobles;  and 
the  garrets  by  journeymen  or  grieettes. 

As  the  stranger  passed  np  the  stairs,  a  young  man  ti  a 
form  and  conutenance  singularly  unprepossessing  emoged 
from  a  door  iu  the  entretol,  and  broshed  beside  him. 
His  glance  was  furtive,  sinister,  savage,  and  yet  timor- 
ous; the  man's  face  was  of  an  ashen  palenees,  and  the 
feature*  worked  convulsively.  The  etoanget  paused, 
and  observed  him  with  thoughtful  looks,  as  he  hurried 

■  Who  then  biTMted  joa  with  the  mMon  to  annmutce  to  the 
people  that  thera  b  no  God  1  What  adrantaga  find  jon  in  pei- 
tnading  man  that  nothing  but  blind  foice  pieaidea  orw  lu« 
dcKlniea,  and  itrikea  h^hannl  both  crime  and  Tiitne  1 
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down  the  sUirs.  While  he  thus  itood,  he  heird  s 
gnan  fnmi  the  loom  which  the  young  man  had  jiut 
qaitted;  the  latter  had  pulled  to  the  dooi  with  haaty 
vehenteoce,  hot  some  fragment,  probably  of  fuel,  had 
pnvented  ita  cloaing,  and  it  hojw  stood  alightly  ^jar; 
the  abanger  poahed  it  open  and  entered.  He  paaeed  a 
email  anteroom,  meanly  fumiehed,  and  atood  in  a  bed- 
chamber of  meagre  and  lordid  diaoomfort.  Stretched  on 
the  bed,  and  writiiing  in  pain,  lay  aa  old  man ;  a  aingle 
candle  lit  the  room,  and  threw  ite  feeble  ray  over  the 
furrowed  and  death-like  face  of  the  eick  peiaon.  No  at- 
tendant waa  by ;  he  seemed  left  alone,  to  breathe  hie  last. 
"Water,"  he  moaned  feebly,  —  "water;  I  parch, — I 
bnml*  The  intrader  approached  the  bed,  bent  orer 
him,  and  took  his  hand.  *  Oh,  bleas  thee,  Jean,  bleaa 
theel "  aaid  the  snflenr;  "  haet  thon  hronght  back  the 
physician  already!  Sir,  I  am  poor,  bat  I  can  pay  yon 
well.  I  would  not  die  yet,  for  that  young  man's  sake.* 
And  he  aat  npright  in  his  bed,  and  fired  his  dim  eyM 
anxionsly  on  bis  visitor. 

"  What  are  your  symptoms,  yonr  disease  t " 
'Fire,  fiie,  fiie  in  the  heart,  the  entrails:  I  bnml  " 
*  How  long  is  it  since  yon  hare  taken  food  1 " 
'Food I  only  this  broth.     There  is  the  basin,  all  I 
liave  takeo  &ese  six  hours.     I  had  scarce  drunk  it  eie 
these  pains  began." 

The  stoanger  looked  at  the  basin ;  some  portion  of  the 
contents  was  yet  left  there. 

'  Who  administered  this  to  you  t  " 

"Whof      Jean  I      Who  else    abouldt      I   have  no 

■errant, — nonel    lam  poor,  very  poor,  air.     But  not 

you  physicians  do  not  care  for  the  poor.     /  am  rieh  I 

can  yon  coze  me  1 " 

'  Tm,  if  Heaven  permit.     Wait  bnt  a  few  momenta. " 
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The  old  nua  «u  Cut  ilnking  under  tho  npM  effoeli 
of  poiaon.  Tlifl  stranger  repurad  to  hii  own  aptrtmeatc, 
and  returned  in  >  few  momenta  with  some  piepuntion 
th&t  had  the  insUnt  result  of  sn  aiUidnte.  The  pain 
ceased,  the  blue  and  lind  color  receded  from  the  lips; 
the  old  man  fell  into  a  profound  sleep.  The  stranger 
drew  the  curtains  round  the  bed,  took  up  the  light,  and 
inspected  the  apartment  The  wolle  of  both  rooms  were 
hoDg  with  drawings  of  masterly  excellence.  A  put- 
folio  was  filled  with  sketches  of  equal  skill, —  hut  theae 
last  were  mostly  subjects  that  appalled  the  eje  and 
reTolted  the  tasto:  they  displayed  the  human  figure  in 
eveiy  rarie^  of  snfferiDg,  —  the  taek,the  wheel,  the 
gibbet;  all  that  cruelty  has  ioTentad  to  aharpea  tite 
pangs  of  deaUi  seemed  yet  more  dreadful  from  the 
passicMiate  gusto  and  earnest  force  of  the  designer. 
And  some  of  the  countenances  of  those  thus  delineated 
were  sufficiently  lemored  from  ttie  ideal  to  show  that 
they  were  portraits;  in  a  large,  bold,  irregular  hand  waa 
written  beneath  tiiese  drawings,  *  The  Future  of  the 
Aristocrats."  In  a  comer  ct  the  mom,  and  close  by  ao 
old  bnresn,  was  a  small  bundle,  orer  which,  as  if  to  hide 
it,  a  cloak  was  thrown  carelessly.  Several  aheWes 
were  filled  with  books ;  these  were  almost  entirely  the 
works  of  the  philosophers  of  the  time,  —  the  philoso- 
phers of  the  material  school,  especially  the  Encyclop^ 
distes,  whom  Robespierre  aftervards  so  singularly 
attacked  when  the  coward  deemed  it  unsafe  to  leave  his 
leign  without  a  Qod.*    A  volume  lay  on  a  table,  —  it 

1  "Cette  Mcts  (1m  E&cycloptfdiite*)  propagea  arse  baancoap  da 
lUa  ropmion  da  matfoialiima,  qui  pnJvalDt  parmi  las  gninda  et 
■anni  les  boana  Mpritt ;  on  loi  doit  eu  parde  cette  aspvce  da  pU- 
laaophle  pratique  qui,  tednisant  rEgoUme  an  ajMiiae,  i^arde  la 
■otMU  Jmmaiaa  eomne  an*  goarn  de  rasa^  Is  sncca*  oomme  la 
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WW  one  of  Yoltun,  uid  the  page  vu  opened  ftt  hia 
a^mnentatiTB  awertian  of  tho  exiatenoe  of  the  Supreme 
Being.'  The  mai^n  was  coreied  with  pencilled  notes, 
in  the  rttff  but  tremulous  hand  of  old  ags ;  all  in  attempt 
to  refnte  or  to  ridicule  the  logic  of  the  sage  of  Feratj : 
Voltaire  did  not  go  for  enough  for  the  annotatorl  The 
clock  struck  two,  when  the  sound  of  steps  was  heud 
without.  The  straugei  eilently  seated  himself  on  the 
forthei  ride  of  the  hed,  and  ita  dnpeiy  aereened  him,  as 
he  nt,  from  the  eyes  of  a  man  who  now  entered  on 
tiptoe;  it  was  the  same  person  who  had  passed  him  on 
the  stairs.  The  new-comer  took  up  the  oaodle  and 
approaehed  the  hed.  The  old  man's  face  was  turned  to 
the  pillow;  but  he  lay  so  still,  and  his  breathing  was  ao 
inaudible,  that  hia  aleep  might  well,  by  that  hasty, 
shrinking,  guilty  glance,  be  mistakan  for  the  repose  of 
death.  The  new-comer  drew  baok,  and  a  grim  smile 
paaaed  over  his  &ce:  he  replaced  the  candle  on  the 
table,  opened  the  bureau  with  a  key  which  he  took  from 
hia  pocket,  and  loaded  himself  with  several  louleana  of 
gold  that  be  found  in  the  drawers.  At  tiiis  time  tiw 
old  man  began  to  wake.  He  stirred,  he  looked  up;  he 
tamod  hie  eyes  towards  the  light  now  waning  in  its 
socket;  be  aaw  the  robber  at  his  work;  he  sat  erect  for 
an  inatant,  as  if  transfixed,  more  even  hy  aatonishment 
than  terror.     At  last  he  sprang  from  his  bed. 

rt|{l0  da  jast«  M  de  llQJnste,  la  proMM  comme  one  attain  da  goM, 
«■  de  biaoB^ce,  k   monde  comme  le  patrimouie  d«B  fripoDS 
■draitt."* — Ditcvur*  dt  RoBHPnux,  Mai  T,  ITM. 
1  "  Histoin  de  Jetmi." 

•  Tbli  net  (tlw  baTglopwUHi]  pnpapM  vtth  m^i  h^  tb  doMriw  ol 
■iWihlliM,  which  inmlli  uunf  th*  (nat  ud  tbi  wfH :  *•  om  ID  It  (uMr 
kat  klad  cf  pwMmI  phUonphr  wlilsh,  ndneliit  tgoUmn  to  k  ITMbb,  laoht 
mpia tdMyiM t umi Bt  aatwiBt;  wm—  On nlm of  rtsht  mS  wTm^  laui*/ 
HBP  aftlr  gf  Mt*  «  Ambbt:   ud  tha  worid  ■■  fli*  r*MM^  of  «l*fw 
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'  Jntt  HwTenl  do  I  dnaml  Thou  —  thou  —  Uioa, 
fot  whom  I  toiled  and  ttarved  1  —  7%oti  /  " 

The  Tobbet  started;  Uie  gold  fell  from  hia  baud,  and 
rolled  on  tbe  floor. 

"  WbatI  *  he  said,  "art  tbon  not  dead  jett  Haa  the 
poiaon  failed  t " 

"Poifon,  boyt  Ah)"  ahrieked  the  old  man,  and 
eorend  hia  face  with  his  hands;  then,  with  sudden 
netgy,  ha  Bxolaimed,  'Jean!  Jean  I  recall  that  word. 
Bob,  plunder  me  if  thou  wilt,  but  do  not  say  thou 
conldst  muidor  one  who  only  lived  for  theel  There, 
there,  take  the  gold ;  I  hoarded  it  but  for  thee.  Go ! 
go!"  and  the  old  man,  who  in  hia  paasion  had  quitted  hia 
bed,  fell  at  the  feat  of  the  foiled  assassin,  and  writhed 
on  the  ground, —  the  mental  agony  more  intolerable  than 
that  of  tbe  body,  which  he  had  ao  lately  undeigooe. 
The  Tohbei  looked  at  him  with  a  hard  disdain. 

"  What  have  I  ever  done  to  thee,  wretch  I "  cried 
the  old  man, —  "what  hut  loved  and  cherished  theet 
Then  wert  an  orphfin,—  an  outcast.  I  nurtured,  nursed, 
adopted  thee  as  my  son.  If  men  call  me  a  miser,  it  was 
but  that  none  might  despise  thee,  my  heir,  because 
Nature  haa  stunted  and  deformed  thee,  when  I  was  no 
more.  Thou  wouldst  have  had  all  whan  I  was  dead. 
Couldst  thou  not  spare  me  a  tew  months  or  days, — 
nothing  to  thy  youth ,  all  that  is  left  to  my  age  1  What 
have  I  done  to  thee  t " 

"  Thou  hast  continued  to  live,  and  thon  wohldst  make 
no  will." 

"  Mon  Dieul     Mon  Dieul  " 

"Ton  Dieul  Thy  God  I  Fool  I  Hast  thou  not 
told  me,  from  my  childhood,  that  there  is  no  God  ? 
Hast  thou  not  fed  me  on  philosophy  I  Hast  thou  not 
aaid,   'Be  virtuoiu,  be  good,  be  just,   for  the  sake  of 
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mmkind;  but  thsie  ii  no  life  after  this  life 'I  Kan- 
kind!  why  should  I  love  mankind t  Hideotu  and 
miflehapen,  mankind  jeer  at  me  as  I  pass  the  streeto. 
What  hast  ihaa  done  to  met  Thou  hast  taken  awaj 
from  me,  who  am  tke  ecaff  al  this  world,  the  hopM  of 
another !  Is  there  no  other  life  I  Well ,  then,  I  want  thj 
gtdd,  that  at  least  I  may  hasten  to  make  the  best  of  thisl* 
"  Monaterl  Cntfles  light  on  tby  ingratituda^  thy—  " 
"And  who  hears  thy  eonesl  Then  knowest  then 
is  no  Ood!    Hark  me;  I  hare  prepared  all  to  fly.     See, 

—  I  have  my  passport;  my  horses  wait  without;  relays 
are  ordered.  I  have  thy  gold."  (And  the  wretch,  as 
he  ^loke,  continued  coldly  to  load  his  person  with  the 
rouleaus).  "  And  now,  if  I  spare  thy  life,  how  shall  I 
be  sure  that  thou  wilt  not  inform  against  mine  1  "  He 
advanced  with  a  gloomy  scowl  and  a  menacing  gesture 
as  he  spoka 

The  <dd  man's  anger  changed  to  fear.  He  ooveied 
before  the  savage.     "Let  me  livel  let  ms  livel' — that 

—  that—" 
"That— what  1" 

■  X  may  pardon  theel  Tea,  thou  hast  nothing  to  feat 
ffom  me.     I  swear  it!  " 

"  Swear  I  But  by  whom  and  what,  old  man !  I  eai^ 
not  believe  thee,  if  tiiou  believest  not  in  any  GodI  Ha, 
hal  behold  tiie  result  of  thy  ^amooa." 

Another  moment  and  thoae  murderous  fingeia  would 
have  strangled  thair  prey.  But  between  the  ananinin 
and  his  victim  rose  a  form  that  seemed  almoat  to  both 
a  visitor  from  the  world  that  both  denied, —  stately  with 
majestic  strength,  glorious  with  awful  beau^. 

The  rufBan  recoiled,  looked,  trembled,  and  then 
turned  and  fled  from  the  chamber.  The  old  man  feU 
again  to  the  ground  insensible. 
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To  know  how  ft  bad  mui  will  kcc  when  in  powar,  isthm  all  t)w 
doetiiDM  he  pn«hM  when  obacnre.  — 8.  UoNTAaua. 

AntipmtUee  iIm  foRU  ft  part  of  magic  (falaelfl  ao  called.  Man 
nateiBllj  haa  the  aame  inatinct  as  the  nnimala.  which  warna 
them  inTolimtaillj  againat  the  cieatcma  that  are  hoatUs  or  fatal 
to  theii  axiateiioe.  Bat  ke  ao  often  neglecU  it,  that  it  becouiea 
dormant.  Not  io  the  tnie  cnltiTBtor  of  the  Qreat  Sdence,  etc 
—  TniimoisTua  thk  Foubth  ( ft  Koaicradan ). 

Whbh  he  ag&in  nw  the  old  man  the  next  day,  the 
Btrangai  found  him  calm,  and  Borpriait^ly  recoTered 
from  the  acane  and  eufferingB  of  the  night.  He  expressed 
hia  gntitade  to  his  preBerrer  with  teaifnl  fervor,  and 
stated  that  he  had  already  wnt  for  a  relation  who  would 
make  arrangementa  for  hia  future  safety  and  mode  of 
life.  "  For  I  have  money  yet  left, "  said  the  old  man ; 
"and  henceforth  .hare  do  motive  to  be  a  miser."  He 
proceeded  then  briefly  to  relate  the  origin  and  circum- 
atancea  of  his  connection  with  his  intended  murdeier. 

It  seems  that  in  earlier  life  he  had  quarrelled  with  his 
relations, —  from  a  difference  in  opinions  of  belief.  Reject- 
ing tU  religion  aa  a  fable,  he  yet  cultivated  feelings  that 
inclined  him  —  for  though  his  intellect  was  weak,  his 
dispooitioni  were  good  —  to  that  false  and  exaggeiated 
aenailality  which  its  dupes  so  often  mistake  for  benero- 
lenoe.  He  faad  no  children;  he  resolved  to  adopt  an 
eit/ant  du  peupt».  He  resolved  to  educate  this  boy 
aooording  to  "reason."  He  selected  an  orphan  <d  the 
lowsat  axtoaction,  whoae  defects  of  fetwoa  and  conslita- 
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tioD  00I7  yet  ttie  mem  moved  his  pitj,  and  finally 
angrasMd  hia  Affeetion.  In  this  ontcaat  he  not  onily 
loved  a  son,  he  loved  a  theory  I  He  brought  him  np 
moei  phikMophically.  Hetvetina  had  proved  to  him  that 
edttcatioa  can  do  all ;  and  before  he  iraB  eight  years  oM, 
the  little  Jean'i  &vorite  ezpresdona  were,  "  La  iumiire 
el  la  oerfu."*  The  boy  showed  talents,  especially  in 
art.  The  proteotw  flooght  for  a  master  who  was  aa  free 
fioni  "  anperatitifm  "  as  himself,  and  selected  the  painter 
David.  That  person,  as  liideoiu  ae  hie  papil,  and  whose 
dispositions  were  as  vicious  as  hia  professional  abilities 
weis  Tiiiilani»Ma^  was  certainly  as  free  from  "  supersti- 
tion "  as  the  protector  could  desiie.  It  was  reeerved 
for  Bobsspiezre  hereafter  to  make  the  sanguinary  painter 
believe  in  the  Stn  Suprim*.  The  boy  waa  early  sensi- 
ble of  his  ugliness,  which  was  almost  pretematuraL 
His  benefootor  found  It  in  vain  to  reconcile  him  to  the 
malice  of  Ifatnn  by  his  philosophical  aphorisms;  bnt 
when  he  pointed  out  to  him  that  in  tiiis  world  money, 
li^«  chari^,  covers  a  multitude  of  defects,  the  boy 
listened  eagerly  and  was  c<maoled.  To  save  money  for 
his  pmttgi, —  for  the  only  thing  in  the  world  he  loved, 
—  this  became  the  patron'a  passion.  Verily,  he  had 
met  with  his  reward. 

"Bnt  I  am  tiunkfnl  he  has  escaped,"  nid  the  old 
man,  wifdng  his  eyes.  "Had  he  1^  me  a  beggar,  I 
could  never  have  aocnaed  him." 

"  No>  for  you  are  the  author  of  hla  crimes. " 

"  How  I  I,  who  never  oessed  to  inculcate  the  beauty 
ofviitoel    Explain  yourself." 

"Alasl  if  thy  pnpil  did  not  make  this  clear  to  thee 
last  ni^t  from  his  own  lips,  an  angel  might  come  from 
heaven  to  preach  to  thee  in  vain. " 
1  U^andvlrtua, 
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Tb«  pld  nun  mond  onaMilyt  aad  wm  kbeut  to  n^f, 
irh«n  tfae  nUtive  he  lud  amt  for  ~~  and  wlio,  k  nativ» 
of  Nsncy,  ha^^ned  to  be  at  Puis  at  die  time ' —  entered 
the  cpom.  He  waas  man  soinevfaat  past  thiify,  and 
of  a  dijr,  saturnine,  meagre  coontenaaoBi  TasUeaa  eyes, 
and  comprassed  lipa.  He  listened,  mth  nan;  ejacula- 
tions  of  liorror,  to  hie  lelation's  mcital,  and  sought 
eaneatly,  but  in  vain,  to  induce  htm  to  give  informa- 
tion against  his  protigS. 

"  Tush,  tuah,  SAoA  Dumaal  "  said  tbe  old  man,  *  jou 
are  a  lawyer.  You  are  bied  to  ngaid  human  life  yriih 
contempt:  Let  any  nua  bieak  a  law,  and  yon.  shoat, 
*  Execute  himi '  " 

*II  "  dried  DumM,  lifting  up  hia  handa  and  eyes; 
"  veneiaUe  sage,  how  you  mi^udge  mel  I  lament  more 
than  any  aae  the  serari^  of  our  oode,  I  think  the 
Btate  never  should  take  away  life,  —  no,  not  even  the 
life  of  a  murdeier.  I  sgiee  witJi  that  young  statesman, 
—  Uazimillen  Robespierre,  —  that  the  executioner  Is 
the  invention  cpf  the  tytsnt.  My  rery  attsebment  to 
our  advancing  revolutuHi  is,  that  it  must  sweep  away 
tikis  legal  hatchery." 

The  lawyer  paused,  out  of  breath.  The  atrangai 
regarded  him  fixedly  and  turned  pale, 

*  You  change  conntenanca,  sir,"  said  I>umas;  "  you 
do  not  agree  with  me," 

"  Pardon  me,  I  was  at  that  moment  reixesaing  a  vagq* 
fear  which  seemed  prophetic. " 

"And  tiiat— " 

"  Was  that  we  should  meet  again,  when  your  opiniona 
on  DsaUi  and  &e  philoaophy  of  Revolutions  might  he 
different." 

"Neverl" 

"  Toa  enebaot  ow,  Gooain  BAk^"  aM  Qm  old  ■■!) 
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vko  luid  IbtoiMd  to  his  nUtion  wHh  delight.  *  Ah,  I 
Me  TOD  have  pioper  BentimeBts  of  jtutice  and  phtlan- 
thiopj.  Why  did  I  kot  seek  to  know  fou  before  T 
Yoa  admire  the  Berolatlon;  70a,  equellf  with  me, 
detest  the  buliuity  of  kings  and  the  fnnd  of  priestfl  t  " 

"Deteatl  How  oould  I  love  mankind  if  I  did 
not!" 

"  And,"  nid  the  old  man ,  heaitatinglj ,  "  you  do  not 
think,  with  titia  noble  gratleman,  that  I  erred  in  the 
precepts  I  instilied  into  that  wretebed  man  t " 

'  Emdl  Wh  Soctatee  to  blsme  if  Aloifoiadea  was 
en  adnhwer  and  a  traitort  " 

"  Yon  hear  him,  yon  bear  him  I  Bat  Soeratee  had 
also  a  Plato;  heneeforth  jaa  shaU  be  a  Plato  to  me. 
Yon  bear  himt "  ezolaimed  the  old  man,  tnmiiig  to 
tlie  atianger. 

Bat  Uu)  Utter  waa  at  tbe  thiMhold.  Who  shall 
argue  with  the  most  stubborn  of  all  bigotries,  —  the 
fanaticism  of  unbelief  t 

"  Are  you  going  I  "  exelaimed  Dumas,  "  and  before  I 
have  thanked  yoa,  blessed  you,  fat  the  life  of  this  dear 
and  venerable  man T  Oh,  if  everlcan  repay  yon,  —  if 
ever  yon  want  the  heart's  blood  of  B4n^  Dumas!  " 
Thus  volubly  deliyering  hin;iBeIf ,  he  followed  the  stran- 
ger to  the  threshold  of  the  second  chamber,  and  there, 
gently  detaining  him,  and  after  looking  over  his  shoul- 
der, to  be  sure  that  he  was  not  heard  by  tbe  owner,  he 
whispered,  *  I  ought  to  return  to  Xancy.  One  would 
not  lose  one's  time,  —  yon  don't  think,  sir,  that  that 
aconndrel  took  sway  ail  the  old  fool's  money  T  " 

"Was  it  thns  Plato  spoke  of  Socrates,  Monsieni 
Dumas  I" 

*  Ua,  ha  1  —  you  are  eanstie.  Well,  you  have  a  right 
81r,  we  shall  meet  again." 
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*  AsadtI  "  matteted  the  «tmtg«r,  And  hU  brow  dark- 
ened. Ho  hastenad  to  hie  ohamber;  ha  paaaed  tho  day 
and  Uie  night  ^one,  and  in  studies,  no  matter  of  what 
nature,  —  they  serred  to  iociaase  hia  gloom. 

What  could  ever  connect  his  fate  with  B4ii4  Dumas, 
or  the  fugitive  assaeainl  Why  did  the  buoyant  air  (rf 
Paris  seem  to  him  heavy  with  the  steams  of  blood; 
why  did  an  instinct  urge  him  to  fly  from  those  sparklii^ 
circles,  from  that  focua  of  the  world's  awakened  hopes, 
warning  him  from  return  T  —  he ,  whose  lofty  ezistenoe 
defied —  bnt  away  these  dreams  and  omenal  He  leaves 
France  behind.  Back,  0  Italy,  to  thy  m^eatie  wreeksl 
On  the  Alps  his  soul  breathes  the  free  air  onoa  more. 
Free  air  I  Alas  I  let  the  woild-healeia  exhaust  their 
chemistry ;  man  never  ehaU  be  as  free  in  the  market- 
place as  on  the  mountain.  But  we,  reader,  we  too  eecspe 
from  these  scenes  of  false  wisdom  clothing  godless  crime. 
Away,  onoe  more 

"  In  den  heitem  Segionen 
Wo  die  reinen  Formen  wohnen." 

Away,  to  the  loftier  realm  where  the  pure  dwellers  ate. 
Unpolluted  by  the  Actual,  the  Ideal  lives  only  with  Art 
and  Beauty.  Sweet  Viola,  by  the  shores  of  the  blue 
Fartbenope,  by  Yirgil's  tomb,  and  the  Cimmerian 
eavem,  we  retnm  to  thee  once  mora. 
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On  am  tdoI  dm  1  dntrf  ei  pih  TBdm  in  dto, 

Fat  Id  legk  nel  mugliiB  marino 
A  an  TWdB  miito  in  muio  nn  lanro  ■  «a  ptiMk' 

CM.  fW., «.  tL  zxU.    ' 

O  wuaiouHl  ut  thou  happy  nowt  Tbov  art  raia- 
stelled  at  thj  atately  duk.  —  thy  faithful  baiUton  haa 
its  ahan  in  (he  triumph.  It  ia  &j  naatearpieoa  whioh 
filla  thy  ear;  it  is  thy  daughter  vho  fllla  the  aoene,  — 
the  mnaie,  the  aotreM  ao  imited,  that  applaoM  to  one  ia 
applaoM  to  bath.  They  make  way  for  thee,  at  the 
orchestra,  —  they  no  longer  jeer  and  vink,  whan,  with 
a  fierce  fondness,  thou  doet  caress  thy  Familiar,  that 
plaina,  and  waila,  and  ohidea,  and  growls,  under  thy 
remoreelesa  hand.  They  onderaland  now  how  iir^olar 
is  ever  the  symmetry  of  real  genius.  The  ineqnalitiea 
in  its  waxbeo  make  the  moon  Inminons  to  man.  Gio- 
Yanni  Paiaiella,  Uaestoo  di  Capella,  if  thy  gentle  soul 
eonld  know  enTy,  thon  mTiat  sicken  to  see  thy  Elfrida 
and  thy  Pirro  laid  aside,  and  all  Kaplee  tamed  fanatio 
to  the  Siren,  at  whose  measoies  shook  qoerolouBly  thy 
gentle  headl  Bat  thon,  Paisiello,  calm  in  the  long 
prosperity  ot  fame,  knoweat  that  the  New  will  have  its 
day,  and  eomfoitest  Qiyeelf  that  the  Elfrida  and  the 
Pino  will  live  forever.     Perhaps  a  mistake,  but  it  ia 

'  As  he  did  not  wiih  that  his  charger  (ths  hippogrilf )  ihonU 
Uke  aoj  further  excondonB  Into  the  higher  regionf  for  the  present, 
be  booud  him  at  tiie  Maehora  toaginen  mjrtle  betweaa  a  Unrel 
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hf  laoh  mietakea  that  trae  genius  oonqnen  envy.  '*  To 
be  immortal,"  says  Schiller,  "  live  in  the  whole."  To 
be  auperioi  to  the  horn,  live  in  thy  BeU-esteem.  The 
audience  now  would  give  their  ears  for  those  variations 
and  flights  they  were  once  wont  to  hiea.  Nol  —  Pisani 
has  been  bjro-ihirdB  of  a  life  at  silent  work  on  his  mas- 
terpiece: there  is  nothing  he  can  &dd  to  that,  however 
he  might  hays  sought  to  improve  on  the  masterpieces  of 
others.  Is  not  this  common  1  The  least  little  critic, 
in  reviewing  some  work  of  art,  will  say,  "  pi^  this,  and 
pit?  tliat;"  ''this  should  have  been  alteiad, —  that 
omitted.*  Y«a,  wtth  his  wiry  fiddlestring  will  he  creak 
out  his  aocnned  vaiiations.  But  Let  him  sit  dawn  and 
compose  himsslf.  He  sees  no  improvemeat  in  vsna- 
tiotiBthen/  'Bvsry  man  can  oootrol  his  fiddle  when  It  is 
bis  «WD  work  with  which  its  vagaries  wonld  play  the 
detil. 

And  Vi<4a  Is  the  idol,  the  theme  of  N*pl««.  She  is 
tbe  spoiled  sultana  oi  th«  boards.  Toapoil  her  acting 
may  be  easy  enough,  —  shall  they  ^loil  her  nature  t 
Ifo,  I  think  not.  There,  at  home,  she  is  stiU  good  and 
simple;  end  there, under  the  awning  I9  the  doorway,— 
there  she  stlU'alta.divinelyinusii^.  How  often,  crook  • 
tninked  tree,  she  looks  to  thy  green  benghs;  how  oftan, 
like  thee,  In  her  dreams,  and  fancies,  doea  she  struggle 
tat  the  light, —  not  the  light  of  the  stage-iampa.  Pooh, 
childl  be  eontented  with  the  lamps,  even  witti  the  rush- 
lights. A  farthing  candle  is  more  convenient  for  house- 
hold purposes  ttiaa  the  stars. 

Weeks  passed,  and  ^le  stronger  did  not  reappear; 
months  hod  passed,  and  hie  pro[^ecy  of  sorrow  was  not 
yet  fulfilled.  One  evening  Pisani  was  taken  111.  His 
suocese  hod  brought  on  the  long-neglected  composer 
preHsing  applications  for  concerti  and  sonata,  ad^ted  to 
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hiB  mom  peeuIiKT  aoisQoa  oa  the  Tiolia.  He  had  been 
employed  for  aoroe  weeks,  day  and  nigtit,  on  a  piece  in 
wliich  he  hoped  to  excel  hinuelf.  He  took,  as  vbosI, 
one  of  tboae  seemlnglj  imprecticftUs  anbjecta  irhieh  it 
vna  his  pride  to  aabject  to  the  ex|MeBHTe  powen  of  his 
art,  —  the  tarrifale  legend  oonneeted  -with  the  tnuufonna- 
tion  of  Philomel.  The  pantoininie  of  aonnd  opened 
vith  the  gay  merriment  of  a  feast.  The  monaich  of 
Thrace  ia  at  his  banquet;  a  raddan  diseord  braja 
through  the  joyous  notea,  —  the  staring  aeema  to  screech 
with  honor.  The  king  leanw  tb»  mnidar  of  hia  son  by 
Ot»  bands  of  the  arenging  risteis.  Swift  rage  the  chords, 
thiongh  the  passions  of  fear,  of  horror,  of  foTy,  and  dia- 
may.  The  father  pursues  the  aistera.  Bark!  what 
changes  tbe  dread  —  the  disootd  —  into  that  long,  silreiy, 
monmfol  mnaict  Tbe  tranafonnation  is  completed; 
and  Fhitomet,  now  tbe  nightingale,  powa  from  the 
ntyrtle-bongh  the  foil,  liquid,  snbdaing  notea  that  are 
to  tell  erermoie  to  Uie  world  the  history  of  her  woes  and 
wrongs.  Kow,  it  was  in  tbe  midat  of  this  oomplioated 
and  difficult  attempt  that  the  health  of  the  oveftaaked 
mnsician,  excited  alike  by  post  frinmph  and  new  ambi- 
tion, suddenly  gave  way.  He  wae  taken  ill  at  night. 
The  next  morning  the  doctor  pronounoed  that  his  diseaae 
was  a  malignant  and  iofeetioua  fever.  His  wife  and 
Yiola  shared  in  their  tender  watch ;  bat  soon  that  task 
was  left  to  the  last  alone.  The  Signora  Pisani  caught 
the  infection,  and  in  a  few  honre  was  even  in  a  state 
more  alarming  than  that  of  her  huaband:  Tbe  Neapot- 
itana,  in  common  with  tbe  inhabitanta  of  all  warm 
climates,  are  apt  to  become  selfish  and  bnital  in  their 
dread  of  infections  disorders.  Qionetta  herself  pie- 
tended  to  be  ill,  to  avoid  the  siok-ohamber.  The  whole 
labor  of  love  and  sorrow  fell  od  Viola.     It  was  a  terrible 


,t,..d:,i.  Google 


S8  UHOKI. 

trial,  —  I  •«  wiUing  to  hnny  orar  dw  cktkilB.  The 
wifediftdflntt 

One  daj,  a  littlo  befon  nmiet,  PiBtiii  woks  paitiaUj' 
noovand  from  ihb  delirium  whiofa  had  preyed  upon 
him,  with  few  interralB,  ■ince  the  aeoond  day  of  the  dis- 
ease; and  DMtiiig  about  him  hia  diny  and  feehle  eyea, 
he  leeogniMd  Viola,  and  nailed.  He  falteied  her  name 
aa  he  loae  and  atretehed  hia  anna.  She  lall  upon  hia 
hreaat,  and  ataore  to  anppreaa  hei  tean. 

"Thy  mother T"  he  aaid.     "Doeaahe  aleepl  " 

"She  aleepa,  — ah,  yeel  "  and  the  tean  goahed 
forth. 

*  I  tiionght —  eh  I  I  know  not  what  I  have  thought. 
But  do  not  weep;  I  ahall  be  well  now,  — quite  well. 
She  will  come  to  me  when  ahe  wakea,  — will  ahel  " 

Viola  ooold  not  apeak ;  bat  ahe  buaied  heraeU  in  ponr- 
ii^  forth  an  anodyne,  which  ahe  had  been  directed  to 
give  the  auflerer  aa  soon  aa  the  delirium  abonld  oeaae. 
The  doctor  had  told  her,  too,  to  send  for  him  the  inaUst 
BO  important  a  change  ahonld  ocoor. 

She  went  to  the  door  and  called  to  the  woman  who, 
during  Oionetta'a  pretended  illnesa,  had  been  indooed 
to  Bupply  her  place;  but  the  hireling  anawered  not. 
She  flew  through  the  chambers  to  search  for  her  in 
Tain,  —  the  hireling  had  caoght  Gionetta'a  fears,  and 
Tanished.  What  waa  to  be  donel  The  ease  was 
urgent,  —  the  doctor  had  declared  not  a  moment  ahould 
be  lost  in  obtaining  bis  attendance;  ahe  mnat  leare  her 
father, —  she  most  go  heiaelf  1  She  crept  back  into  the 
room, — the  anodyne  seemed  already  to  hare  taken 
benign  effect;  the  patient's  eyea  were  closed,  and  he 
breathed  regnlarty,  aa  in  aleep.  She  stole  away,  threw 
her  Teil  Otct  her  face,  and  hurried  from  the  house. 

Now  the  aiwdyne  had  not  prpdooed  the  eflleet  whioh 
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it  (qipaued  to  haTe  daw;  instMd  of  healthful  deep,  it 
had  famight  on  •  kind  of  light<haadad  Bonmolenee,  in 
which  the  mind,  pntenutnnlly  reatloia,  wandoiKl 
ahont  it*  aoerutooiMl  hannta,  waking  np  iti  old  familiar 
inatineti  and  inelinatiwia.  It  waa  not  aloep,  —  it  was 
not  daliriom;  it  waa  tha  di«ani>wakefiilii«aa  which 
opium  aomstiniM  indaeaa,  when  %-nrj  narre  growa 
tnmuloiulj  alive ,  and  oraatee  a  eorreaponding  aetiri^ 
in  Uis  frame,  to  which  it  givaa  «  falae  and  hactio  rigor. 
Pisani  miaead  aomething,  —  what,  he  tcarcely  knew; 
it  waa  a  comlnnation  of  Uie  two  wante  moat  aaaential  to 
hii  mental  life,  —  tha  roioe  of  his  wife,  the  touoh  of 
kia  Familiar.  Ha  roae,  — ha  left  his  bed,  he  leianrelj 
pot  on  hia  old  dreastng-nibe,  in  which  he  had  been 
wont  to  oompoae.  H«  amiled  complacently  as  the 
aaaociaticnu  connected  with  the  garment  came  orer  his 
mamoty;  he  walked  tremnlooalj  acroM  tha  room,  and 
entered  the  email  cabinet  next  to  hii  chamber,  in  which 
hia  wife  had  been  acouatomed  more  often  to  watch  than 
deep,  when  illneaa  aeparated  her  from  hia  aide.  The 
room  waa  deeolate  and  void.  He  looked  round  wiat- 
follj,  and  mattered  to  himeelf,  and  then  proceeded 
regnlarif,  and  with  a  Boiaeleaa  step,  through  the  oham- 
ben  of  the  ailent  house ,  one  by  one. 

He  came  at  last  to  that  in  which  old  Oionetta  — 
faittifal  to  her  own  safety,  if  nothing  elae  —  nursed 
heiself,  in  ttie  lemotest  oomer  of  the  house,  from  the 
danger  of  infeotioo.  As  he  glided  in,  — wan,  emaciated, 
with  an  oneaay,  anxious,  searohing  look  in  his  haggard 
eyes,— the  old  woman  shrieked  aloud,  and  fell  at  his 
feet.  He  bent  orer  her,  passed  his  thin  hands  along 
her  avarted  faee,  ahook  hia  head,  and  said  in  a  hollow 
Toiee,— 

"I  eaanot  find  tham;  whan  are  th^yl* 
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*  Who,  deu  muter  t  Ok,  kftT«  ooropaBsion  on  yodr- 
tt\t;  the;  are  not  here.  Bleeaed  niuts)  this  is  tevri- 
ble;  he  haa  touched  me;  I  am  desdl  '* 

"  Dud  I  who  IB  dead  I     Is  any  one  dead  t  * 

"Ah I  don't  talk  bo;  you  must  know  it  wAll;  my 
poor  mistrwa,  —  she  caught  the  fever  from  yoQ;  it  is 
infeotionu  wiough  to  kill  a  whole  city;  San  Gannaro 
protect  met  My  poor  mistrew,  Bhe  is  dead,  —  bniied, 
too;  and  I,  your  iaithful  Gionetta,  woe  is  mel  Go, 
go-^  to  —  to  bed  again,  deoreat  master,  — =-gol  " 

The  poor  musician  stood  foi  one  moment  mute  and 
nnmoTihg,  then  a  alight  sbirer  ran  through  Ms  frame; 
he  turned  and  glided  back,  silent  and  spertre-Iike,  as 
he  had  entered.  He  came  into  the  room  where  he  had 
been  aceastomed  to  compose,  —  where  his  wife,  in  her 
■weet  patience,  had  so  often  sat  by  his  aide,  and  praiBsd 
and  flattered  when  the  world  had  but  jesred  and 
scorned.  In  one  comer  he  found  the  laurel-wreath  she 
had  placed  on  his  brows  that  happy  night  of  fune  and 
triumph;  and  near  it,  half  bid  by  her  mantilla,  ky  in 
its  case  the  neglected  instrument. 

Viola  WM  not  long  gone:  she  had  found  th«  pbysi- 
eian;  she  returned  with  him;  and  as  they  gained  tiie 
threehold,  they  heard  a  strain  of  music  from  within,  — 
a  strain  of  piercing,  heart-rending  anguiA.  It  was  'not 
like  some  senselesB  instrument,  meohanioU  in  its  obedi- 
ence to  a  human  hand,  —  it  was  as  some  spirit  calling, 
in  wail  and  agony  from  the  forlorn  shades,  to  the  angels 
it  beheld  afar  beyond  the  Eternal  Gulf.  They  ezafaaaged 
glanoes  of  dismay.  They  hurried  into  thehouse;  they 
hastened  into  the  room.  Pisani  turned,  and  his  look, 
foH'of  lastly  intelligence  and  steiD  command,  awed 
them  back.  The  black  mantilla,  the  faded  laurel-leat, 
lay  then  before  him      VioIa'H  hMtt  gueteed  all  at  a 
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nngle  gUnoe ;  iheipnmgtohuknMB;  iheelupad  them, 
—  ■Father,  father,  /am  left  thee  rtilll  ' 

The  wsil  oeaaad,  —  the  note  changed;  with  a  oonfnaed 
aasociation  —  half  of  the  man,  half  of  the  artist  —  the 
angaiah,  atill  a  mel6d7,  nia  ctl^'eeted  wi^i  eweeter 
BoandB  and  thoughts.  .  The  nightingale  had  escaped  the 
pursuit,  —  soft,  airy,  bird-like,  thrilled  Uie  delicious 
notes  a  moment,  and  then  died  away.  Hie  inatrument 
fell  to  the  floor,  and  ita  chords  snapped.  Ton  heard 
that  soond  ttioagh"th«  sile»e.  The  wtist  looked  «n 
Ub  kneeling  child,  and  theo  on  the  bn^en  chords. 
..."  Boiy  me  hy  her  aide,"  he  said,  in  a  rery  calm, 
low  Toiee;  "  and  that  hy  miHs.*  And  with  these  words 
his  whole  frame  beoame  rigid,  as  if  tamed  to  stone. 
The  last  change  plused  over  his  faee.  He  fell  to  the 
groond,  sodden  and  hearf.  TiM  ehoids  tken,  tbo,  — 
tlie  chorda  of  the  human  inatrumeot  wen  ""fp*^ 
aannder.  As  he  fell,  Us  robe  bmshsd  die  laorel- 
wieattt,  and  tliat  tsll  alsoi  neir  but  not  in  reach  of  the 
de«d  man's  nerraleas  hand. 

Broken  instnunent,  btokeB  lieait,  witfaeied  laniel- 
wzeath  I  —  the  setting  stn  tStrough  tiie  rine-dad  lattioa 
stMamed  od  sill  So  aniles  the  etemkl  yatnie  on  the 
wreckaof  all  tiurt  make  lifc  gloriooSl  And  net  a  sum 
that  Beta  not  sbuMwttece  on  the  silenoed  music,  —  ul 
ttie  &ded  laoiblj 
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CM  dif«M  miglior  ch'  oabaigo  e  teaOa, 
1  iBMDtoiniiocaiukBl  patto  ignndo  t  ^ 

Otr.  la.,  e.  vliL  xB. 

AiTD  thsy  buried  Hia  moaieun  and  his  batbitoa  togttthat, 
in  the  nme  coffin.  That  famooa  Steiner  —  piinuvKl 
Titan  of  the  great  Tyroleae  raoe  —  often  hwt  Qion  Bought 
to  w»le  the  heeTons,  and  Uierefoie  muft  thon,  like  (he 
meaner  children  of  men,  descend  to  the  diamal  Hadeil 
Harder  fate  for  thee  than  thy  mortal  maater.  For  (Ay 
Boul  ■leepa  irith  thee  in  the  coffin.  And  the  muiie  that 
belonga  to  hit,  separate  from  the  isatnunent,  aaoenda  on 
high,  to  be  heard  often  by  a  daughter*!  pious  ears  when 
the  heavHi  is  aerene  and  the  earth  sad.  For  there  is  a 
sense  of  hearing  that  the  rulgar  know  not.  And  the 
voices  of  the  deed  breathe  aoft  and  frequent  to  thoae  who 
oan  onite  the  memory  with  the  faith. 

And  now  Viola  is  alone  in  the  world,  —  alone  in  the 
home  where  loneliness  had  seemed  fiom  the  cradle  a 
thing  that  was  not  of  nature.  And  at  first  the  solitude 
and  the  stillness  were  insupportable.  Have  you,  ye 
mourners,  to  whom  theee  sibyl  learea,  weird  with  many 
a  dark  enigma,  shall  be  borne,  bare  you  not  felt  that 
when  the  death  of  eome  best-loved  one  has  made  the 
hearth  desolate,  —  have  yon  not  felt  as  if  the  gloom  of 
the  altered  borne  was  too  heavy  for  thought  to  bear  t  — 
you  would  leave  it,  tiiough  a  palace,  even   for  a  cabin. 
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And  7*1, —  nd  to  m;, —  irhen  jon  obaj  ths  irapulM, 
wb«n  yoa  flj  bom  the  xnlla,  when  in  ths  itiangfl  plue 
in  which  yon  andc  joai  rafage  nothing  tpaaka  to  70a  of 
tb«  loit,  hftTO  70  not  felt  agun  a  yearning  for  thst  nry 
food  to  memoT7  whidi  wtm  just  before  but  bittemeas 
and  gall  1  la  it  not  almoat  impiona  and  profane  to  aban- 
dra  that  dear  hearth  to  atrangeral  And  the  desertion 
<rf  the  home  where  your  parents  dwelt,  and  ble«Md  70a, 
npbtaida  jour  oonocience  aa  if  70a  had  sold  their  tomba. 
Beaotiftil  was  the  Etmacan  superatition  that  the  anoes- 
ton  beoome  the  honaehold  goda.  Deaf  ia  the  heart  to 
whioh  the  I«res  call  from  the  desolate  fioors  in  rain. 
At  fiiat  Viola  had,  in  her  intolerable  anguish,  gTatafolIjr 
weleomed  the  lefnge  whioh  the  house  and  bmilj  of  a 
kindlj  neighbor,  mnoh  attached  to  her  bther,  and  who 
was  one  of  &a  orehestra  that  Pisani  shall  perplex  no 
more,  had  proffered  to  the  orphan.  But  the  eompanj 
of  the  nn&miliar  in  our  grief,  the  oonsolation  of  the 
stoanger,  how  it  irritates  the  woundl  And  then,  to 
hear  elsewhere  tiu  name  of  bther,  mother,  ofaild,  —  as 
it  death  came  alone  to  you,  —  to  see  elsewhere  the  oalm 
regular!^  of  those  lives  united  in  love  and  order,  keep- 
ing account  of  bsppj  hours,  the  unbroken  timepiece  of 
home,  as  if  nowhere  else  the  wheels  were  arrested,  the 
chain  shattered,  the  handa  motionless,  the  chime  atilll 
No,  the  grave  itself  does  not  remind  us  of  onr  loas  like 
the  company  of  those  who  have  no  loss  to  monni.  Qo 
bock  to  thj  solitude,  young  orphan,  —  go  back  to  thy 
home :  the  sorrow  that  meets  thee  on  the  thieehold  can 
greet  thee,  even  in  its  sadness,  like  the  amile  upon  the 
faee  of  ttie  dead.  And  there,  from  thy  casement,  and 
there,  from  without  thy  door,  thon  seest  still  the  tree, 
•oUtaiy  as  thyself,  and  springing  from  the  clefts  of  the 
rock,  but  forcing  ita  way  to  light,  —  as,  thiou^  all 
•onow,  while  the  seasons  yet  ean  renew  liie  veidure  and 
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bloom  of  yootb,  strivas  the  inatiaot  ot  the  liTimuk  hwft'l 
Only  whao  tha  sap  is  dried  up,  only  wh«n  age  «om«  on, 
does  the  sun  shine  in  vain  tot  uua  and  for  &ie  ttee. 

Weekn  and  montha  —  numtlu  aad  and  many  —  again 
poaaed,  and  Kaplee  will  not  longer  sufier  iU  idol  to  . 
seclude  itaetf  from  homage.  The  world  ever  plooka  ua 
back  from  ourMlres  with  a  thoosand  arms.  And  again 
Viola's  Yoioe  is  heard  upon  the  stage,  whioh,  mystically 
faithful  to  life,  ii  in  nought,  more  faithful  than  this, 
that  it  is  the  appearances  that  fill  the  soeoe;  and  we 
pause  not  to  ask  of  what  realities  they  are  the  proxies. 
When  the  actor  of  Athens  moved  all  heaito  as  he  clasped 
the  burial  um,  and  bunt  into  broken  aoba;  how  few, 
there,  knew  that  it  held  the  aahes  of  his  sonl  Qold, 
as  wall  Bs  fame,  ^as  showsnd  upon  the  young  actress; 
hut  she  still  kept  to  hex  simple  mode  of  life,  to  her  lowly 
home,  to  the  one  servant  whose  faults,  selfish  as  they 
were,  Viola  was  too  inexpnienoed  to  peroeiTe.  And  it 
was  Gionatta  who  had  placed  her  when  first  bom  in 
her  fatiier's  arms  I  She  was  sunouaded  by  erery  snare, 
wooed  by  every  solicitation  that  could  beset  her 
unguarded  boanty  and  her  dangerous  calling.  But  her 
modest  virtue  passed  ouiullied  through  them  all.  It 
is  true  that  she  had  been  taught  by  lips  now  mute  the 
maiden  duties  eigoined  by  honor  and  religion.  And 
all  love  that  spoke  not  of  the  altar  only  shocked  and 
repelled  her.  But  beeideo  that,  as  grief  and  solitude 
ripened  her  heart,  and  made  her  tremble  at  times  to 
think  bow  deeply  it  could  feel,  her  vague  and  early 
visions  shaped  themselves  into  an  ideal  of  love.  And 
till  the  ideal  is  found,  how  the  shadow  that  it  throws 
before  h  ehills  us  to  the  actual  I  With  that  ideal,  ever 
and  eveit  uneonsciously,  and  with  a  oettain  awe  and 
shrinking,  came  the  shape  and  voice  of  the  warning 
•tnmger,     Kearly  two  years  had  passed  ainoe  he  had 
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kppMnd  at  Kaples.  Nothing  had  beon  heard  of  him, 
nva  th&t  his  reasel  hod  been  directed,  Bome  montha 
after  hia  departura,  to  aoil  foi  Legbora.  By  the  gosaipa 
of  Naplea,  his  exiatenoe,  anppoaed  so  extraoidinary ,  waa 
wellnigh  forgotten;  but  the  heart  of  Viota  waa  mors 
faithful.  Often  he  glided  thiongh  her  dreams,  and 
when  tbe  wind  sighed  through  that  fantastic  tree,  aaao- 
ciated  with  his  remeinbmnce,  she  started  with  a  tremor 
and  a  hluah,  as  if  she  had  heard  bim  apeak. 

But  amongat  the  train  of  her  stiitors  was  one  to  whom 
she  listened  more  gently  tliaa  to  the  rest;  partly 
because,  perhaps,  he  spoke  in  her  mother's  native 
tongue;  partly  because  in  bis  diffidence  there  was  little 
to  alarm  and  displease ;  partly  because  bis  rank,  nearer 
to  bar  own  than  that  of  tonllier  wooere,  pisreutod  hia 
admiration  from  appearing  insult;  partly  because  be 
himself,  eloquent  and  a  dreamer,  often  uttered  thoughts 
that  were  kindred  to  those  buried  deepest  in  her  mind. 
She  be^m  to  like,  perhaps  to  love  him,  but  as  a  aieter 
loTss;  a  sort  of  privileged  familiarity  sprung  up  between 
them.  If  in  the  Englishman's  breast  arose  wild  and 
nnworthy  hopes,  he  had  not  yet  expressed  tbem.  Is 
there  danger  to  thee  here,  lone  Viola,  or  is  the  danger 
greater  in  thy  unfonnd  ideal  T 

And  now,  aa  the  overture  to  some  strange  and  wisaid 
spectacle,  closes  this  opening  prelude.  Wilt  thou  hear 
more  t  Come  with  thy  faith  prepared.  I  aak  not  the 
blinded  eyes,  but  the  awakened  sense.  As  the 
enchanted  lale,  remote  from  the  homes  of  men, — 
"  Ove  alcnii  leguo 
Bado,  o  non  mai  va  dalle  noetre  ■ponds," — * 
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ia  the  spaoe  in  the  weaiy  ocean  of  aotnal  life  to  vUeh 
the  Muse  or  Sibyl  (ancient  in  yean,  but  evet  young 
in  aspect),  often  thee  no  anhallowed  sail,  — 

*'  Quinci  cUa  in  cima  a  una  montagna  aacetuie 
Duabitata,  e  d'  ombre  aecnia  e  bnma; 
E  par  incanto  a  lei  nevoee  rende 
Lb  spalle  e  i  fianchi ;  e  sensa  neve  alcana 
Gli  laacia  il  capo  rerd^giante  e  vago ; 
E  Ti  fonda  nn  palagio  ai^msso  un  lago."  * 

*  TboK,  ibe  a  monatain'a  ]ot%j  peak  aaoMids, 
Unpeopled,  abady,  sb^g'd  wittk  foroata  brown, 
Whoee  sides,  by  power  of  magic,  half-waj  down 
She  beapB  with  slippeiy  ica  and  frost  and  mow. 
Bat  sniubiDj  and  rerdant  learea  the  crown 
With  onmge-woodi  and  mjRiea,  —  apeaka,  and  lol 
Bfch  fnnn  the  boidering  lake  a  palace  riaas  alow. 
Wmur'a  T 
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On  moonlit  night,  in  the.  G«rdeiu  «t  Naples^  soma 
&ar  or  fire  gentlemen  van  eeated  under  a  tree,  drinking 
tiieii  aherbet,  and  listening,  in  the  interrale  of  convene 
tion,  to  the  mamc  which  anlireaed  that  gay  and  favorite 
resort  of  an  indolent  population.  One  of  ttiia  little 
party  waa  a  young  Englishman,  who  had  been  the  life 
of  the  whole  group,  but  who,  for  the  last  few  inomente, 
had  aimk  into  a  gloomy  and  abstracted  reTerie.  One  of 
his  eountrymen  obaerved  this  sudden  g^oom,  and,  tap- 
ping him  aa  the  back,  said,  "  What  ails  yon,  Glyndon  I 
An  you  illt  You  have  grown  quite  pale, —  you  trem- 
Ue.  Za  it  a  sudden  chillt  Yoa  had  better  go  home: 
these  Italian  nights  ate  often  dangerous  to  our  English 
otmstitntioiiB.'' 

"JSo,  Z  am  well  now;  it  was  a  passing  shudder.  I 
eaimot  account  for  it  myself." 

A  man,  apparently  of  about  thirty  years  of  age,  and 
of  a  mian  and  countenance  strikingly  superior  to  those 
Mound  him,  turned  abruptly,  and  looked  steadfastly  at 
Otrndon. 

1  CUsan  and  Spfainxea  and  pallid  OoTgou. 
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"I  think  I  tmdenrtand  what  jou  mean,"  said  he; 
"  and  perhaps, "  he  added,  with  a  grave  smile,  "  I  could 
explain  it  better  than  youraeU."  Here,  turning  to  the 
others,  be  added,  "  You  moat  oft«n  have  felt,  gentlemen, 
each  and  all  of  you,  especially  when  sitting  alon«  at 
night,  a  stnuge  and  unaccountable  sensation  of  coldness 
and  awe  creep  over  you;  your  blood  cuidlea,  and  the 
heart  stands  still;  the  limbs  shiver;  the  hair  bristles; 
you  are  afraid  to  look  up,  to  turn  youi  eyes  to  the 
darker  comers  of  the  room ;  you  have  a  horrible  fancy 
tiiat  something  uuearthly  is  at  hand ;  presently  the  whole 
spell,  if  I  may  so  call  it,  passes  away,  and  you  are  ready 
to  laugh  at  your  own  weakness.  Have  you  not  often 
felt  what  I  have  tbvs  imperfectly  described  T  —  if  so,  yon 
can  understand  what  our  young  biend  has  just  ezpeti- 
enoed,  even  amidst  the  delists  of  this  magical  scene, 
and  amidst  the  balmy  whispers  of  a  July  night. " 

"  Sir, "  Implied  Glyndon,  evidently  much  surprised, 
"you  have  defined  exactly  the  nature  of  that  shudder 
which  came  over  me.  But  how  could  my  manner  be  bo 
faithfol  an  index  to  my  impressions  I "  - 

"I  know  the  signs  of  the  visitation,"  returned  the 
stranger,  gravely ;  "  t^ey  are  not  to  be  mistaken  by  one 
ci  my  experience." 

All  the  gendemen  present  then  deoUred  that  they 
could  comprehend,  and  had  felt,  what  the  stranger  had 


"  According  to  one  of  our  natitmal  superstitions,"  said 
Uervale,  the  Englishman  who  had  fint  addressed  CUyn- 
don,  "the  moment  you  so  feel  your  hlood  creep,  and 
your  hair  stand  on  end,  some  cme  is  walking  over  the 
spot  which  shall  be  your  grave. " 

"  There  are  in  all  lands  different  enperstitions  to  aooooat 
for  H>  common  an  occurrence,"  replied   tlu   stranger: 
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"on*  Met  among  the  AiabiKDB  htAda  that  at  that  tiurtant 
God  IB  deciding  tlie  hour  either  of  joai  deatii,  or  of 
■ome  one  dear  to  70a.  The  African  Barege,  whose 
imagination  is  darkened  hj  the  hideous  rites  of  his 
gloomj  idolatry,  believes  that  the  Evil  Spirit  is  pulling 
jou  towards  him  hy  the  hair :  «o  do  the  Qrotesqne  and 
the  Terrihle  mingle  with  each  other. " 

"  It  is  evidently  a  mere  physical  accident, —  a  deiai^e- 
ment  of  the  itomach,  a  chill  of  the  blood,"  said  a  young 
Keapolitan,  with  whom  Glyndon  had  formed  a  slight 
acquaintance. 

"  Then  why  is  it  always  coupled  in  all  nations  with 
some  Bupetstitioue  presentiment  or  terror, — some  eonaec- 
tion  between  the  material  frame  and  the  supposed  world 
witiiout  us  t     For  my  part,  I  think  —  " 

"Ay,   what  do  you  think,    sirl "    asked    Glyndon, 


"  I  tiiiuk, "  contiiraed  the  stranger,  "  that  it  is  the 
repngnance  and  horror  with  which  our  more  human 
elements  reooU  from  something,  indeed,  inrisible,  but 
antipathetic  to  onr  own  nature;  and  from  a  knowledge 
of  whidi  we  are  happily  secured  by  the  imperfection  of 

"  Yon  are  a  helieTcr  in  spirits,  then  1 "  said  Mervale, 
with  on  incredulous  smile. 

**  Nay,  it  was  not  precisely  of  spirits  that  I  spoke ;  but  \ 
there  may  be  forms  of  matter  as  invisible  and  impalpa-  ' 
Ue  touaas  the  animalcules  in  the  air  we  breathe, — in   I 
the  water  that  plays  in  yonder  basin.     Such  beings  may    | 
have  passions  and  powers  like  our  own  —  as  the  animal-   | 
eube  to  which  I  have  compared  them.     The  monster 
that  lives  and  dies  in  a  drop  of  water  —  camivorotu, 
insatiable,  euhsisting  on  the  creatures  minuter  than  uim- 
aeU— is  not  less  deadly  in  his  wrath,  less  ferocious  in 
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his  nfttnra,  than  ttie  tiger  of  the  desert.  Thore  may  be 
things  around  us  that  would  be  dat^Biooa  and  hostile  to 
men,  if  Providence  had  not  placed  a  wall  between  ttiem 
and  ua,  merely  by  different  modifications  of  matter, " 

"  And  think  yon  that  wall  never  can  be  ronoved  1 " 
asked  yonog  Olyndon,  alvuptly.  "Are  Ihe  tiaditiona 
of  sorcerer  and  wizard,  usiveraal  and  inunemmal  as  they 
are,  merely  iaUes  I " 

"  Perhaps  yes,  —  perhapa  na,"  answered  the  stranger, 
indifferently.  ^  But  who,  in  an  sge  in  which  the  reason 
has  chosen  its  proper  boonds,  would  be  mad  enough  to 
break  the  partition  that  divides  him  from  the  boa  and 
the  lian,4-  to  repine  at  and  rabel  against  the  law  which 
confines  the  shark  to  the  great  deept  Enough  of  these 
idle  speculations." 

Here  &e  stranger  rose,  summoned  the  attendant,  paid 
for  hia  sherbet,  and,  bowing  slightly  to  the  company, 
soon  disappeared  among  the  trees. 

*  Who  is  that  gentlemani  "  asked  Qlyndon,  eagerly. 
The  rest  looked  at  each  other,  without  replying,  for 

some  momenta. 

*  I  never  saw  him  before,"  said  Mervale,  a(  lasL 
"Norl." 

"Nor  I. 

*  1  know  him  well,"  said  the  Neapolitan,  who  was, 
indeed,  the  Count  Cetoxa.  "  If  you  remember,  it  was 
as  my  companion  that  he  joined  you.  He  vidted 
Naples  about  two  years  ago,  and  has  recently  returned; 
he  ia  veiy  rich,  —  indeed,  enormously  so.  A  most 
agreeable  person.  I  am  sorry  to  hear  him  talk  so 
strangely  to-night;  it  serves  to  enoounge  the  Tarious 
foolish  reports  that  are  circulated  oonoerning  him." 

"  And  surely,"  said  another  Neapolitan, "  the  eimun- 
stance  that  occurred  but  the  other  day,  so  well  known  to 
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joonelf,  CBtozs,  jaotifiieB  the  rapotti  joa  pfetsnd  to 
deprecate." 

"Myealf  and  my  conntiTTnaii,''  said  Gljadon,  "mix 
80  little  In  Neapolitan  society)  that  we  lose  much  that 
appean  well  worthy  of  lively  interest.  May  I  inqoiie 
what  are  the  reports,  and  what  ia  the  ciroamatance  you 
refer  tot" 

"  Ab  to  the  reports,  gentlemen,"  said  Cetoza,  ooorte- 
onaly,  addreeaing  himself  to  the  two  Englishmen,  "  it 
may  sofBce  to  observe,  that  they  attribute  to  the  Signor 
Zanoni  certaia  qualities  which  everybody  desires  for 
himaelf,  but  damns  any  one  else  for  poeeeesing.  The 
incident  Signor  Belgioso  allndee  to,  illoetoatea  these 
qualities,  and  is,  1  moat  own,  somewhat  atartling.  You 
probably  play,  gentlemen!"  (Hen  Getozs  pauaed; 
and  aa  both  Sngliahmen  had  occasionally  staked  a  few 
Bcudi  at  the  public  gamii^taUea,  they  bowed  assent 
to  the  ooqj'eoture.)  Cetoza  continued.  "  Well,  then, 
not  many  days  since,  aud  on  the  very  day  that  Zanoni 
returned  to  Naples,  it  so  happened  that  I  had  been 
playing  pretty  high,  and  had  lost  oonsideraUy.  I  rose 
from  the  table,  resolved  no  l<mgei  to  tempt  fortune, 
when  I  suddenly  peiceiTod  Zanoni,  whose  acquaintance 
I  had  before  made  (and  who,  I  may  say,  was  under  some 
alight  obligation  to  me) ,  standing  by,  a  spectator.  Ere 
I  could  express  my  gratification  at  this  unexpected  recog- 
nition, he  laid  his  hand  on  my  arm.  *  Yon  have  lost 
much,'  said  hej  '  mora  than  you  can  afford.  For  my 
part,  I  dislike  playj  yet  I  wish  to  have  some  interest 
in  what  is  goii^  on.  Will  yon  play  this  sum  for  me  I 
the  risk  is  mine,  —  the  half  profits  yours.'  I  was 
startled,  as  you  may  suppose,  at  such  an  address;  buf 
Ztsofmi  bad  an  tjr  and  tone  with  him  it  was  impossible 
aa,  I  was  burning  to  recover  my  loeaee, 
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and  ahould  not  have  risen  had  I  had  any  money  Uft 
abont  me.  I  told  him  I  would  accept  his  offer,  provided 
we  shared  the  risk  as  well  as  profit*.  '  As  you  will,' 
said  he,  smiling;  '  we  need  hare  no  scruple,  for  you  will 
he  sure  to  win. '  I  sat  down ;  Zanoni  stood  behind  me ; 
my  luck  rose,  —  1  invariably  won.  In  fact,  I  roee  from 
the  table  a  rich  man." 

"  There  can  be  no  foul  play  at  the  public  tables,  espe- 
cially when  foul  play  would  make  against  the  banki  " 
This  question  was  put  by  Glyndon. 

"Certainly  not,"  replied  the  count.  "But  our  good 
fortune  was ,  indeed,  marvellona ,  —  so  extraordiuarf 
that  a  Sicilian  (the  Sicilians  are  all  ill-bred,  bad- 
tempered  fellows)  grew  angry  and  insolent.  *  Sir,'  said 
he,  turning  to  my  new  friend, '  you  have  no  business  to 
stand  so  neat  to  the  table.  I  do  not  understand  this ;  yon 
have  not  acted  fairly.*  Zanoni  replied,  with  great 
composure,  that  he  had  done  notiiing  against  the  ruleti, 
—  that  he  was  very  sorry  that  one  man  could  not  win 
without  another  man  losing;  and  that  he  could  not 
act  unfairly,  even  if  disposed  to  do  so.  The  Sicilian 
took  the  stranger's  mildness  for  apprehension,  and  blus- 
tered more  loudly.  In  fact,  he  rose  from  the  table, 
and  confronted  Zanoni  in  a  manner  that,  to  say  the 
least  of  it,  was  provoking  to  any  gentleman  who  has 
some  quickness  of  temper,  or  some  skill  with  &e  small- 
sword." 

"  And,"  interrupted  Belgioso,  *  the  most  singular  part 
of  the  whole  to  me  was,  that  this  Zanoni,  who  stood 
opposite  to  where  I  sat,  and  whose  face  I  distinctly  saw, 
made  no  remark,  showed  no  resentment.  He  fixed  his 
eyes  steadfastly  on  the  Sicilian;  aever  shall  I  fo^^ 
that  look!  it  is  impossible  to  describe  i4, —  it  frote  the 
blood  in  my  veins.     The  Sicilian  staggered  hack  as  if 
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•tnok.     I  nv  fain  tranbltt ;  Iw  Mnlt  oa  tlw  baoeh. 
And  then  — * 

"  Ym,  Huo,"  Kid  C«tozs,''to  m;  infinite  nrpriM, 
our  gentleman,  tiiua  diaRnned  bj  «  look  from  Zuioui, 
tamed  hie  whole  soger  npoa  tne,  the  —  but  pBtha|n  yon 
do  not  know,  gentlemen,  that  I  have  some  repnte  with 
m  J  wetpon  1 " 

*  The  beat  swoiduiMn  in  Italy,"  laid  Belgioso. 

*  Before  I  oould  gueas  why  or  wherefore,"  reaamed 
Cetoxa,  "I  found  myself  in  the  garden  behind  the 
hotue,  with  Ughelli  (that  waa  the  Sicilian 'a  name) 
facing  me,  and  fire  or  aix  gentlamea,  the  witneeaea  ut 
the  duel  about  to  take  place,  around.  Zononi  beckoned 
me  aaide.  '  This  man  will  foil,'-  said  be.  '  When  be 
ia  on  Uie  ground,  go  to  him,  and  sak  whether  he  will  be 
buried  by  the  side  of  bia  father  in  the  church  of  San 
Oennaro  t '  'Do  you  then  know  hia  family  t '  I  aaked 
with  great  surprise.  Zanoni  made  me  no  anewitr,  and 
the  next  moment  I  was  engaged  with  the  Sicilian.  To 
do  him  justice,  his  imbrogliato  wu  magnifioeDt,  and  a 
swifter  loungef  noTei  ciOsaed  a  sword;  neTerthelees, " 
added  Getoxa,  with  a  pleasing  modesty,  "  he  was  run 
tbrongh  the  body.  I  vent  up  to  him ;  he  could  scarcely 
speak.  '  Hare  you  any  request  to  make,  —  any  afTairs 
to  settle  1 '  He  shook  his  head.  '  Where  would  yoo 
wish  tio  be  interred t '  He  pointed  towaids  the  Sicilian 
coast.  'What!'  said  I,  in  surprise,  '  not  by  the  side  of 
your  father,  in  the  eburob  of  San  Oenuarot'  As  I 
spoke,  his  face  altered  terribly;  be  uttered  a  piercii^ 
^iriek,  — the  blood  gushed  from  his  mouth,  and  he  fell 
dead.  The  moat  atrange  part  of  the  atory  ia  to  come. 
We  buried  him  in  the  church  of  San  Gennaro.  In 
doing  so,  we  took  up  his  father's  coffin;  ttie  lid  came 
off  in  moving  it,  and  the  skeleton  was  visible.  In  the 
hollow  of  tiie  akull  wa  found  a  very  slender  wire  of 


,t,..d:,i.  Google 


74  ZiSQMI. 

■hup  itesl;  this  oHiMd  sotprioe  mi  iiuixdrj.  The 
fitthet,  who  was  rich  and  a  miser,  had  died  suddenly, 
and  been  buried  in  haste,  owing,  it  was  said,  to  the  heat 
of  the  weather.  Suspicion  onoe  awakened,  the  ezami- 
nation  became  minute.  The  old  man's  aerrant  was 
questioned,  and  at  last  oonfeased  that  the  son  bad  mui- 
deted  the  sin.  The  contriTaooe  was  ingenious:  the 
wire  was  so  slender  tbat  it  pieraed  to  the  brain,  and 
drew  but  one  drop  of  blood,  whioh  the  giaj  hairs  con- 
oealed.     Theaoeom|diee  will  be  exeoutad." 

*  And  Zanoni,  —  did  be  give  evidenoe,  did  he  aooouat 
for  — " 

"Ko,"  interrupted  the  eonnt:  "he  deelared  that  he 
bad  bj  accident  visited  the  church  titat  morning  j  that 
be  had  observed  the  tombelwie  of  the  Count  Ughelli; 
that  his  guide  had  told  him  the  eonat's  son  was  in 
Naples,  —  a  spendthrift  and  a  gamblw.  While  we  ware 
at  play,  he  had  heard  the  count  mentioned  by  name  at 
ttie  table;  and  when  the  challenge  was  given  and 
OGOapted,  it  had  occurred  to  him  to  name  the  plaoe  of 
burial,  hj  an  instinct  whioh  ha  either  could  not  or 
would  not  account  for." 

"  A  very  lame  story,"  said  Mervale. 

"  Yesl  but  we  Italians  are  superstitious,  —  the  alleged 
instinct  was  i^[arded  by  many  as  the  whisper  of  Frovi- 
denoe.  The  next  day  the  stranger  became  an  object  of 
nnivetaat  interest  and  ouriosity.  His  wealth,  his 
manner  of  living,  his  extraordinary  peisonal  beauty, 
have  assisted  also  to  make  him  the  rage;  besidee,  I  have 
had  pleasure  in  introducing  so  eminent  a  person  to  our 
gayest  eavoliera  and  oar  fairest  ladies." 

"  A  most  interesting  narrative,"  said  Mervale,  rising. 
*  Gome,  Glyndon ;  shall  we  seek  onr  hotel  t  It  is 
almost  daylight     Adieu,  signorl " 
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"Wbat  think  jron  of  this  itoi^l"  Mud  Gljndon,  u 
tha  young  men  walked  homeward. 

*Whj,  it  ia  Tarj  clear  that  thia  Zanoni  is  aome 
impoator, — aome  clever  rogne;  and  the  Xeapolitan 
ahaica  the  booty,  and  puffa  him  off  with  all  the  baek- 
neyed  charUtaniam  of  the  marvelloua.  An  unknown 
adTeatnrer  geta  into  aociety  by  being  made  an  olyeet  of 
awa  and  cmriority;  be  is  more  thui  ordinarily  hand- 
aome,  and  the  women  an  qnite  content  to  teceire  him 
without  any  other  reoraamendatios  than  hia  own  face 
andCetoxa'abblea." 

*  I  cannot  agree  with  yon.  Cetoxa,  though  a  gam- 
bler and  a  rake,  ia  a  nobleman  of  birth  and  high  repute 
for  oonrage  and  honor.  Besides,  this  stianger,  with  hia 
noble  pieaenea  and  lofty  air,  —  so  calm,  ao  unobtrosiTe, 
—  has  nothing  in  common  wi&  the  forward  garmlity 
of  an  impostor." 

"  My  dear  Qlyndon ,  pardon  me ;  but  yon  bare  not  yet 
aoqnired  any  knowledge  of  the  world  1  The  stranger 
makes  the  best  of  a  fine  peraon,  and  his  frond  air  is 
hot  a  triak  of  the  trade.  Bnt  to  ehange  the  subject,  — 
how  adTsncea  the  love  afFairl  " 

"Oh,  Viola  could  not  see  me  to-day." 

"  You  most  not  marry  her.  What  would  they  all  say 
at  boinel" 

"Let  ns  enjoy  the  present,"  said  Olyndon,  with 
TiTaei^;  "we  are  young,  rieh,  good-looking;  let  ns 
not  tiiink  of  to-morrow. " 

"  BrftTO,  Olyndon  1  Here  we  are  at  the  hotel.  Sleep 
soond,  and  don't  dream  of  Signor  Zanoni." 
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TttB^,  gloTine  kndsM  e  imp«xienta^ 
L'  ocearione  offeita  aTidvnsiite.' 

Otr.  La.,  e.  tL  sxIk. 

Ci>ABXiroi  GLTvnoiT  vm  a  joang  man  of  fortone,  not 
luge,  but  euj  and  independent.  His  parantB  wen 
d«sd,  and  his  neaTeat  rtlation  was  an  onlj  siater,  left  in 
England  and«r  the  care  of  bet  aunt,  and  many  yean 
younger  than  himaelf.  Barlj  in  life  he  liad  erinoed 
conBidenble  promiee  in  the  art  of  painting,  and  rather 
from  enthosiasm  than  any  pecuniary  neceaaity  for  a  pro- 
fearion,  he  determined  to  devote  himself  to  a  cueet  in 
which  the  English  artist  generally  eommenoea  with 
rapture  and  hiBtorical  oompoeition,  to  conolude  with 
avarioions  ealonlation  and  portnits  of  Alderman  Bimp- 
kina.  Qlyndon  was  aappoaed  by  bis  friends  to  poaasM 
no  inconsiderable  genios;  bnt  it  was  of  a  tash  and  pre- 
sumptuous  order.  He  was  arerse  from  continuous  and 
steady  labor,  and  his  ambition  rather  sought  to  gather 
the  fmit  than  to  plant  the  tree.  In  eomnun  with 
many  artists  in  thrir  youth,  he  was  fond  of  pleasure  and 
excitement,  yielding  with  little  forethought  to  what- 
erer  impressed  his  foncy  or  appealed  to  his  pataiona. 
He  had  travelled  through  the  more  oelebrated  aities  of 
Europe,  with  the  avowed  purpose  and  sincere  Tesoluti<» 
of  studying  the  divine  masterpieces  of  his  art.  But  in 
each,  pleasure  had  too  often  allured  him  from  ambition, 
and  living  beauty  distracted  his  worship  from  the  aeuse- 
'  Tsks,  youth,  bcU  and  ImpatieB^  the  o&ered  oocasion  mg^. 
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Ian  cuiTag.  Btave,  adventuxouB,  vain,  rastlesBj  inquis' 
itive,  ha  wu  ever  iovolved  in  wild  projeots  and  pleasant 
dangen,  —  th«  creature  of  impulse  and  the  slave  of 
inuigi  nation. 

It  was  then  the  period  when  a  feverish  spirit  of 
change  was  working  its  wa;  to  that  hideous  mockery  of 
human  aspirations,  the  Kevolution  of  France ;  and  from 
the  chaos  into  which  were,  already  jarring  the  sanctities 
of  the  World's  Yenerahle  Belief,  aroee  many  shapeless 
and  unformed  chimeras.  Keed  I  remind  the  reader 
that,  while  that  wu  the  day  for  polisbwi  scepticism  and 
affected  wisdom,  it  was  the  day  also  for  the  most  egre- 
gious dfidolity  and  the  most  mystical  superstitions,  — 
the  day  in  which  magnetism  and  magic  found  converts 
amongst  the  disciples  of  Diderot;  when  prophecies  were 
conent  in  every  mouth;  when  the  salon  of  a  philosoph- 
ical deist  was  oouverted  into  an  Heraclea,  in  which 
necromancy  ptofeased  to  coojure  up  the  shadows  of  the 
dead;  when  the  Crosier  and  the  Book  were  ridiculed, 
and  Hesmer  and  Cagliostro  were  believed.  la  that 
.  Heliacal  Bieii^,  heralding  the  new  sun  before  which 
all  Triors  were  to  vanish,  stalked  from  their  graves  in 
the  feudal  ages  oU  the  phantoms  that  had  flitted  before 
the  eyes  of  Paracelsus  and  Agrippa.  Daszled  by  the 
dawn  of  the  fievolution,  Glyadon  was  yet  more  attracted 
by  its  strange  accompaniments;  and  natural  it  was  with 
him,  as  with  others,  that  the  fancy  which  ran  riot  amidst 
the  hopes  of  a  social  Utopia,  should  grasp  with  avidity 
all  that  promised,  out  of  the  dusty  tracks  of  the  beaten 
•oienoe,  the  bold  discoveries  of  eome  marvellooa 
Elyaiom. 

,  In  his  travels  he  had  listened  with  vivid  interest,  at 
leaot,  if  not  with  implicit  belief,  to  the  wonders  told 
of  eaoh  more  renowned  Qhost-seer,  and  his  mind  was 
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thenfora  pnpand  for  the  imprearioB  wMeh  the  ntjnUri- 
oiu  Zanoni  at  first  B^ht  had  produced  upon  ft. 

There  might  be  another  oauae  for  thia  diapoaition  to 
credolity,  A  remote  ancestor  of  OlTndos'i,  on  tha 
mother's  side,  bad  achieved  no  inconsiderable  repnU- 
tioB  as  a  philosopher  and  alchemist.  Btnmge  stories 
■W6M  afloat  ooncerDing  this  wise  progenitor.  He  vaa 
eaid  to  have  lived  to  an  age  far  exceeding  the  allotted 
boundaries  of  mortal  ezistenee,  and  to  have  preserred 
to  the  last  the  appearance  of  middle  life.  He  had 
died  at  length,  it  was  supposed,  of  grief  for  the  sudden 
death  of  a  great-grandchild,  the  onl;  creature  he  had 
ever  appeared  to  love.  The  worka  of  ttiia  philoaopher, 
though  rare,  vere  extant,  and  found  in  the  library 
of  Qlyndon's  home.  Their  Platonic  mysticism,  their 
bold  assertions,  the  high  promises  that  might  be 
detected  through  their  figurative  and  typical  phraae- 
ology,  had  early  made  a  deep  impreaeion  od  the 
young  imagination  of  Clarence  Glyndon.  His  parents, 
not  olive  to  the  conaequencea  of  eneonrt^ing  fanciea 
irhioh  the  very  enlightenment  of  the  age  appeaiod  to 
them  soffictent  to  prevent  or  dispel,  were  fond,  in 
the  long  winter  nights,  of  oonversing  on  the  tradi- 
tional  history  of  this  distinguished  progenitor.  And 
Clarence  thrilled  with  a  fearful  pleasure  when  his 
mother  playfully  detected  a  striking  likeness  between 
the  features  of  the  young  heir  and  the  faded  portrait  of 
the  alchemist  that  overhung  their  mantolpiece,  and  was 
the  boast  of  their  household  and  the  admiration  of  their 
friends,  —  the  child  is,  indeed,  more  often  than  we 
think  for,  "the  father  of  the  man." 

I  have  said  that  Glyndon  wsa  fond  of  pleason. 
Facile,  aa  genius  ever  moat  be,  to  cheerful  impiearitHt, 
his  careless  artist-life,  ere  artist-life  aetUea  down  to 
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labor,  lud  wandered  from  flowor  to  flower.  He  had 
enjoyed,  almost  to  the  reaction  of  Batietf,  the  gaj 
leTelriee  of  Kaplea,  when  he  fell  in  1ot«  with  the  &ce 
and  voice  of  Tiola  Piuni.  But  his  love,  like  hii  ambi- 
tion, was  T^ne  and  desultory.  It  did  not  satisfy  his 
whole  heart  and  fil  1  up  his  whole  nature ;  not  from  want 
of  strong  and  noble  passions,  but  because  bis  mind  was 
not  yet  matured  and  settled  enot^h  for  their  develop- 
ment. ^M  there  is  one  season  for  the  blossom,  another 
for  the  fruit;  so  it  is  not  till  the  bloom  of  fancy  begins 
to  bde,  that  the  heart  ripens  to  the  passions  that  the 
bloom  precedes  and  foretells.^  Joyous  alike  at  his  lonely 
easel  or  amidst  his  boon  companions,  hs  had  not  yet 
known  enough  of  sorrow  to  love  deeply.  For  man  must 
be  disappointed  with  the  lesser  things  of  life  before  he 
can  eomprehend  the  full  value  of  the  greatest.  It  is 
th«  shallow  sensualists  of  France,  who,  in  their  lalon- 
language,  call  love  "  a  folly,  "  —  love,  better  understood, 
is  wisdom.  Besides,  the  world  was  too  much  with 
Claranee  Qlyndon.  His  ambition  of  art  was  aasooiated 
with  the  applaoM  and  estimation  of  that  miserable 
minority  of  the  surface  that  we  call  the  Public. 

Like  thoee  who  deceive,  he  was  ever  fearful  of  being 
hinuelf  ihe  dupe.  He  distrusted  the  sweet  innocenoe 
of  Yiola.  He  could  not  venture  the  hasard  of  seriously 
propofling  marriage  to  an  Italian  actreas;  but  the  modest 
dignity  of  the  girl,  and  something  good  and  generous  in 
his  own  nature,  bad  hitherto  made  him  shrink  from 
any  more  worldly  bnt  leas  honorable  designs.  Thus  the 
fffitiiUprity  between  them  seemed  rather  that  of  kindneas 
and  T^srd  than  passion.  He  attended  tbe  theatn ;  be 
stole  behind  the  scenes  to  convene  with  her;  he  filled  his 
portfolio  with  countless  sketches  of  a  beauty  that  charmed 
him  as  an  artist  as  wsll  as  lover;  and  day  after  day  ha 
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floated  on  tbrough  a  changing  wa  at  doubt  and  impo- 
lution,  of  affection  and  distrust.  The  last,  indeed, 
ooBstantly  sustained  against  his  better  reaaon  b;  the 
sober  admonitiona  of  Mervale,  a  matter-of-fact  man  t 

The  day  following  that  eve  on  which  this  section  of 
ngr  stoiy  opens,  Glyndon  wos  riding  alone  hy  the  shorea 
of  the  Neapolitan  sea,  on  the  other  side  of  the  Cavern 
of  Foailipo.  It  was  past  nooaj  the  sua  had  lost  ita 
eaxlj  fervor,  and  a  cool  breeze  sprung  up  voluptuously 
from  the  sparkling  sea.  Bending  over  a  fragment 
of  stone  near  the  roadside,  he  perceived  the  form  of  a 
men;  and  when  he  approached,  he  lecogniied  Zanani. 

The  Englishman  saluted  him  courteously,  "Have 
you  discoveied  some  antique}  "  said  he,  with  a  smile; 
"  they  are  common  as  pebbles  on  this  road." 

"No,"  replied  Zanoni;  "it  was  but  one  of  those 
antiquea  that  have  their  date,  indeed,  from  the  ban- 
ning of  the  world,  but  which  Nature  eternally  withen 
and  renews."  So  saying,  he  showed  Glyndon  a  small 
herb  with  a  pale-blue  flower,  and  then  placed  it  carefully 
in  his  bosom. 

*  You  are  an  horbaUst  t  " 

"  I  am. " 

"  It  is,  I  am  told,  a  study  full  of  inteieot." 

"  To  those  who  understand  it,  doubtless." 

"Is  the  knowledge,  tben,so  rarel  " 

"Eatet  The  deeper  knowledge  is  perhaps  rather, 
among  the  arte,  logt  to  the  modem  philosophy  of  com- 
monplace and  surface!  Do  you  imagine  there  was  no 
foundation  for  those  traditions  which  come  dimly  down 
from  remoter  agee,  —  as  shells  now  found  on  the 
mountain-tops  inform  ua  where  the  seas  have  beent 
What  wae  the  old  Golchian  magic,  but  the  minute  study 
of  Natnn  in  her  lowliest  works  t     What  the  fable  of 
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VedM,  bat  a  pioof  of  the  povan  that  maj  be  extneted 
from  the  genn  and  leaff  Th«  most  gifted  of  all  the 
PrleatcmftB,  the  myrterions  eisteihoods  of  Cnth,  ooncem- 
ing  whoae  inoantattoiui  Zieamiug  vainly  bewilders  itself 
amidst  the  maw  of  l^^ends,  sought  in  the  meanest  herbs 
what,  perhaps,  the  Babylonian  Sages  explored  in  vain 
amidst  the  loftiest  stars.  TradiUon  yet  tells  yon  that 
there  existed  a  taee  *  who  ooald  alay  their  enemies  from 
afar,  witboat  weapon,  without  movement.  The  herb 
that  ye  tread  on  may  have  deadlier  powers  than  your 
Migineers  can  give  to  their  mightiest  instruments  of  war. 
Can  yon  guess  that  to  these  Italian  shores,  to  the  old 
Circaan  Promontory,  came  the  Wise  from  the  farthest 
East,  to  search  for  plants  and  simples  which  your 
'Pharmacists  of  the  Counter  would  fling  from  them  as 
weedst  The  first  herbalists  —  the  master  chemists  of 
the  world  —  were  the  tribe  that  the  anoiont  reverence 
called  by  the  name  of  TUant.*  I  remember  once,  by 
the  HebruB,  in  the  reign  of —  But  this  tallc," 
said  Zaaoni,  checking  himself  abruptly,  and  with  a 
cold  smile,  "  aervea  only  to  waste  your  time  and  my 
own."  He  paused,  looked  steadily  at  Glyndon,  and 
continued,  "Young  man,  think  you  that  vague  curi- 
oaitf  will  supply  the  place  of  earnest  labor)  I  read 
your  heart.  You  wish  to  know  me,  and  not  this  humble 
herb:  but  pass  on;  your  desire  cannot  be  satisfied." 

"You  have  not  the  politeness  of  your  oountijmen," 
■aid  QlyndoB,  somewhat  discomposed.  "  Suppose  I 
were  destroos  to  cultivate  your  acquaintance,  why 
should  yon  reject  my  advances ! " 

"I reject  no  man's  advances,"  answered  Zaaoni;  *I 
must  know  tiiem  if  they  so  desire;  but  rm,  in  return, 

>  Fba.  Sgmp.,  L  B.  c.  7. 

■  87iiceUai,p.l4.  — "CbemirtiythelnTentioairftlMaluiti.'' 
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ibej  oftn  naver  eompiebend.     If  jon  ask  my  acquaint- 
ance, it  is  youTB;  but  I  would  wain  you  to  ahun  me." 

*  And  why  are  you,  then,  bo  dangeionsl  " 

"Ob  this  earth,  men  are  often,  without  their  own 
^enoy,  fated  to  be  dangerous  to  othara.  If  I  were  to 
predict  your  fortune  by  the  vain  calculations  of  the 
astrologer,  I  should  tell  you,  iu  their  despicable  jargon, 
that  my  planet  eat  darkly  in  your  house  of  life.  Gross 
me  not,  if  you  can  avoid  it.  I  warn  you  now  for  the 
first  time  and  last. " 

"  You  despise  the  aatrologers,  yet  you  utter  a  jargon 
OS  mysterious  as  theire.  I  neither  gamble  nor  quarrel ; 
why,  then,  should  I  fear  youl " 

'  As  you  will ;  I  have  done.* 

'  Let  me  speak  frankly,  —  your  convetaation  last 
ni^t  interested  and  perplexed  me." 

"I  know  it:  minds  like  yours  are  attneted  by 
mystery." 

Glyndon  was  piqued  at  these  words,  though  in  the 
ttme  in  which  they  wen  spoken  there  was  no  contempt. 

*  I  aee  you  do  not  oouaider  me  worthy  of  your  fricmd- 
ahip.     Be  it  ao.     Good-day  1 " 

Zanoni  coldly  replied  to  the  talutation;  and  as  (be 
Engliahman  rode  on,  returned  to  his  botanieal  emplof- 
ment. 

The  SMM  night,  Olyndon  went,  as  nanal,  to  the 
theatre.  He  was  standing  behind  the  scenea  watching 
Yiola,  who  was  on  the  stage  in  one  of  her  most  bril- 
liant parts.  The  house  resounded  with  applause. 
Olyndon  was  transported  wiUt  a  young  man's  passion 
and  a  young  man's  pride:  "This  gtotiou*  oreattue," 
thought  he,  *  may  yet  be  mine." 

He  fait,  while  thus  wrapped  in  delieions  reverie,  a 
sU^t  touch  Mfon  his  shoulder;  he  tamed,  and  beheld 
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Zuumi.     "  YoQ  are  in  danger,"  gsid  Hie  latter.     "  Do 
not  walk  home  to-night;  or  if  yon  do,  go  not  alone." 

Before  Glyndon  recoreted  from  hie  sorptiae,  Zanoni 
disappeared;  and  when  the  Englishman  saw  him  again, 
he  was  in  the  hox  of  one  of  the  Neapolitan  nobles,  where 
Glyndon  oonld  not  follow  him. 

Viola  now  left  the  stage,  and  Qlyndon  aoooeted  hei 
with  an  nnaccnatomed  warmth  of  gallantry.  But  Viola, 
oontrary  to  her  gentle  habit,  tamed  with  an  evident 
impatience  from  the  addiesa  of  her  lover.'  Taking 
aside  Qionetta,  who  was  her  eonstont  attendant  at  the 
ttieatre,  she  said,  in  an  earnest  whiaper,  — 

"Oh,  Oionettal  He  is  here  again!  —  the  steanger  of 
whom  I  spoke  to  thee  I  — and  again,  be  alone,  of  the 
whole  theatre,  withholds  from  me  his  applause. " 

"Which  is  he,  my  darling  1  "  said  the  old  woman, 
with  fcmdnees  in  her  voice.  "  He  must  indeed  be  dull, 
—  not  worth  a  thox^ht." 

The  actress  drew  Gionetta  nearer  to  the  stage,  and 
pointed  out  to  her  a  man  in  one  of  the  boxes,  oon- 
spicuona  amongst  all  else  by  the  simplicity  of  his  dress, 
and  the  extraordinary  beauty  of  hie  features, 

*  Kot  worth  a  thought,  Gionetta  I  "  repeated  Viola,  — 
"not  worth  a  thought!  Alas,  not  to  think  of  him, 
seenu  the  absenoe  of  thought  iteelf  I  " 

The  prompter  summoned  the  Signora  Pisoni.  "  I^nd 
out  his  name,  Gionetta, "  said  she,  moving  slowly  to  the 
stage,  and  passing  1^  Glyndon,  who  gased  at  her  with  a 
look  of  aonowfol  reproach. 

The  eeene  on  which  the  actress  now  entered  was  that 
4rf  the  final  catastrophe,  wherein  all  her  remarkable 
pow«m  of  Toiee  and  art  were  pre.enunently  called  forth. 
The  hooae  hnng  on  every  word  with  breathless  woiahip; 
bat  the  eyes  of  Viola  sought  only  those  of  one  oalm  and 
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niunoved  ipecUtor;  she  exerted  heraelt  aa  if  inspired. 
Zanoni  listened,  and  otiseiTed  het  with  an  aU«itiTe 
gaie,  but  no  approval  escaped  his  lipa;  no  emotion 
changed  the  expiesnon  cd  his  cold  and  half-disdainfal 
aspect.  Tiola,  who  was  in  the  character  of  one  who 
loved,  hut  without  return,  never  felt  so  acutely  the  put 
she  played.  Her  tears  were  truthful ;  her  passion  that 
of  nature:  it  was  almost  too  terrible  to  behold.  She 
was  borne  from  the  stage  exhausted  and  insensible, 
amidst  such  a  tempest  of  admiring  laptuie  as  Conti- 
neatal  audienoes  alone  can  raiee.  The  crowd  stood  up^ 
handkerchiefs  waved,  garlands  uid  flowers  were  thrown 
cm  the  stage, —  men  wiped  tlieir  eyes,  and  women 
sobbed  aloud. 

"  By  heavens  I "  said  a  Keapoliton  of  great  rank, 
'she  has  fired  me  beyond  endwance.  To-night — this 
very  night— she  shall  be  mine!  You  have  onanged 
all,  Hascarit" 

"  All,  siguor.     And  the  young  Englishman  I " 

"The  presuming  baTbohanl  As  I  before  told  tliee, 
let  him  bleed  for  his  foUy.     I  will  have  no  rivaL" 

"  But  on  Englishman  I  There  is  always  a  eeoich  after 
the  bodies  of  the  English." 

"Fool!  is  not  the  sea  deep  enough,  or  the  earth 
secret  enough,  to  hide  one  dead  mont  Our  ruffians 
ore  silent  as  the  grave  itself;  and  II  —  who  would 
dare  to  suspect,  to  arraign  the  Frinoe  di  "t  See  to 
it,— this  night.  I  trust  him  to  you.  Bobbeis  murder 
him,  you  underatand, — the  country  awarms  with  them; 
plunder  and  strip  him,  the  better  to  favor  such  report 
Take  three  men ;  the  rest  ahall  be  my  esoort. " 

Mascari  shrugged  bis  shoulders,  and  bowed  submis- 
sively. 

The  streeta  of  Najdes  were  not  then  so  n£e  as  now, 
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■ad  ouriagea  wen  both  lesa  ezponriTe  and  more  neoM 
Miy.  The  vehicle  which  was  legululy  engaged  by  the 
young  actreu  vaa  not  to  be  found.  Gionetta,  too  Bvan 
of  the  beao^  of  hei  mistreea  and  the  number  of  her 
admiieiB  to  contemplate  without  alarm  the  idea  of  their 
letom  on  foot,  ocnumunicated  her  distresa  to  Glyndon, 
end  he  beaooght  Yiolo,  who  recovered  but  alowly,  to 
acoept  bis  own  carriage.  Ferhape  before  that  night  ehe 
would  not  have  rejected  so  alight  a  eerriee.  Now,  for 
Boma  reason  or  other,  she  refused.  Glyndon,  offended, 
waa  ntiiiug  sollealy,  when  Gionatta  ito[^>ed  him. 
"  Stay,  aignor, "  aaid  abe,  cooxingly :  *  the  dear  aignon 
ia  not  well, — do  not  be  angry  with  her;  I  will  make  her 
accept  your  offer. " 

Glyndon  stayed,  and  after  a  few  momenta  apent  in 
ncpoatulation  oa  Uie  part  of  Gionetta,  and  reaiBtance  on 
that  it  Viola,  the  offer  waa  accepted.  Gionetta  and  her 
charge  entered  the  carnage,  and  Glyndon  waa  left  at  the 
door  of  the  theatre  to  tetom  home  on  foot.  The  myatfr- 
liouB  warning  of  7^"""^  tben  suddenly  occurred  to  him ', 
be  had  forgotten  it  in  the  interest  of  his  lover'a  qnanel 
with  Viola.  He  thought  it  now  advlaaUe  to  gnoid 
against  danger  foretold  by  lips  so  myaterioos.  He  looked 
round  for  aome  one  he  knew :  the  theatre  waa  di^orging 
its  crowds;  they  huatled,  and  jostled,  and  pressed  upon 
him;  but  he  recogniied  no  familiar  countenance.  Wbila 
panaing  irresolute,  he  heard  Mervale'a  voice  calling  on 
him,  and,  to  his  great  relief,  diaoovered  his  friend  makiiig 
hia  way  through  the  throng. 

"  I  have  secored  you,"  said  he,  "a  place  in  the  Coont 
Cetoxa's  carriage.   -  Come  alon^  he  is  waiting  for  ua." 

"  How  kind  in  you  I  how  did  yon  find  me  out  1" 

"I  met  Zanoni  in  the  pasBi^, —  <Tomr  friend  is  at 
iba  door  of  the  theatre,'  said  he;  'do  not  let  him  go 
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home  on  foot  bM^ght;  the  streets  of  NkplM  ue  not 
always  safe.*  I  immediately  remembered  that  soma  of 
the  Calabrian  bravoe  had  been  busy  within  the  dty  the 
last  few  waets,  and  suddenly  meetlDg  Cetoza  —  bat 
here  he  is." 

Further  explanation  was  forbidden,  for  they  now 
joined  the  count.  As  Glyndon  entered  the  carriage  and 
drew  up  the  glass,  he  saw  four  men  standing  apart  by  the 
payement,  who  seemed  to  eye  him  with  attention. 

" Coepettol "  cried  one;  "that  is  the  Engliahmanl " 
Glyndon  imperfectly  heard  the  exclamation  as  the  car- 
riage dioTe  on.     He  reached  home  in  safety. 

The  ftuniliar  and  endearing  intimacy  which  always 
exists  in  Italy  between  the  nurse  and  the  child  she  has 
reared,  and  which  the  "  Someo  and  Juliet "  of  Shake- 
speare in  no  way  ezoggeiates,  could  not  bnt  be  drawn 
yet  closer  than  usual,  in  a  situation  so  friendless  as  that 
ot  the  orphan-actress.  In  all  that  concerned  the  weak- 
nesses of  the  heart,  Oionetta  had  large  experience ;  and 
when,  three  nights  before,  Viola,  on  returning  from  the 
theatre,  had  wept  Utterly,  1^  nurse  had  succeeded  in 
extracting  from  her  a  confession  that  she  had  seen  one, 
^not  seen  for  two  weary  and  eventful  years, — but 
never  forgotten,  and  who,  alas  I  had  not  evinced  the 
sli^test  reoognition  of  herself.  Gionetta  oould  not 
comprehend  all  the  vague  and  innocent  emotioos  that 
swelled  this  sorrow ;  but  she  resolved  them  all,  with  her 
pl^,  blunt  understanding,  to  the  one  seutimeut  of  love. 
And  here,  she  was  well  fitted  to  eympathice  and  console. 
CcKifidonte  to  Viola's  entire  and  deep  heart  she  never 
could  be,' — for  tJiat  heart  never  could  have  words  for  all 
its  secrets.  But  such  confidence  as  she  could  obtain,  she 
was  ready  to  repay  by  the  most  unreproving  pity  and  th» 
most  ready  service. 
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"HflTc  joa  diaaorend  wbo  he  Itf"  uknd  Tlok,  u 
she  WIS  now  alone  in  the  auriage  with  Gionetts. 

"Tm;  he  is  tiie  oelehrated  Signor  Zuioni,  shout 
whom  sU  the  great  ladies  have  g<»ie  mad.  Thej  n; 
he  is  to  riehl  —  oh!  so  nmch  richer  than  any  of  the 
Inglsei  I — not  bat  what  the  Signor  Gljndon — " 

"Ceaael"  intermpted  the  joung  actress.  "Zanonil 
Speak  of  the  Englishmau  no  more." 

The  oarriage  was  now  entering  that  more  lonely  and 
remote  part  of  the  oitj  in  which  Viola's  bonse  was 
■itaated,  when  it  suddenly  stopped. 

Gionetta,  in  alarm,  thrust  her  head  ont  of  the  window, 
and  peroeived,  by  the  pale  light  of  the  moon,  that  the 
driver,  torn  from  his  seat,  was  already  pinioned  in  the 
arms  of  two  men;  the  next  moment  the  door  was  opened 
violently,  and  a  tall  figure,  masked  and  mantled, 
appeared. 

"Fear  not,  fairest  Pisani,"  said  he,  gently;  "no  ill 
shall  befall  yoa."  As  he  spoke,  he  wound  his  arm 
round  the  form  of  the  fair  actress,  and  endeaTored  to 
lift  hv  from  the  oarriage.  But  Gionetta  was  no 
ordinary  ally,  —  she  thmat  back  the  assailant  with  a 
foroe  that  astonished  him,  and  followed  the  shook  by  a 
Tolley  of  tiie  most  energetic  reprobation. 

Tha  mask  drew  back,  and  composed  his  disordered 
mantle. 

"By  the  body  of  Baechusl  "  said  he,  half  langbing, 
"she  is  well  protected.  Here,  Luigi,  Giorannil  seise 
tiw  hagl  —  quick!  — why  loiter  yet" 

The  mask  retired  from  the  door,  and  another  and  yet 
taller  form  presented  iteelf.  "  Be  calm,  Viola  Pisani," 
said  be,  in  a  low  Toice ;  "  with  me  you  are  indeed  safe  t  " 
He  lifted  his  mask  ss  he  spoka,  and  showed  the  noble 
features  of  Zanoni. 
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"Be  eatm,  fee  hnihed,  — I  can  mn  yon,"  Ho  vaa- 
ished,  Isaving  YioU  toet  in  Burpriw,  agiUtion,  ttnd 
deligbt.  There  were,  in  all,  nine  masks:  two  were 
engaged  with  the  driver;  one  stood  at  the  head  of  the 
carriage-horses;  a  fourth  guarded  the  well-trained 
steeds  of  the  party;  three  others  (besides  Zanoni  and 
the  one  who  had  first  accosted  Viola)  stood  apart  by  a 
carriage  drawn  to  the  aide  of  the  road.  To  these  Utrw 
Zanoni  motioned;  they  advanced;  he  pointed  towards 

the  first  mask,  who  was  in  fact  the  Prinae  di ,  and 

to  his  unspeakable  astonishment  the  prince  was  sud- 
denly seised  from  behind. 

"Treason!"  be  cried.  "Treaaon  among  my  own 
men  I    What  means  this  I  " 

"Place  Mm  in  his  carriage!  If  he  reaiat,  Mi  Uood 
be  on  his  own  head  I  "  said  Zanoni,  calmly. 

He  approached  the  men  who  had  detained  th« 
coachman, 

"Yon  are  outnumbered  and  outwitted,"  said  be; 
"join  yonr  loid;  you  are  three  men.^we  six,  armed 
to  the  teeth.  Thank  oar  meicy  that  we  spue  yonr 
lives.     Go  I  " 

The  men  gave  way ,  dismayed.    The  driver  remounted. 

"  Cut  the  traces  of  their  carriage  and  the  bridles  of 
their  horses,"  said  Zanoni,  as  he  entered  the  vehicle 
containing  Viola,  which  now  drove  on  rapidly,  leav- 
ing the  discomfited  ravisher  in  a  atate  of  rage  and 
stupor  impossible  to  describe. 

"Allow  ms  to  explain  this  mystery  to  you,"  said 
Zanoni.  *I  discovered  the  plot  against  you,  — no 
matter  how;  I  frustrated  it  tiius:  The  head  of  this 
design  is  a  nobleman,  who  has  long  pereecnted  yon  in 
vain.  He  and  two  of  his  creatures  wattdied  yon  fnnn 
the  entrance  of  the  theatre,  having  directed  six  others  to 
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Kwut  him  on  the  ipot  when  70a  were  attacked ;  myself 
and  five  of  my  aerrants  anpplied  their  place,  and  were 
niataken  for  bia  own  followers.  I  had  previously 
ridden  alone  to  the  apot  whora  the  men  were  waiting, 
and  informed  them  that  their  master  would  not  require 
their  aerricee  that  night.  They  believed  me,  and 
accordingly  dispetaed.  I  then  joined  my  own  band, 
whom  I  had  left  in  the  rearj  yon  know  all.  We  are  at 
your  door." 
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CHAPTER  m. 

WlMft  mcMt  I  witik,  than  do  mlM  a^M  bart  m«, 
For  mil  tha  day  thej  risw  thing!  nniMpactad  | 

Bnt  when  I  ileep,  in  diaun*  thej  look  on  Uiw, 
And,  darklj  bright,  ue  bright  in  dmik  directed. 

filUJUmAKS. 

ZAiroin  followed  the  young  Neapolitui  into  her  hoiue; 
OionetU  Tmniahed,  —  the;  were  left  alone. 

Alone,  in  that  room  bo  often  filled,  in  the  old  b&ppy 
daji,  with  the  wild  melodies  of  Pisani;  and  now,Bi 
ahe  aaw  thie  mysterioua,  haunting,  yet  beautiful  and 
stately  stranger,  standing  on  the  very  spot  where  she 
had  iat  at  her  father's  feet,  thrilled  and  spellbound,  — 
she  almoet  thought,  in  bei  fantastic  way  of  personifying 
her  own  airy  notions,  that  that  spiritual  Music  had 
taken  shape  and  life,  and  stood  before  her  glorious  in 
the  inu^e  it  assumed.  She  was  unconscious  all  the 
while  of  her  own  loTeliness.  She  had  thrown  aside  her 
hood  and  veil ;  her  hair,  somewhat  disordered,  fell  over 
the  ivory  neck  which  the  drees  partially  displayed ;  and 
•a  her  dark  eyes  swam  with  grateful  teais,  and  her 
cheek  flushed  with  its  late  excitement,  the  god  of  light 
and  music  himself  never,  amidst  his  Arcadian  valleys, 
wooed,  in  hia  mortal  guise,  maiden  or  nymph  more  fair. 

Zanoni  gosed  at  her  with  a  look  in  which  admiration 
•eemed  not  nnmingled  with  compassion.  He  muttered 
a  few  words  to  himself,  snd  then  addressed  her  aloud. 

"Tiola,  I  have  aaved  you  from  a  great  peril;  not 
bom  dishonor  only,  hut  perhaps  from  deatli.      The 
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FriDM  di  ,   ander  a  weak  despot  and  a  veaal 

•dmisiatntion,  is  a  man  above  the  law.  He  is  capable 
of  STwy  crime;  bat  amongst  his  paseiona  he  baa  snob 
pradenoe  aa  belongs  to  ambition;  if  yon  were  not  to 
leconeile  jonioelf  to  yonr  ehame,  yon  would  nevei  enter 
the  world  again  to  tell  your  tale.  The  raviiher  has  no 
heart  for  repentance,  bat  be  has  a  hand  that  can  mnrder. 
I  have  HiTed  yon,  Viola,  Perhaps  yon  would  ask  me 
whenfont  "  Zanoni  paused,  and  smiled  mournfully,  as 
he  added,  "  Ton  will  not  wrong  me  by  the  thought  that 
he  who  baa  preaerved  is  not  lees  selfish  than  he  who 
would  have  injured.  Orphan,  I  do  not  speak  to  you  in 
the  language  of  yoni  wooers;  enough  that  I  know  pity, 
and  am  not  nngraleful  for  afTeetion.  Wby  bluah,  why 
teemble  at  the  woidt  I  read  your  heart  while  I  speak, 
and  I  see  not  one  thought  that  should  give  you  shame. 
I  say  not  that  yon  love  me  yet;  happily,  the  ^cy  may 
be  roused  loi^  before  the  heart  is  touched.  But  it  has 
been  my  fate  to  fascinate  your  eye,  to  influence  your 
imagination.  It  is  to  warn  you  against  what  could 
bing  you  but  sorrow,  as  I  warned  you  once  to  prepare 
for  sorrow  itself,  that  I  am  now  youi  guest.  The  Eng- 
liahman,  Olyndon,  loves  thee  welt,  — better,  perbsps, 
than  I  can  ever  love;  if  not  worthy  of  thee,  yet,  be  has 
hot  to  know  thee  more  to  deaerre  thee  better.  He  may 
wed  thee,  he  may  bear  thee  to  his  own  free  and  happy 
land,  —  the  land  of  thy  mother's  kin.  Forget  roe ;  teach 
thyaelf  to  return  and  deeervs  his  love;  and  I  tell  thee 
that  thon  wilt  be  honored  and  be  happy." 

Viola  listened  with  silent,  inexpressible  emotion,  and 
burning  blushes,  to  this  strange  address,  and  when  he 
had  concluded,  she  covered  her  face  with  her  hands,  and 
wept.  And  yet,  much  as  his  words  were  calculated  to 
bumble  or  irritate,  to  produce  indignidion  or  excite 


n,s,t,..d:,i.  Google 


92  UBOKL 

■lum«,  thoM  were  not  the  tBelings  with  which  her  ejes 
Btretmed  and  her  heart  swelled.  The  womui  at  tii»i 
moment  wu  lost  in  the  child ;  and  at  a  child,  with  all 
its  exacting,  craving,  yet  innocent  desira  to  be  lored, 
weepe  in  mireboking  Mdneas  when  its  affection  is  thrown 
anaterel J  hack  upon  itself,  —  so,  without  anger  and 
without  shame,  wept  Yiola. 

Zononi  contemplated  het  thus,  as  her  graceful  head, 
shadowed  hy  its  redundant  treasea,  hent  before  him ;  and 
after  a  moment's  pause  he  drew  near  to  her,  and  said, 
in  a  voice  of  the  most  soothing  sweetness,  and  with  a 
half  smile  upon  his  lip,  — 

"  Do  70U  remember,  when  I  told  jou  to  straggle  for 
the  li^t,  that  I  pointed  for  example  to  the  resolute 
and  earnest  treet  I  did  not  tell  jou,  &ir  child,  to  take 
example  by  the  moth,  that  would  soar  to  the  star,  bat 
falls  Boorehed  beside  the  lamp.  Come,  I  will  talk  to 
thee.     This  Englishman  —  " 

Yiola  drew  herself  away,  and  wept  yet '  more 
poasionately. 

"  This  Ettgtisbman  is  of  tiiine  own  years,  not  far 
above  thine  own  rank.  Thou  mayst  share  bis  thoughts 
in  life ,  —  thou  mayst  sleep  beside  him  in  the  same  grave 
in  death!  And  I  —  but  that  view  of  the  future  should 
concern  us  not.  Look  into  thy  heart,  and  thou  wilt  see 
that  till  again  my  shadow  crossed  thy  path,  there  had 
grown  up  for  this  thine  equal  a  pure  and  calm  affection 
that  would  have  ripened  into  love.  Hast  thou  never 
pictured  to  thyself  a  home  in  which  thy  partner  was  thy 
young  wooer  I " 

"  Neverl  "  said  Viola,  with  sudden  energy,  —  "  never 
hut  to  feel  that  such  was  not  the  fiito  ordained  me. 
And,  oh  I  "  she  continued,  rising  suddenly,  and,  put- 
ting aside  the  tresses  that   veiled  her   face,  she  fixed 
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her  eyea  upon  th«  qnMtioner, — "and,  oht  vlmeToi 
thoa  art  that  thoB  wouldet  r«ad  my  aool  and  shape  my 
future,  do  not  mistake  the  Hntiment  that,  that  —  "  alw 
faltered  an  instant,  and  went  on  with  downeaet  c^ea,  — 
"  that  has  foacinatad  mj  thoughta  to  tbe&  Do  not  think 
that  I  could  Doariah  a  love  nnsooght  and  unretomed. 
It  ia  not  love  that  I  feel  for  thee,  atnmger.  Why 
ahonld  It  Thou  haat  never  spoken  to  me  bat  to 
admonish,  —  and  now,  to  woundl "  Again  ahe  pansed, 
i^in  her  voice  faltered;  the  tears  trembled  on  her  eye- 
lids; she  brushed  them  away  and  resumed.  "  No,  not 
love,  —  if  that  be  love  which  I  have  heard  and  read  of, 
and  sought  to  simulate  on  Uta  stage,  —  hut  a  mora 
solemn,  fearful,  and,  it  seems  to  me,  almost  preter- 
natural attraction,  which  makes  me  associate  thee, 
vaking  or  dreaming,  with  images  that  at  once  charm 
and  awe.  Tfainkest  tiion,  if  it  were  love,  that  T  could 
speak  to  thee  thus;  that,"  she  raised  her  looks  sud- 
denly to  his,  "  mine  eyes  oonld  thus  search  and  confront 
thine  ownT  Stranger,  I  ask  but  at  times  to  see,  to  hear 
tfaeet  Stnnger,  talk  not  to  me  of  athera.  Forewarn, 
rebuke,  bruise  my  heart,  reject  the  not  unworthy 
gratitude  it  offera  tbee,  if  tiiou  wilt,  but  come  not  always 
to  me  as  an  omen  of  grief  and  bonbte.  Sometimes  have 
I  seen  thee  in  my  dreams  surrounded  hy  shapes  of  glory 
and  light;  thy  looks  radiant  vith  a  celestial  joy  which 
they  wear  not  now.  Stranger,  thou  hast  saved  me,  and 
I  thank  and  bless  tbee!  Ia  that  also  a  homage  thon 
wonldst  rejectl"  With  these  words,  she  crossed  her 
arms  meekly  on  her  bosom,  and  inclined  lowlily  before 
him.  Nor  did  her  humility  seem  unwomanly  or  abject, 
nor  that  of  mistress  to  lover,  of  slave  to  master,  but 
rather  of  a  child  to  its  guardian ,  of  a  neophyte  of  the  old 
religion  to  her  priest.     S^tmi's  brow  was  melancholy 
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and  thongbtfnl.  He  looked  at  her  with  a  strange 
ezpreaBfon  of  kindness,  of  sorrow,  yet  of  tender  affection, 
in  his  eyes;  but  hia  lipa  wen  stem,  and  his  Toica  cold, 
as  he  replied,  — 

"  Do  yon  know  what  you  aek,  Viola  t  Do  yon  goess 
the  danger  to  yonrsolf  —  perhaps  to  both  of  us  —  which 
you  court  t  ^Do  you  know  that  my  life,  separated  from 
the  turbulent  herd  of  men,  ja  one  woiabip  of  the  Beau- 
tiful, from  which  I  seek  to  banish  what  the  Beautiful 
inspires  in  mostl  As  a  calamity,  I  shun  what  to  man 
seems  the  fairest  fate,  —  the  loTe  of  the  danghters  of 
earth^  At  present  I  can  warn  and  save  thee  from  many 
evils;  if  I  saw  more  of  thee,  would  the  power  still  be 
mine  t  Yon  nndarstand  me  not.  What  I  am  about  b> 
add,  it  will  be  easier  to  comprehend.  I  bid  thee  banish 
from  thy  heart  all  thought  of  me,  bat  as  one  whom  the 
Future  cries  aloud  to  thee  to  avoid.  Glyndon,  if  thou 
acceptest  his  homage,  will  love  thee  till  the  tomb  doses 
upon  both.  I,  too,"  he  added  with  emotion, —  *  I,  too, 
might  lore  thee!  " 

"  Toul  "  cried  Viola,  with  the  vehemence  of  a  sudden 
impulse  of  delight,  of  rapture,  which  she  could  not 
suppress;  bnt  the  instant  after,  she  would  have  given 
worlds  to  recall  the  exclamation. 

"Yea,  Viola,  I  might  love  thee;  but  in  that  love 
what  sorrow  and  what  change  1  The  flower  gives  per- 
fume to  the  rock  on  whose  heart  it  grows.  A  little 
while,  and  the  flower  is  dead;  but  the  rook  sti!) 
endures,  —  the  snow  at  its  breast,  the  sunshine  on  its 
summit.  Pause,  —  think  well.  Danger  besets  thee  yet 
For  some  days  thou  shalt  be  safe  from  thy  remorseless 
persecutor;  but  the  hour  soon  comes  when  thy  only 
security  will  be  in  flight.  If  the  Englishman  love  thee 
worthily,  thy  honor  will  be  dear  to  him  as  hia  own;  if 
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not,  then  an  yat  oth«r  tinds  when  love  will  be  truer, 
tnd  virtoe  len  in  danger  from  fraud  and  force.  Fan- 
wsll ;  my  own  destiny  I  cannot  foresee  except  throngh 
cloDd  and  ahadoir.  I  know,  at  least,  that  we  ahall  meet 
again;  hnt  learn  era  then,  sveet  flower,  that  there  are 
mon  genial  teating-placea  than  the  rock. " 

He  tamed  as  he  spoke,  and  gained  the  outer  door 
where  Oionetta  discreetly  stood.  Zanoni  lightly  laid 
his  hand  on  her  arm.  With  the  gay  accent  of  a  jesting 
cavalier,  he  said,  — 

"The  Signer  Qlyndon  woos  yoor  miatreas;  he  may 
wed  her.  I  know  your  love  for  her.  Diaabosa  her  of 
any  caprioe  for  me.     I  am  a  bird  ever  on  the  wing." 

He  dropped  a  pone  into  Qionstta's  hand  as  he  spoke, 
and  was  gone. 
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IiM  latanifeDCM  CdcstM  m  font  TOir,  at  m  wmunimiqMDt  plna 
TolOQtian,  dmna  1b  rilenca  st  duu  la  trmniinillitf  de  la  lolltade. 
On  man  done  una  petite  chambre  oa  on  cabinet  lecret,  etc.'  — 
La  Clavirtdtt  dt  BoH>\  So/omon,  chap.  3;  frtufuttu  <iiic(eiiien( 
dM  ttxte  Btbrtti  par  M.  PUrrt  Morintmtau,  Pr^ititiir  4m 
Langvti  Oriattaitt,  tt  Stetatinr  dt  la  miaiopUt  d$l  Sagt* 
CabaUtU*.     (Mannacript  Traoalatfon. ) 

The  palace  retained  hy  Zanoni  was  in  one  of  the  lew 
frequented  quarters  of  the  city.  It  still  stands,  now 
ruined  and  dismantled,  a  monument  of  the  splendor  of 
a  chintlr;  long  since  vanished  from  Naples,  with  the 
lordly  races  of  the  Norman  and  the  Spaniard. 

Ae  he  entered  tiie  rooms  reseired  for  his  private  hoors, 
two  Indians,  in  the  dress  of  their  country,  received  bim 
at  the  Uireahold  with  the  glare  salutations  of  the  East. 
They  bad  accompanied  bim  from  the  far  lands  in  which, 
accordit^;  to  rumor,  he  had  for  many  years  fixed  his  home. 
But  they  could  communicate  nothing  to  gratify  curiosity 
or  justify  suspicion.  They  spoke  no  lai^uage  but  their 
07Q.  With  the  exception  of  these  two  his  princely 
retinue  was  composed  of  the  native  hirelings  of  tbe  city, 
whom  his  laviab  but  imperious  generoeity  made  tbe 
implicit  creatures  of  his  will.  In  his  house,  and  in  bis 
habits,  so  f&i  as  they  were  seen,  there  was  nothing  to 
accovmt  for  the  rumors  which  were  circulated  abroad. 

'  He  CeleMial  InteUifcencea  exhibit  and  explain  tbemselTes  mcMt 
fieelj  in  lilence  and  the  tranqnillitj  of  aolttDde.  One  wHl  ha*« 
then  a  little  chamber,  or  a  secret  caUnet,  etc. 
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H«  wu  not,  u  m  an  told  of  Albertns  Mi^os  or  tbo 
great  Leonudo  da  Vinol,  urved  by  airy  forma;  and  no 
bmna  image,  the  invention  of  magic  mechanism, 
eommnnicated  to  him  the  inflnonees  of  ti>e  atan.  Nona 
of  the  appantua  of  the  alchemiat  —  the  emoible  and  the 
metals  —  gave  aolemnity  to  his  ohambeia,  oi  accounted 
for  his  wenlth ;  nor  did  he  even  seem  to  interest  him- 
aalf  in  thow  serener  studies  vhich  might  be  supposed 
to  color  his  peculiar  conversation  with  abstract  notions, 
and  often  with  itteondit«  learning.  No  books  spoke  to 
him  in  his  solitude;  and  if  ever  fas  had  drawn  from 
them  his  knowledge,  it  seemsd  now  that  the  only  pi^ 
he  read  was  the  wide  one  of  Nature,  and  that  a  oapa- 
cioQB  and  stoitling  memory  supplied  the  test.  Yet  was 
there  one  exoeption  to  what  in  all  else  seemed  customary 
and  oommonplaoe,  and  which,  acoording  to  the  authority 
we  have  prefixed  to  this  chapter,  might  indicate  the 
follower  of  Ae  occult  sciences.  Whether  at  Borne  or 
Naplea,  or,  in  fact,  wherever  his  abode,  he  selected  one 
room  remote  from  the  rest  of  the  house,  whic^  was 
fastened  by  a  lock  scaroely  larger  than  the  seal  of  a 
ring,  yet  which  sufGcad  to  baffle  the  moat  ounning 
instmmente  of  the  locksmith:  at  least,  one  of  hia  ser- 
vanta,  prompted  by  irresistible  curiosity,  had  made  the 
attempt  in  vain ;  and  though  he  had  fancied  it  was  tried 
in  the  most  favorable  time  for  secrecy,  ■—  not  a  soul 
near,  In  the  dead  of  night,  Zanoni  himself  sbeent  from 
home,  —  yet  his  superstition,  or  his  conscience,  told  him 
the  reason  why  the  next  day  the  Mi^or  Domo  quietly 
dismissed  him.  He  compensated  himself  for  this  mis- 
fortune by  spreading  his  own  alory,  vrith  a  thousand 
ntnnaing  exaggerations.  He  declared  that,  as  he 
ap^tMcbed  the  door,  invisible  hands  seemed  to  pluck 
him  away ;  and  that  when  he  touched  the  look,  he  was 
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•tniok,  u  I9  K  pal^,  to  the  ground.  One  niigeon,  wbo 
heard  Qie  tftle,  obserred,  to  the  dietaato  of  ttie  ironder- 
mongen,  that  posaibl;  Ztnoni  made  a  dexterous  um  of 
electricity.  Howbeit,  this  room,  onoe  k  aecund,  was 
never  entered  eaTB  by  Zanoni  himaelf. 

The  eolemn  voice  of  Time,  from  the  neighboring 
church  at  last  aroused  &e  lord  of  the  palace  from  the 
deep  and  motionless  reTerie,  rather  reaembliug  a  trance 
than  thought,  in  which  his  mind  was  abaorbed. 

"  It  is  one  more  sand  oat  of  the  mighty  hourglass," 
wid  he,  murmnringlj, "  and  jet  time  neither  adds  to, 
aor  steab  bom,  an  atom  in  the  Infinite  I  Soul  of 
mine,  the  lominoos,  &e  Augoeides,^  why  descendest 
thoa  from  thy  sphere,  —  why  from  the  eternal,  starlibe, 
and  paasionless  Serene,  shrinkest  thou  baok  to  the  mists 
of  the  dark  nroophaguet  How  long,  too  austerely 
taught  that  companionship  with  the  thii^  that  die 
brings  with  it  but  sorrow  in  its  sweetness,  hast  thon 
dwelt  contented  with  thy  majestic  solitude  t  " 

As  he  thus  murmured,  one  of  tiie  earliest  birds  that 
■alute  the  dawn  broke  into  sudden  song  from  amidst 
the  orange-trees  in  the  garden  below  his  easement; 
and  as  suddenly,  aong  answered  song;  the  mate,  awak- 
ened at  the  note,  gave  back  its  happy  answer  to  tiie 
bird.      He  listened;    and  not  the  soul  he  had  qoes- 

'  AvyHdiTi,  — a  word  farored  bj  the  mystieal  nstonlBta,  r^tufa 
^*Xqi  B<7«4>i|i,  im  larr*  nriinrrai  01  n,  forri  ««■  rvrrptxn 
HifT*  rvnivn,  aXAa  fwri  Ikm/atifrai,  ^rfr  oXiffiwr  6pf  nir  wmrtur, 
ni  TV*  *'  "Tf.  —  Haxo.  Axt,,  lib.  S.  —  The  wuue  of  which  bean- 
tUnl  Nntenoe  of  the  old  pbilosopbr,  which,  ■■  Bayls  wall  obserraa, 
ia  hl«  artiola  on  Comalla*  Agtippa,  the  moden  Qnietiati  bare 
(hoirerai  impotently]  wngbt  to  imllate,  ii  to  the  effect  that  "the 
qihaie  of  the  tonl  ii  Inmiiioiu  when  nothing  extenisl  has  contact 
iritbtbaMnJ  itnli;  hot  when  lit  by  Its  own  llgh^  it  asM  the  tnlh 
«l  all  tUsfs  and  the  truth  osntMd  In  itselt" 
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tioned,  Irat  the  heart  replied.  He  n»e,  and  with  lest- 
lesa  strififlB  paced  the  murow  floor.  "  Awaj  horn 
this  worldl  "  he  exclaimed  at  length,  with  an  impatient 
tone.  "Can  no  time  loosen  its  fatal  ties  I  Am  the 
attraction  that  holds  the  earth  in  spMe,  is  the  attraction 
that  fixes  the  soul  to  earth.  Awaj  from  the  dork  gnj 
planett    Break,  ye  fetters;  arise,  ye  wings!  " 

He   paaaod  through  the  silent  galleries,  and  up  the 
loft;  stairs,  and  entered  the  secret  chamber. 


n,s,t,..d:,i.  Google 


OHAFTEB  v. 

I  and  mj  fellcnra 
An  mluiaten  of  Fate. 

Tlie  TempeM. 

Tkk  next  day  Glyndon  bent  his  steps  tovards  Zanoni'a 
palace.  The  young  man's  imagination,  natotallj 
inflammaUe,  was  singularly  excited  by  the  little  be 
bad  seen  and  heard  of  this  strange  being,  —  a  spell,  be 
could  neither  master  dot  account  for,  attracted  him 
towards  the  stronger.  Zanoni's  power  seemed  myete- 
rious  and  great,  his  motives  kindly  and  benevolent,  yet 
his  manners  chilling  and  repellent.  Wby  at  one 
moment  reject  Glyndon's  acquaintance,  at  another  aave 
him  from  danger  t  How  had  Zanoni  thus  acquired  the 
knowledge  of  enemies  unknown  to  Glyndon  himaelft 
Hia  interest  was  deeply  roused,  bis  gratitude  appealed 
to;  he  resolved  to  make  another  effort  to  conciliate  the 
ungracious  beibalist. 

The  signer  was  at  home,  and  Olyndon  waa  admitted 
into  a  lof^  saloon,  where  in  a  few  moments  Zanoni 
joined  him. 

*  I  am  come  to  thank  you  for  your  warning  last  night," 
BBid  he,  "  and  to  entreat  you  to  complete  my  obti^tion 
by  informing  me  of  the  quarter  to  which  I  may  look 
for  enmi^  and  peril." 

"  You  are  a  gallant,"  said  Zanoni,  with  a  imtle,  and 
in  the  English  language,  "  and  do  you  know  so  little  of 
the  Soatb  as  not  to  be  aware  that  gallanta  have  always 
rivals  t" 
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"Are  yon  Mrioiul "  Bald  Olj^don,  eoloring. 

"Moflt  MriooB,  You  love  Yiola  Ptsuii;  70a  hare 
for  rind  oca  of  the  moat  powerful  and  nleutleas  of  tha 
Neapolitan  prinoas.     Yoni  danger  is  indeed  gieat." 

"But  pardon  mel  —  how  oame  it  known  to  yoat" 

*  I  give  no  aooonnt  of  mywlf  to  mortal  maa,"  leplied 
Zanoni,  haughtil; ;  "  and  to  ms  it  matteia  nothing 
whether  70a  regard  or  acorn  mj  warning." 

"Well,  if  I  may  not  qneati<ni  yon,  ba  it  ao;  but 
at  leaat  advise  me  what  to  do. " 

"  Would  you  follow  my  advioe  !  " 

"Why  not?" 

"  Because  yon  are  oonstitntionally  brave ;  yoa  are  fond 
of  exoitemeut  and  myatery;  you  like  to  be  the  hero  of  a 
romance.  Wen  I  to  advise  you  to  leave  Naplea,  wonld 
you  do  so  while  Kaples  contains  a  foe  to  confront  or 
a  mistress  to  pursue ! " 

"You  are  right,"  said  the  yonng  Englishman,  with 
energy.  "No I  and  you  cannot  reproach  me  for  such  a 
resolution." 

"  Bat  theie  !■  another  course  left  to  you ;  do  you  love 
Tiola  Piaani  brnly  and  fervently  1  —  if  ao,  marry  her, 
and  take  a  bride  to  your  native  land." 

"Nay,"  answered  Olyndon,  embarrassed;  "Viola  is 
not  of  my  rank.  Her  profession,  too,  is— -in  short,  I 
am  enslaved  by  her  beauty,  bat  I  cannot  wed  her." 

Zanoni  frowned. 

"Your  love,  then,  is  but  aelfish  lust,  and  I  adviae 
you  to  your  own  happiness  no  more.  Yonng  man,  Des- 
tiny is  less  inexorable  than  it  appears.  The  reaourcea 
of  the  great  Baler  of  the  tTniveiae  are  not  so  scanty  and 
so  atom  aa  to  deny  to  men  Uie  divine  privilege  of  Free 
Will;  all  of  as  can  carve  out  our  own  way,  and  Ood 
ean  make  oar  vary  ocmtradtctions  hanuMiiae  with  His 
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solemn  suds.  Ton  hare  before  70a  an  option.  Hon- 
onhle  and  generous  love  may  eren  nov  votk  oat  your 
happineaa,  and  effect  your  eacape;  a  frantic  and  ael&ili 
passion  will  but  lead  you  to  miseiy  and  doom." 

*  Do  yoa  pretend,  then,  to  read  the  fntnrel  " 
"  I  have  said  all  that  it  pleases  me  to  utter." 
"While    you    assume    the  moralist  to  me,  Signor 

Zanoni,"  said  Glyndon,  with  a  smile,  "are  yon  yoar- 
self  so  indifferent  to  youth  and  beauty  as  to  act  the  stoic 
to  its  allurements  1  " 

"  If  it  were  necessary  that  practice  square  with  pre- 
cept," said  Zanoni,  with  a  bitter  smile,  "our  monitoni 
would  be  biit  few.  The  conduct  of  the  individual  can 
affect  but  a  small  circle  beyond  himself;  the  permanent 
good  or  evil  that  he  works  to  others  lies  rather  in  &e 
sentiments  he  can  diffuse.  His  acts  are  limited  and 
momentary;  his  sentiments  may  pervade  the  universe, 
and  inspire  generations  till  the  day  of  doom.  All  our 
virtues,  all  our  laws,  are  drawn  from-books  and  maxims, 
which  are  sentiments,  not  from  deeds.  In  conduct, 
Jnlian  had  the  virtues  of  a  Christian,  and  Constantino 
the  vices  of  a  Pagan.  The  sentiments  of  Jnlian  recon- 
verted thousands  to  Paganism;  those  of  Constantino 
helped,  under  Heaven's  will,  to  bow  to  Christianity  the 
nations  of  the  earth.  In  conduct,  the  humblest  fisher- 
man on  yonder  sea,  who  believes  in  the  miracles  of  San 
Oennaio,  may  be  a  better  man  than  Lather;  to  the 
sentiments  of  Luther  the  mind  of  modem  Europe  is 
indebted  for  the  noblest  revolution  it  has  known.  Our 
opinions,  young  Englishman,  are  the  angel  part  of  ns; 
onr  acta,  the  earthly." 

*  You  have  reflected  deeply  for  an  Italian,"  said 
Olyndon. 

"  Wbo  told  yon  that  I  was  an  Italian  t " 
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**  An  yon  not  1  And  yet,  wbon  I  hsu  jon  apeak  119 
oirn  knguage  u  a  natire,  I  —  " 

*Tnah!"  intemipted  Zuioni,  impfttiently  taming 
away.  Than,  after  a  panae,  lie  resumed  in  a  mild  Toiee, 
*  Glyndon,  do  yon  renonnoa  Viola  Piaanif  Will  you 
take  eome  days  to  consider  what  I  have  aaidi " 

"  Renounce  her,  —  neTerl  " 

'  Then  yon  Till  many  hert " 

"ImpoBsiblal " 

"Be  it  so;  she  will  then  renounce  yon.  I  tell  yon 
that  yon  have  rivals. " 

"  Yea;  the  Prince  di  —;  hnt  I  do  not  fear  him." 

"  You  have  another  whom  you  will  fear  more. " 

"And  who  is  bet" 

"Myself." 

Glyndon  turned  pale,  and  started  from  hii  seat. 

*  Yon,  Signor  Zanoni  t  —  yon,  —  and  yon  dare  to  tell 
me  sol" 

"Daiel  Alast  there  an  times  when  I  wish  that  I 
could  fear." 

These  arrogant  words  wen  not  uttered  arrogantly,  bnt 
in  a  tone  of  the  most  mournful  dejection.  Glyndon  waa 
enraged,  oonfoonded,  and  yet  awed.  However,  be  had 
a  brave  Engliah  heart  within  his  breast,  and  he  recov- 
ered himself  qniekly. 

"  Signor,"  said  he,  calmly,  '  I  am  not  to  be  dnped  by 
then  solemn  phrases  and  these  mystical  assumptions. 
You  may  have  powers  which  I  cannot  eompiefaead  or 
emulate,  or  yon  may  be  but  a  keen  impostor." 

"  Well,  proceed  I  " 

"I  mean,  then,"  eontlnuBd  Glyndon,  resolutely, 
though  somewhat  disconcerted, — "I  mean  you  to  nn- 
derstand,  that,  though  I  am  not  to  be  persuaded  or 
compelled  by  a  stranger  to  marry  Viola  Fisani,  I  am 
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not  the  leu  determined  nerer  tamely  to  yield  Iiet  to 
enother." 

Zanoni  looked  gravel;  at  the  young  man,  whose  spark- 
ling eyeB  and  heightened  oolor  testified  the  spirit  to 
support  his  woida,  and  replied,  "So  boldl  well;  it 
becomes  you.  But  take  my  adrice ;  wait  yet  nine  days, 
and  tell  me  then  if  you  will  marry  the  fairest  and  the 
purest  creature  that  ever  otoBsed  your  path." 

"  But  if  yon  love  her,  why  —  why  —  " 

"  Why  am  I  anxious  that  she  should  wed  another  f  — 
to  save  her  from  myselfl  Listen  to  me.  That  girl, 
humble  and  uneducated  though  she  be,  has  in  her  the 
seeds  of  the  moet  lofty  qualities  and  virtues.  She  can 
be  all  to  the  man  she  loves,  —  all  that  man  can  desire 
in  wife.  Her  soul,  developed  by  affection,  will  elevate 
your  own;  it  will  influence  your  fortunes,  exalt  your 
destiny;  yon  will  become  a  great  and  a  proaperaua 
man.  If,  on  the  contrary,  she  fall  to  me,  I  know  not 
what  m^  be  her  lot;  but  I  know  that  there  is  an  ordeal 
which  few  can  pass,  and  which  hitherto  no  woman  has 
survived." 

As  Zanoni  spoke,  his  face  became  oolorless,  and  there 
was  something  in  his  voice  that  froze  the  warm  blood 
of  the  listener. 

*  What  is  this  mystery  which  surrounds  you  I  " 
exclaimed  Glyndon,  unable  to  repress  his  emotion. 
"Are  you,  in  truth,  different  from  other  ment  Have 
you  passed  the  boundary  of  lawful  knowledge  1  Are 
you,  as  some  declare,  a  sorcerer,  or  only  a —  " 

"Hnshl"  interrupted  Zanoni,  gently,  and  with  a 
smite  of  singular  but  melancholy  sweekkess ;  "  have  yon 
earned  the  right  to  ask  me  these  questions  1  Though 
Italy  still  boast  on  Inquisition,  its  power  is  rivelled  u 
a  leaf  which  the  first  wind  shall  soatter.     The  days  ol 
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toitnn  and  peraeoutitsi  an  OT«r;  and  a  man  may  liTe 
as  be  pleases,  and  talk  as  it  anits  him,  without  fear  of 
the  atake  and  the  raoh.  Since  I  can  defy  penaoatloi), 
pardon  me  if  I  do  not  yield  to  ourioeity." 

Qljndon  bloahed,  and  toee.  In  spite  of  hii  love  for 
Viola,  and  hie  natural  terror  of  such  a  rival,  he  felt  him- 
self irreaiatihly  drawn  towards  the  very  man  he  had 
moat  canae  to  suspect  and  dread.  He  held  out  his  hand 
to  Zanoni,  saying,  "  Well,  then,  if  we  are  to  be  rivals, 
oar  Bwoids  most  settle  oor  rights ;  till  then  I  would  fain 
be  friends." 

*  Friends  I    You  know  not  what  yon  ask." 

"  Enigmas  again !  " 

"EaigmasI"  cried  Zanoni,  passionately;  "ayt  can 
you  dare  to  solve  them  I  Not  till  then  could  I  give  you 
my  right  hand,  and  call  yon  friend." 

"  I  oould  dare  everything  and  all  things  for  the  at- 
tainment of  superhuman  wisdom,"  said  Glyndon,  and 
his  countenance  was  lighted  up  with  wild  and  intense 
enthusiasm. 

Zanoni  obeerred  him  in  thonghtfol  silence. 

'  The  seeds  of  the  ancestor  live  in  the  son,"  he  mut- 
tered ;  ■  he  may  —  yet  —  "  He  hrtAe  off  abmptly ; 
then,  speaking  aloud,  "Go,  Glyndon,"  said  he;  "we 
shall  meet  again,  bnt  I  will  not  aak  your  answer  till  the 
hour  presses  for  decision." 
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T  b  ««Ttaiii  thU  thii  man  fau  an  Mtate  of  &ft7  thoDMnd  livtM,  ud 
wema  to  b«  ft  penoii  of  Tuy  gie>t  ■ccompliahnkentB.  But,  thsD. 
If  be  'a  ft  wuard,  an  wiiuda  so  devoatly  ^vsn  ■■  thia  man 
•eens  lo  be!  In  abort,  1  oonU  make  naidier  bead  nor  tail 
on't.— Ths  Cociti  DB  Oabalib,  TraatJalMtt  <ySxed  to  tk* 
itamd  vUtUm  e/At  " Sapt  of  tfu  Laek." 

Or  all  the  weakneesee  which  litUe  men  rail  agaiiut,  there 
is  none  that  thej  are  more  apt  to  ridicule  than  the  ten- 
dency to  believe.  fAnd  of  all  the  ngae  of  a  cornipt 
heart  and  a  feeble  neod,  the  tendency  of  inoiednlity  i« 
the  soreet.  J 

Eeal  philMophy  aeeks  rather  to  eolve  than  to  deny. 
While  Te  hear,  every  day,  the  small  pretenders  to 
science  talk  of  the  abeuiditiea  of  alchemy  and  the  dream 
of  the  Philosopher's  Stone,  a  more  erodite  knowledge  is 
aware  that  by  alchemiBte  the  greatest  discoveries  in  science 
have  been  made,  and  much  which  still  seems  abstriiBe, 
had  we  the  key  to  the  mystic  phraseology  they  were  comr 
pelled  to  adopt,  might  open  tiie  way  to  yet  more  noble 
acquisitionB.  The  Fhiloeopher's  8tone  itself  has  seemed 
no  visionary  chimera  to  some  of  tlie  soundest  chemists 
that  even  the  present  century  has  prodooed.^    Man  can- 

1  Ht.  Diaiaeli,  in  hia  " Cnriontiea  of  Litsntore"  (article 
"  Alcbom  " ),  after  qaoting  the  MuiKaine  jndgmenta  of  modem 
chemiats  aa  to  tbe  tranamntadon  of  metala,  obaerres  of  one  jtt 
greater  and  mora  recant  than  thoM  to  whicb  Qljndon'a  tbonghts 
voold  bsTe  lefeired,  "  Sir  Bninpbiy  Davj  told  me  that  he  did 
not  consider  this  nndiscovered  art  aa  impoaaibla;  bnt  aboold  it 
•tM  be  diacovered,  il  would  certainly  be  naeloaa." 
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not  eODtndiet  the  Laws  of  Katnie.  But  m  tW  IIm  km 
trf  Nataie  yet  diBcorered  1 

"  Oive  me  a  proof  of  your  art, "  aaye  the  latioDal 
inqnitei.  "When  I  have  seen  ttie  effect,  I  will 
endeavot,  with  you,  to  aseert«ui  the  causes. " 

SoDiBThat  to  the  above  effect  wete  the  firet  thotighta 
of  Clarence  Glyndon  on  quitting  Zanoni  But  Clarence 
QlyndoR  was  no  "  rational  inquirer."  The  more  v^tie 
and  myetenous  tiie  language  of  Zanoni,  the  more  it 
imposed  upon  him.  A  proof  would  have  been  something 
tangible,  with  which  he  would  have  sought  to  grapple. 
And  it  would  have  only  disappointed  his  curiosity  to  find 
the  supeTDfttuTal  reduced  tio  Nature.  He  endeavored  in 
vain,  at  some  momenta  Tousing  himself  from  cieduli^  to 
the  scepticism  he  deprecated,  to  reconcile  what  he  had 
lieard  with  the  probable  motives  and  de^ns  of  an 
impostor.  TTnlike  Hesmer  and  Caglioetro,  Zanoni, 
whatever  his  pret«nsions,  did  not  make  them  a  source  of 
profit;  nor  was  Qlyndon's  position  or  tank  in  life  suffi- 
cient to  render  any  influence  obtained  over  his  mind, 
subservient  to  schemes,  whether  of  avarice  or  ambition. 
Yet,  ever  and  anon,  with  the  suspicion  of  woridly  knowl- 
edge, he  strove  to  persuade  himself  that  Zanoni  had  at 
least  some  rinieter  object  in  indudug  him  to  what  hia 
English  pride  and  manner  of  thought  considered  a  dert^- 
atory  matriage  with  the  poor  actress.  Might  not  Yiola 
and  the  Mystic  be  in  league  with  each  otherT  Might 
not  all  this  jargon  of  prophecy  and  menace  be  but  arti- 
fices to  dupe  himt  He  felt  an  unjust  resentment 
towards  Viola  at  her  having  secured  such  an  ally.  But 
with  that  resentment  was  mingled  a  natural  jealousy. 
Zanoni  threatened  him  with  rivalry.  Zanoni,  who, 
whatever  bis  character  or  bis  arta,  possessed  at  least  all 
the  external  attribnt«a  that  dazzle  and  command.     Impa- 
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tient  ot  his  own  doubta,  he  plunged  into  tlie  society  of 
such  acquaintances  as  he  had  made  at  Naples, —  diiefly 
artists,  like  himself,  men  of  letters,  and  the  rich  com- 
mercialiete,  who  were  slready  Tying  with  the  splendor, 
though  debarred  from  the  privileges,  of  the  nobles. 
From  these  he  hoard  much  of  Zononi,  already  with 
them,  as  with  the  idler  classes,  an  object  of  curiosity  and 
speculation. 

He  hod  noticed,  as  a  thing  remarkable,  that  Zanoni 
hod  conversed  with  him  in  English,  and  with  a  command 
of  the  language  so  complete  that  he  might  have  passed 
for  a  native.  On  the  other  hand,  in  Italian,  Zanoni  was 
equally  at  ease.  Glyndon  found  that  it  was  the  same  in 
languages  less  usually  learned  by  foreigners,  A.  painter 
from  Sweden,  who  had  conversed  with  him,  was  posi- 
tive that  he  was  a  Swede;  and  a  merchant  from  Con- 
stantinople, who  had  sold  some  of  his  goods  to  Zanoni, 
professed  his  conviction  that  none  but  a  Toik,  or  at 
least  a  native  of  the  East,  could  have  so  thoroughly 
mastered  the  soft  Oriental  intonations.  Yet  in  all  these 
bioguages,  when  they  came  to  compare  their  several 
recollections,  there  was  a  slight,  scarce  perceptible  dis- 
tinction, not  in  pronunciation,  nor  even  accent,  but  in 
the  key  and  chime,  as  it  were,  of  the  voice,  between 
himself  and  a  Dative.  This  faculty  was  one  which 
Qlyndon  called  to  mind,  that  sect,  whose  tenets  and 
powers  have  never  been  more  than  most  partially 
explored,  the  Rosicmcians,  especially  arrogated.  He 
nmembered  to  have  heard  in  Germany  of  the  work  <d 
John  Bringeret,*  asserting  that  all  the  lat^uagea  of  the 
eartti  were  known  to  the  genuine  Brotherhood  of  the 
Boey  Cross.  Did  Zanoni  belong  to  this  mystical  Fra- 
temi^,  who,  in  an  earlier  age,  boasted  of  secrsts  ot 
1  Priutsd  in  1611. 
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which  the  PhiliMopher'B  Stone  iru  tnt  the  leut;  who 
conaideTod  themeelvee  the  hein  of  ell  that  the  Ohat 
deenB,  the  Magi,  the  Gynmoeophiita,  and  the  Platcmiflti 
had  tanght;  and  who  dibrad  from  all  the  daiker  Sena 
of  Magio  in  the  Tirtne  of  theii  lives,  the  purity  of 
their  doctrines,  and  their  inststing,  as  the  fonndatioD 
of  all  wisdom,  on  the  subjugation  of  the  senses,  and  the 
intcmsity  of  Beligioue  Faith  t  —  a  glorions  sect,  if  Ihej 
lied  nott  And,  in  trath,  if  Zanoni  had  powers  hejond 
the  race  of  worldly  sages,  they  seemed  not  unworthily 
exercised.  The  little  known  of  his  life  was  in  his  favor. 
Some  acts,  not  of  indiscriminate,  but  jodicioui  genei- 
osity  and  beneficence,  were  recorded ;  in  repeating  which, 
still,  however,  the  namtors  shook  theii  heads,  and  ez- 
presaed  surprise  how  a  stranger  shoold  have  poseeseed 
BO  minute  a  knowledge  of  the  quiet  and  obeonre  distresaes 
he  had  relieved.  Two  or  three  sick  pereons,  when  aban- 
doned by  their  physicians,  he  had  visited,  and  confemd 
with  alone.  They  had  recovered:  they  ascribed  to  him 
their  recovery;  yet  they  could  not  teU  by  what  medi> 
cines  they  had  been  healed.  They  could  only  depoae 
that  he  came,  conveieed  with  them,  and  they  were 
cured;  it  usually,  hovever,  happened  that  a  deep  sleep 
had  preceded  the  recovery. 

Another  circumBtance  was  also  beginning  to  be 
remarked,  and  spoke  yet  more  in  his  oommendation. 
Those  with  whom  he  priooipally  aesociatad  —  the  gay, 
the  dissipated,  the  thoughtless,  the  einners  and  publi- 
cans of  the  more  polished  world  —  all  appeared  rapidly, 
yet  insensibly  to  themselves,  to  awaken  to  purer 
thoughts  and  more  regulated  lives.  Even  Cetoxa,  the 
prince  of  gallants,  duellists,  and  gamesten,  was  no 
longer  the  same  man  since  the  night  of  the  singalar 
eventa  which  he  had  related  to  Olyndon.    The  first  tiaoa 
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of  hia  nfona  wu  in  his  letirement  from  the  guninp 
houaea;  the  next  was  hia  reconciliation  with  an  heredi- 
tary enemy  of  his  Louse,  whom  it  had  been  hia  constant 
object  for  the  laat  six  years  to  entangle  in  auoh  a 
ijoarrel  aa  might  call  forth  his  inimitable  manceane  of 
the  ttoccaia.  Nor  when  Cetoxa  and  his  young  com- 
panions were  heard  to  speak  of  Zauoni,  did  it  seem  that 
this  change  had  been  brought  about  by  any  aobet  lectures 
or  admonitions.  They  all  deaoribed  Zononi  as  a  man 
keenly  alive  to  enjoyment:  of  mannen  the  reveiae  of 
formal,  —  not  precisely  gay,  but  equable,  aerene,  and 
cheerful;  ever  ready  to  listen  to  the  talk  of  others, 
however  idle,  or  to  charm  all  ears  with  an  inexhaustible 
fund  of  brilliant  anecdote  and  worldly  experience.  All 
manners,  all  nations,  all  grades  of  men,  seemed  familiar 
to  him.  He  was  reserved  only  if  allnaion  were  ever 
ventured  to  his  birth  or  history.  The  more  general 
opinion  of  hia  origin  certainly  seemed  the  mote  plausi- 
ble. His  richea,  hia  familiarity  with  the  languages  of 
the  East,  his  residence  in  India,  a  certain  gravity  which 
never  deserted  his  most  cheerful  and  familiar  hours,  &m 
lustrous  darkness  of  his  eyea  and  hair,  and  even  the 
peeuliaritiea  of  his  shape,  in  the  delicate  amallnesa  of 
the  hands,  and  the  Arab-like  turn  of  Uie  stately  head, 
appeared  to  fix  him  as  belonging  to  one  at  least  of  the 
Oriental  races.  And  a  dabbler  in  the  Eastern  tongues 
even  sought  to  reduce  the  simple  name  of  Zanoni,  whieh 
a  century  before  had  b«en  borne  by  an  inoffensive 
nataralist  of  Bologna,'  to  the  radicals  of  the  extinct  lan- 
guage. Zan  was  unquestionably  the  Chaldean  appella- 
tion for  the  sun.  Even  Hie  Greeks,  who  mutilated 
evaiy  Oriental  name,  had  retained  the  right  one  in  thii 

>  na  aothor  of  two  works  oa  botsoy  and  rare  planla.         ■; 
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oaM,  u  the  Cniaa  inMription  on  the  torob  of  Zeiu ' 
ngnifitmntly  showed.  Aa  to  the  rest,  the  Zut,  or  Zftnn, 
ma,  vith  ths  Sidoniana,  no  uncommoa  prefix  to  On. 
Adonis  wu  bat  uiothei  name  for  Zanonaa,  whose  wor- 
ship in  Sidon  Hetychioa  recoids.  To  this  profound 
and  nnanaweiable  deriratioa  Merrale  listened  with 
great  attention,  and  observed  that  he  now  ventured  to 
annonnce  an  erudite  diacovery  be  himself  had  long  aioce 
made,  —  namely,  that  the  nomerous  family  of  Smiths  in 
Sngland  were  undoubtedly  the  ancient  pHesta  of  the 
Phrygian  Apollo.  "  For,"  said  he, "  was  not  Apollo'e 
■amame,  in  Phiygia,  Smintheust  How  clear  all  the 
ensuing  eonuptione  of  the  august  name,  —  Sminthena, 
Smitheua,  Smiths,  9mith[  And  even  now,  !  may 
remark  that  the  nu>re  ancient  Inaacbes  of  that  illustiioui 
family,  unconsciously  anxious  to  approximate  at  least 
by  a  letter  nearer  to  the  true  title,  take  a  pioua  pleasure 
in  writing  their  names  Smithel  " 

The  philologist  was  much  struck  with  (his  discorery, 
and  begged  Mervale's  permission  to  note  it  down  as  an 
illustration  suitable  to  a  work  ha  was  about  to  publish 
on  the  origin  of  languages,  to  be  called  "Babel,"  and 
published  in  three  quartos  by  subscription. 

>  OS*  AWTBi  ««T«  Zu.* —  Cgnl  eantra  JwHm^ 
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Lmhi  to  b«  poor  in  tpiitt,  mj  wn,  if  joa  vonld  piBsbate  that 
Mcmd  night  which  enviiona  troth.  L«*ni  ol  (he  SagM  to  lUoir 
to  tha  Detila  no  pow«r  In  Natnis,  nnc*  tli«  fatal  atons  hai  shut 
'am  Dp  in  the  depl^  of  the  abyn.  Leam  of  the  Philoeophera 
ahraja  to  Look  for  natniai  caoMs  in  all  extzaoidioar;  eronti ; 
and  irhen  lach  nattual  caiuea  ara  wanting,  lecor  to  God.  —  The 
Comrr  in  Qiailib. 

Ail  theae  additions  to  hie  knowledge  of  Zanoni,  picked 
up  in  the  variooB  loonging.plaoea  and  reeorta  tiiat  he 
frequented,  were  uuBatisfaotory  to  Gly&dan.  That  night 
Viola  did  not  perform  at  the  theatre;  and  the  next  day, 
■till  disturbed  hj  bewildered  fancies,  and  aveise  to  the 
sober  and  saicastio  companionsbip  of  Meiyale,  Glyndon 
sauntered  musingly  into  the  pnhlio  gardens,  and  paused 
under  the  vexj  tree  under  which  he  had  first  beard  the 
Toice  that  had  exeioised  upon  his  mind  so  singular  an 
influence.  The  gardens  were  deserted.  He  threw 
himself  on  one  of  the  seats  placed  beneath  the  shade ; 
and  again,  in  the  midst  of  his  reverie,  the  same  oold 
shudder  name  otst  bim  which  Zanoni  had  so  distinctly 
defined,  and  to  which  he  had  ascribed  so  extraordinary 
a  cause. 

He  roused  himself  with  a  sudden  efibit,  and  started 
to  see,  seated  next  him,  a  figure  hideous  enough  to  have 
personated  one  of  the  malignant  beings  of  whom  Zanoni 
had  spoken.  It  was  a  small  man,  dressed  in  a  fashion 
sbikingly  at  variance  with  the  elaborate  costume  of  the 
di^:  an  affectation  of  homelinesa  and  poverty  approaeh- 
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Ing  to  squalor,  in  the  loose  ttoiuon,  mum  u  a  ship's 
sail;  in  the  rough  jacket,  vhioh  appeared  r«nt  wil- 
fully  into  holes;  and  the  black,  ragged,  tangled  locks 
that  streamed  from  theii  confinement  under  a  woollen 
cap,  aocotded  hut  ill  with  other  details  which  spoke  of.; 
comparatiTB  wealth.  The  shirt,  open  at  the  throat,  was 
fastened  by  a  brooch  of  gaudy  stones;  and  two  pendant 
maBsive  gold  chaina  announced  the  foppeiy  <^  two 
watches. 

The  man's  fignre,  if  not  absolutely  deformed,  was  yet 
marrellously  ill-favored ;  hia  shoulders  high  and  square ; 
his  chest  flattened,  as  if  cmahed  in;  his  gloveless  hands 
were  knotted  at  the  joints,  and,  large,  bony,  and  mas- 
colar,  dangled  from  lean,  emaciated  wiiats,  as  if  not 
belonging  to  them,  Hia  features  had  the  painful  dis- 
tortion sometimes  seen  in  the  oonnt«naiioe  of  a  cripple, 
—  large,  exaggerated,  with  the  nose  nearly  touching  Uie 
chin;  the  eyes  small,  but  glowing  with  a  cunning  fire 
as  they  dwelt  on  Qlyndon ;  and  the  mouth  was  twisted 
into  a  grin  that  displayed  rows  of  jagged,  black,  broken 
teeth.  Yet  over  this  frightful  face  there  still  played  a 
kind  of  disagreeable  intelligence,  an  expression  at  onoe 
astute  and  bold;  and  as  Qlyndon,  reoovering  from  the 
first  impression,  looked  again  at  his  neighbor,  he 
blushed  at  his  own  dismay,  and  reoc^nised  a  French 
artist,  with  whom  he  had  formed  an  acquaintance,  and 
who  was  possessed  of  no  inconsiderable  talenta  in  his 
calling.  Indeed,  it  was  to  be  remarked  that  this  crea- 
ture, whose  externals  were  so  deserted  by  the  Graoes, 
particularly  delighted  in  designs  aspiring  to  m^esty 
and  grandeur.  Though  his  coloring  was  hard  and 
shallow,  as  woa  that  generally  of  the  French  school  at 
the  tinte,  his  drawings  were  admirable  for  symmetiy, 
nmple  elegance,  and  classic  vigor;  at  the  same  time 
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tiie^  anqoMtimttbly  wanted  idoftl  gnce.  He  ma  fond 
of  MlMting  subjects  from  Romao  hiBtorf,  rather  than 
fiom  the  oopions  irorld  of  Grecian  beauty,  or  those  still 
mora  lablime  etoriea  of  echptuial  record  fiom  whioh 
Baphaal  and  Mit^iaal  Angelo  borrowed  their  inspirations. 
His  grandeur  was  that  not  of  gods  and  tainta,  but 
mortals.  His  delineatioa  of  bean^  was  that  which  the 
eye  cannot  blame  and  the  soul  does  not  acknowledge. 
In  a  word,  as  it  was  said  of  Dionysiiu,  he  was  an 
Anthropogra^oe,  or  Fainter  of  Men.  It  was  also  a 
notable  oontradictioa  in  this  penon,  who  was  addicted 
to  the  most  extravagant  exoesaes  in  every  passion, 
whether  of  hate  or  love,  implacable  in  revenge,  and 
insatiahle  in  debauch,  that  he  waa  in  the  habit  of  utter- 
ing the  most  beautiful  sentiments  of  exalted  purity  and 
genial  philanthropy.  The  world  wae  not  good  enough 
for  him  J  he  was,  to  use  the  expressive  German  phrase, 
a  vtorldietierer  /  Nevertheless,  his  sarcastic  lip  often 
seemed  to  mock  the  sentimenta  he  uttered,  as  if  it  sought 
to  insinuate  that  he  waa  above  even  the  world  be  would 
oonatnot. 

Finally,  this  painter  was  in  cloee  correspondence  with 
the  Republicans  of  Paris,  and  was  held  to  be  one  of 
those  missiomiries  whom,  from' the  earliest  period  of  the 
Bevolution,  the  tegenenton  of  mankind  were  pleased 
to  despatch  to  the  various  states  yet  shackled,  whether 
by  actual  tyranny  or  wholesome  laws.  Certainly,  as 
the  historian  of  Italy  *  has  observed,  there  waa  so  city 
in  Italy  where  these  new  doctrines  would  be  received 
with  greater  &vor  than  Naples,  partly  from  the  lively 
temper  of  the  people,  principally  because  the  most  hate- 
ful feudal  privil^es,  however  partially  curtailed  some 
years  before   by  the  great  minister,   Tanucoini,   stilJ 
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pieaont«d  so  many  daily  and  pnutieal  evila  at  to  mak« 
chuigfl  wear  a  mon  sabetantial  ohann  than  the  men 
and  meietrieiotu  bloom  on  the  cheek  of  the  harlot, 
NoTslfy.  Thia  man,  whom  I  will  call  Jean  l^icot, 
was,  therefore,  an  oracle  among  ttie  younger  and  bolder 
apirita  of  Naples  j  and  before  Glyndon  had  met  Zanoni, 
the  former  had  not  been  among  the  lust  dascled  by 
the  eloquent  aspirations  of  the  hideous  philanthropist. 

"It  is  BO  long  since  we  have  met,  oher  eonfi-ire," 
■aid  Nioot,  drawing  his  seat  nearer  to  Glyndon'a,  "  that 
you  cannot  be  aarprised  that  I  see  you  with  delight,  and 
even  take  the  liber^  to  intmde  on  your  meditations." 

*Tbey  were  of  no  agreeable  nature,"  said  Qlyndon; 
"  and  never  was  intrusion  more  weloome. " 

*  Ton  will  be  charmed  to  hear,"  said  Nicot,  drawing 
several  letteie  from  hia  bosom,  *  that  the  good  work 
proceeds  with  marvelloas  rapidi^.  Mirabean,  indeed, 
ia  no  more ;  hut,  mort  Diahle !  the  French  people  are 
now  a  Uirabeau  themselves."  With  this  remark,  Mcm- 
sieur  Nieot  proceeded  to  read  and  to  comment  upon 
several  animated  and  interesting  paeaages  in  hia  corre* 
spondenee,  in  which  the  word  virtue  was  introduced 
twenty-«evBn  times,  and  God  not  once.  And  then, 
warmed  by  the  cheering  prospects  thus  opened  to  him,  he 
began  to  indulge  in  those  anticipations  of  the  future,  the 
outline  of  which  we  have  already  seen  in  the  eloquent 
extMvagance  of  Condoreet.  All  the  old  virtuea  were 
dethroned  for  a  new  Pantheon :  patriotism  was  a  narrow 
sentimeDt;  philanUuopy  was  to  be  ita  sncoeaaor.  No 
love  that  ^d  not  embrsce  all  mankind,  as  warm  for 
Indus  and  the  Pole  as  for  the  hearth  of  home,  was 
worthy  the  breast  of  a  generous  man.  Opinion  was  to 
1m  free  as  air;  and  in  order  to  make  it  eo,  it  was  neces- 
sary to  exterminate  all  those  whoae  opinions  were  not 
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the  nine  aa  Mons.  Jwn  Kioot'i.  Unci)  of  this  tuniued, 
mnoli  TOToIted  Glyndoit;  bat  when  the  punter  turned 
to  direll  npoD  a  soience  that  all  should  oomprehendi 
and  the  resulta  of  which  all  should  enjoy,  —  a  soienee 
that,  springing  from  the  soil  of  equal  inetitntioiu  and 
equal  mental  coltivationt  should  giro  to  all  the  races 
of  men  wealth  without  labor,  and  a  life  longer  than  the 
Fatriaiohs',  without  care,  —  then  Glyndon  listened 
with  interest  and  admiration,  not  unmixed  with  awe. 
"  Observe,"  said  Nioot,  "  how  much  that  we  now  cherish 
as  a  virtue  will  then  be  rejected  as  meanness.  Our 
oppressors,  for  instance,  preach  to  iu  of  the  ezcellenoe 
of  gratitode.  Gratitude,  the  confession  of  inferiority! 
What  so  hateful  to  a  noble  spirit  as  tiie  humiliating 
sense  of  obligation  1  But  where  there  is  equality  there 
can  be  no  means  for  power  thus  to  enslave  merit.  The 
benefactor  and  the  client  will  alike  oease,  and  —  " 

"  And  in  the  mean  time,"  said  a  low  voice,  at  hand, 
—  "in  the  mean  time,  Jean  Nicoti  " 

The  two  artists  started,  and  Glyndon  rect^ised 
Zanoni. 

He  gased  with  a  brow  of  unusual  sternness  on  Nioot, 
who,  lumped  together  as  he  aat,  looked  up  at  him 
askew,  and  with  an  expression  of  fear  and  dismay  upon 
his  distorted  countenance. 

Ho,  hoi  Messire  Jean  Nicot,  thou  who  teareat 
neither  God  nor  Devil,  why  feaiest  thou  the  eye  of  a 
man! 

*  It  is  not  the  first  time  I  have  been  a  witness  to  your 
opinions  on  the  infirmity  of  gratitude,"  said  Zanoni. 

Nicot  Buppiesaed  an  exclamation,  and,  after  gloomily 
surveying  Zanoni  wil^  an  eye  villanous  and  ainister, 
but  full  of  hate  impotent  and  unntteiable,  said,  "I 
know  yon  not,  —  what  would  yon  od  me  t  " 
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"Toor  ftbMDoe.     Leave  osl  * 

Vieot  sprang  forward  a  atep,  with  handa  elenijiad, 
and  flhowing  hia  teeth  bom  eai  to  aai,  like  a  vild  beaat 
incenaed.  Zanoni  stood  motionleaa,  and  amiled  at 
him  in  soom.  Nicot  halted  abruptly,  as  if  fixed  and 
faacinated  by  the  look,  ahiveied  from  head  to  foot,  and 
anllenly,  and  vitli  a  visible  effort,  aa  if  impelled  bjr  a 
power  not  his  own,  tamed  away. 

Qlyndon'a  eyea  followed  him  in  Barpriae. 

'  And  what  know  you  of  thia  mani  "  said  Zanoni. 

"  I  know  him  aa  one  like  myaelf,  —  a  follower  of  art." 

"Of  abtI  Do  not  so  profane  that  glorioua  word. 
'What  N^ature  is  to  God,  art  should  be  to  man,  ~~  a  sub- 
lime, beneficent,  genial,  and  warm  creation.  That 
wretch  may  be  ^pamttr,  not  an  artist." 

"  And  [Mrdon  me  if  I  ask  what  t/ou  know  of  one  yon 
HiOM  disparage  T " 

"  I  know  thus  much,  that  yon  are  beneath  my  care  if 
it  be  necaseary  to  warn  you  against  him;  hia  own  lips 
show  the  hideouenese  of  hia  heart.  Why  should  I  tall 
yea  of  the  Qrimes  he  has  committed!  He  tpeaks 
crimel" 

"  YoQ  do  not  seem,  Signor  Zanoni,  to  be  <»e  of  the 
admireia  of  the  dawning  Bevolntion.  Perhaps  yon  are 
jm^ndiced  againat  the  man  becanse  yoa  ^slike  the 
opinions  1 " 

"What  opinions!" 

Glyndon  paused,  somewhat  pnzsled  to  define;  but  at 
Isngth  he  said,  "Nay,  I  must  wrong  you;  for  you, 
of  all  men,  I  suppose,  cannot  discredit  Uie  doctrine  that 
preaches  the  infinite  improvement  of  the  human 
species." 

"  Tou  are  right;  the  few  in  every  age  improve  the 
many;  tlia  many  now  may  be  as  wise  aa  the  few  wen; 
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Vat  improvemeDt  ii  at  a  rtuidatill,  if  yon  tall  m*  thai 
the  manf  now  are  as  wise  as  the  feir  an." 

"  I  oomprofaend  you;  you  will  not  allow  tho  law  of 
QniTenal  equality  I " 

'  Lawt  If  the  whole  world  eonspired  to  enforce  the 
falsehood  they  oould  not  make  it  law.  ^Level  all  con- 
dition) to-day,  and  yon  only  smooth  away  all  ofaataoles 
to  tyranny  to-monow.  )  A  nation  that  upires  to 
equality  is  nnfit  tot  freedom.  Thiooghout  all  craation, 
from  the  archangel  to  the  worm,  from  Olympus  to  the 
pebble,  from  the  radiant  and  completed  planet  to  the 
nebula  that  hardens  through  ages  of  mist  and  slime  into 
the  habitable  world,  the  first  law  of  Nature  is 
inequality. " 

"Harsh  doctrine,  if  applied  to  states.  Are  the  oniel 
disparities  of  life  never  to  be  removed  1  " 

"Disparities  of  the  phyaieaZ  lifeT  Ob,  let  ns  hope 
BO.  But  disparities  of  the  inteUtetuai  and  the  moral, 
neverl  UniTersal  equality  of  intelligence,  of  mind,  of 
genius,  of  virtuel  —  no  taaober  left  to  the  worldl  no 
men  wiser,  better  than  others,  —  were  it  not  an  impos- 
,  sible  condition,  vihat  a  hopeleaa  proapect  for  Atimon- 
ityl  No;  while  the  world  lasts,  the  son  will  gild  the 
mountain-top  before  it  shines  upon  the  plain.  Diffuse 
all  the  knowledge  Uie  earth  contains  equally  over  all 
,  mankind  to-day,  and  some  men  will  be  wiser  than  the 
rest  to-morrow.  And  this  is  not  a  harsh,  bnt  a  loving 
lav,  — the  real  law  of  improvement;  the  wiser  the  few 
in  one  generation,  the  wiser  will  be  the  multitude  the 
next! " 

As  Zanoni  thus  spoke,  they  moved  on  throngh  the 
smiling  gardens,  and  the  beautiful  bay  lay  sparkling  in 
the  noontide.  A  gentle  breexe  just  cooled  the  sunbeam, 
and  itirred  the  ocean;  and  in  the  inexpiessible  oleameaa 
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of  the  atmosphere  there  was  something  that  rejoiced  the 
eensee.  The  very  soul  seemed  to  grow  lighter  and  purer 
in  that  lucid  air. 

"  And  these  men,  to  commence  their  era  of  improve- 
ment and  equality,  are  jealous  even  of  the  Creator. 
They  would  deny  an  intelligence,  — a  Godt "  said 
Zanoni,  as  if  involuntarily.  "Are  you  an  artist,  and, 
looking  on  the  world,  can  you  listen  to  such  a  dogma  1 
Between  God  and  genius  there  is  a  necessary  link,  — 
there  is  almost  a  correspondent  language.  Well  said 
the  Pythagorean,*  '  A  good  intellect  is  the  chorus  of 
divinity.' " 

Struck  and  touched  with  these  sentiments,  which  he 
little  expected  to  tall  from  one  to  whom  he  ascribed 
those  powers  which  the  superstitions  of  childhood  ascribe 
to  the  darker  agencies,  Glyndon  said:  "And  yet  you 
have  confessed  that  your  life,  separated  from  that  of 
others,  is  one  that  man  should  dread  to  share.  Is  there, 
than,  a  connection  between  magic  and  religion  T* 

"M^icI  And  what  is  magic  T  When  the  traveller 
beholds  in  Persia  the  ruins  of  palaces  and  temples,  the 
ignorant  inhabitants  inform  him  they  were  the  work  of 
magicians.  What  is  beyond  their  own  power,  the 
Tulgar  cannot  comprehend  to  be  lawfully  in  the  power 
of  others.  But  if  by  magic  you  mean  a  perpetual  i 
research  amongst  all  that  is  more  latent  and  obecure  in 
iN'atnre,  I  answer,  I  profess  that  magic,  and  that  he  who 
does  so  comes  but  nearer  td  the  fountain  of  all  belief. 
Enowest  thou  not  that  magic  was  taught  in  the  schools 
of  oldt  But  how,  and  by  whom}  As  the  last  and 
most  solemn  lesson,  by  the  Priests  who  ministered  to 
the  Temple.*  And  you,  who  would  be  a  painter,  is  not 
'  SextOE,  the  ^^agorean. 
■  FMlhu  de  DismoD  (H8.) 


.;,  Google 


120  ZkSOSL 

there  a  magic  also  in  that  art  you  would  adranoB  t  Moat 
you  not,  after  long  study  of  the  Beautiful  that  haa  been, 
seize  upon  new  and  aii;  oomhinatioiiB  of  a  beauty  that 
is  to  bet  See  you  not  that  the  grander  art,  whether 
of  poet  or  of  painter,  ever  seeking  for  the  tbue,  abhors 
the  BEALj  that  you  must  seize  Nature  as  her  master,  not 
lackey  her  as  her  slave  1  You  demand  mastery  orer  tfae 
past,  a  conception  of  the  future.  Has  not  the  art  that 
is  truly  noble  for  its  domain  the  future  and  the  paatt 
You  would  conjure  the  invisible  beings  to  your  charm; 
and  what  is  painting  but  the  fixing  into  substance  the 
Invisible  I  Are  you  discontented  with  this  world! 
This  world  was  never  meant  for  genius!  To  exist,  it 
must  create  another.  What  magician  can  do  more;  nay, 
what  science  can  do  as  much  1  There  are  two  avenues 
from  the  little  passions  and  the  drear  calamities  of 
earth ;  both  lead  to  heaven  and  away  from  hell,  —  art  and 
science.  But  art  is  mora  godlike  than  science ;  science 
discovers,  art  creates.  You  have  .  faculties  that  may 
command  art;  he  contented  with  your  lot.  The  astron- 
omer who  catalogues  the  stars  cannot  add  one  atom  to 
the  universe;  the  poet  can  call  a  universe  from  the 
atom;  the  chemist  may  heal  with  his  drugs  the  infirmi- 
ties of  the  human  form;  the  painter,  or  the  sculptor, 
fixes  into  everlasting  youth  forms  divine,  which  no 
disease  can  ravage,  and  no  years  impair.  Renounce 
those  wandering  fancies  that  lead  yoa  now  to  myself, 
and  now  to  yon  orator  of  the  human  race;  to  ua  two, 
who  are  the  antipodes  of  each  otherl  Your  pencil  is 
your  wand;  your  canvas  may  raise  Utopias  fairer  than 
Condorcet  dreams  of.  I  press  not  yet  for  your  decision; 
but  what  man  of  genius  ever  asked  more  to  cheer  his  path 
to  the  grave  than  love  and  glory  1  " 

"  But,"   said  Glyndon,  fixing  his  eyes  earnestly  on 
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Zftnoni,  '  if  there  be  a  power  to  bsffle  the  gnve 
itself—" 

J^oni'e  brow  darkened.  "And  were  this  so,"  he 
uid,  after  apaose,*  would  it  be  so  sweet  a  lot  tooatlire 
all  yon  loved,  and  to  recoil  from  ever;  htiman  tie  T  Per. 
hapa  the  fairest  immortalitj'  on  earth  is  that  of  a  noble 
name. " 

"  Ton  do  not  answer  me,  —  you  equivocate.  I  hare 
read  of  the  long  lives  for  beyond  the  date  common  expe- 
rience assigns  to  man,"  persisted  Glyndon,  "  which  some 
of  the  alchemists  enjoyed.  Is  the  golden  elixir  but  a 
fable  I" 

"  If  not,  and  these  men  discovered  it,  they  died, 
becanse  they  refused  to  live!  There  may  be  a  mournful 
warning  in  your  conjecture.  Turn  once  more  to  the 
eaeel  and  the  canvas  I  " 

So  saying,  Zanoni  waved  his  hand,  and,  with  down- 
caat  eyes  and  a  slow  step,  bent  his  way  back  into  the 
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Th>  GoDDBfls  Wisdom. 
Tawnn  sbe  la  ths  goddMB  gnat; 

To  ■ome  the  milch  cow  of  ths  field ; 
Tbdt  CAie  is  bnt  to  calculate 
What  hnitei  she  will  yield. 

Fr^m  ScBiLLBK. 

This  last  convemtion  with  Zanoni  left  iipoa  the  mind 
of  Gl7ndon  a  tianquUtizing  and  s&Iutary  effect. 

From  the  confused  miat«  of  hia  fancj  glittered  forth 
again  tboae  happy,  golden  schemes  which  part  from  the' 
yonng  ambitiob  of  art,  to  play  in  the  air,  to  illtunin«  the 
space  like  rays  that  kindle  from  the  eon.  And  with 
theae  projects  ini&gled  also  the  rision  of  a  love  pnrw 
and  eerener  than  his  life  yet  had  known.  His  mind 
went  back  into  that  fair  childhood  of  genius,  when  the 
fotbidden  fruit  ia  not  yet  taated,  and  we  know  of  no 
land  beyond  the  Eden  which  ia  gladdened  by  an  Eve. 
Inwnaibly  before  him  there  roee  the  scenee  of  a  home, 
with  his  art  sufficing  for  all  excitement,  and  Viola's  love 
circling  occupation  with  happiness  and  content;  and  is 
the  midst  of  these  fauteaiea  of  a  future  that  might  be 
at  hia  command,  he  was  recalled  to  the  preaent  by  the 
clear,  atrong  voice  of  Mervale,  the  man  of  common-aenee.  f 

Whoever  has  studied  the  lives  of  peraone  in  whom  the 
imagination  is  stronger  than  the  will,  who  suspect  their 
own  knowledge  of  actual  life,  and  are  aware  of  their 
facility  to  impressions,  will  have  observed  the  infia- 
•noe  which  a  homely,  vigorous,  worldly  understaodiog 
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oMkim  enr  muh  nattma.  It  ma  thm  with  QlyndiHi. 
His  friend  had  often  sxtricated  him  from  danger,  and 
■■red  him  from  the  ooneequences  of  imprndenoe;  and 
thete  waa  aomething  in  Merrale'g  Toioe  alone  that  damped 
his  enliiQBium ,  and  often  made  him  yet  more  aahamed  of 
noble  impulses  than  weak  ooudnct.  For  Uerrale,  though 
a  downright  honest  man,  oould  not  sympathiie  with  tJie 
exttavaganoe  of  generosity  any  mora  than  with  that  of 
prBBnmption  and  crednlity.  He  walked  the  attaight  line 
of  life,  and  felt  an  equal  eontempt  for  the  man  who 
wandered  up  the  hill-sides,  no  msttBi  whether  to  ehase 
a  faotterflj,  or  to  catch  a  prospect  of  the  ooean. 

*  I  will  tell  yon  your  thoughte,  Clarenoe,"  said  Mei- 
T«le,  laughing,  "  though  I  am  no  Zanoni.  I  know  them 
by  the  moisture  of  your  eyes,  and  the  hatf-smile  an  your 
lips.  You  are  musing  upon  that  fair  perdition,  —  the 
little  singer  of  San  Carlo." 

The  little  sii^r  of  San  Carlo  I     Glyndoa  colored  as 

he  anawered,  — 

"  Would  yon  speak  thus  of  her  if  she  were  my  wife  f  " 
"No I  for  then  any  contempt  I  might  venture  to  feel 

would  be  for  yourself.     One  may  didike  the  duper,  \nt 

it  ia  the  dupe  that  one  despLses." 

*  An  yoa  aore  that  I  should  be  the  dupe  in  sooh  a 
unitmt  Where  oan  I  find  one  eo  lorely  and  so  inno- 
cent, — ■  where  one  whoee  virtue  haa  been  Med  hj  sneh 
temptation  I  Does  even  a  single  brestii  of  slander  sally 
the  name  of  Viola  Fisani  t " 

"  I  know  not  all  the  gossip  of  Kaplea,  and  therefore 
cannot  answer;  but  I  know  this,  that  in  England  no  one 
would  believe  that  a  young  Englishnum,  of  good  for* 
time  and  respectable  birth,  who  marries  a  singer  from 
the  tbeain  <d  Naples,  has  not  been  lamentably  taken  in. 
I  would  save  yon  from  a  fall  of  position  so  irretrievable. 
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Think  how  maaj  mortiflcatiotu  fon  will  b«  nilijeDtod 
to;  how  aaiaj  young  men  will  viut  at  your  house,  — 
aad  how  suldj  young  wives  will  u  carafully  avoid  it, " 

"  I  oan  choose  my  own  caieer,  to  which  commonplace 
aode^  ia  not  eoaential.  I  can  owe  the  respect  ol  the 
world  to  my  art,  and  not  to  the  accidents  of  birth  and 
fortune." 

"That  is,  yon  atill  persist  in  your  second  folly, — 
the  afasBrd  ambition  of  daubing  canvas.  Heaven  fortad 
I  should  say  anything  against  the  laudable  indostry  <rf 
one  who  follows  such  a  profesBitm  for  the  sake  of  sub- 
aistenoa;  but  vrith  means  and  ccmnections  that  will 
raise  you  in  life,  why  voluntarily  sink  into  a  mere 
artist  t  Aa  an  accomplishment  in  leisure  momenta,  it 
ia  all  veiy  well  in  its  way;  but  as  the  occupation  of 
existence,  it  ia  a  frenzy." 

*  Artists  have  been  the  friends  of  princes  " 

*  Very  rarely  so,  I  fancy,  in  sober  England.  There  in 
the  great  centre  of  political  aristocracy,  what  men  respect 
ii  the  practical,  not  the  ideal.  Just  suffer  me  to  draw 
two  piotuiea  of  my  own.  Clarence  Glyndon  *ietnms  to 
England;  he  marries  a  lady  of  fortune  equal  to  his  own, 
of  frienda  and  parentage  that  advance  rational  ambititm. 
Claienoe  Glyndon,  thus  a  wealthy  and  respectable  man, 
td  good  talenta,  of  bustling  energies  then  ooncentrated, 
enters  into  [vaotical  life.  He  has  a  house  at  which  he 
oan  reoeive  those  whose  acquaintance  is  both  advantage 
and  honor;  he  has  leisure  which  he  oan  devote  to  use- 
ful atodiea;  his  reputation,  built  on  a  solid  base,  grows 
in  men's  moutba.  He  attaches  himself  to  a  party;  he 
enteis  politioal  life;  and  new  connections  serve  to  pro- 
mote hia  objects.  At  the  age  of  five-and-forty,  what, 
in  all  prohahility,  may  Glatsnce  Glyndon  bet  Sinoa 
yon  are  unbitiouB.   I   leave  that  question  for  yoa  to 
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darid*!  "Saw  tarn  to  th«  other  pietom.  Clareiioe 
Glyndon  retunu  to  England  with  a  irife  who  mn  bring 
him  no  money,  onleM  he  lets  her  oat  oa  the  atege;  ao 
handaome,  that  every  one  asks  who  ahe  ia,  aiul  every 
one  heaia,  —  the  celebrated  singer,  Fiaaai.  Clarenee 
Olyndon  ahats  hinuelf  ap  to  grind  colora  and  paint 
pictorea  in  the  grand  hiatorical  achool,  which  nobody 
buys.  There  is  eren  a  prejudice  against  him,  h  not 
baring  studied  in  the  Academy,  —  aa  being  an  amateur. 
Who  ia  Mr.  Gtarence  Qlyndoni  Oh,  the  oelebtated 
Piaani's  biubandl  What  slael  Oh,  he  exhibita  those 
large  pictunel  Poor  man!  they  hare  merit  in  their 
way;  but  Teniera  and  Watteau  are  more  convenient, 
and  almost  aa  cheap.  Glarenoe  Olyndon,  with  an  easy 
fortune  while  single,  has  a  large  family  which  his  for- 
tune, unaided  by  marriage,  can  juat  rear  up  to  callinga 
mora  plebeian  than  his  own.  He  letirea  into  the  coun- 
try, to  save  and  to  paint;  he  grows  slovenly  and  discon- 
tented; '  the  world  does  not  appreciate  him,'  he  asya, 
and  he  runs  away  from  the  world.  At  the  age  of  foity- 
five  what  will  be  Clarence  Glyndon  t  Tour  ambition 
shall  decide  that  queation  alaol  " 

"If  all  men  were  as  worldly  as  yon,"  aaid  Olyndon, 
rising,  "there  would  never  have  been  an  artiat  or  a 
poet!  " 

"Perhaps  we  should  do  just  aa  well  without  them," 
answered  Mervale,  "  Is  it  not  time  to  think  of  dinner  f 
The  mullets  here  are  remarkaUy  flnel  * 
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WoUt  Du  hoch  Mf  Ibren  Flngaln  ichirabaa, 
Werft  die  Angst  dea  IidiKhea  tod  ench  I 
Fliehet  am  dem  engeii  dampf  en  Leben 
In  dea  Idealn  Reich ! 

Dai  Ideal  und  dot  £«6m. 

Wonldst  thoa  soai  he4TeQWiinl  on  iu  joyoiu  wing  T 
Cut  off  tbe  BUthlj  bnnlBu  of  the  Baal ; 

High  from  this  crsmpBd  mnd  dongBtaiMl  being,  •priD( 
Into  the  lealm  of  the  IdsiL 

As  some  injudicious  master  lowers  and  vitiates  the 
taste  of  the  student  by  fixing  his  attention  to  what  he 
falsely  calls  the  Natural,  but  which,  in  reality,  is  the 
Gommonplace,  and  understands  not  that  beauty  is  art 
is  created  by  what  Kaphael  so  well  describes,  —  namely, 
the  idea  of  beauty  in  the  painter^a  own  Tnind;  and 
that  in  every  art,  whether  its  plastic  expression  be 
found  in  words  or  marble,  colors  or  sounds,  the  servile 
imitation  of  Nature  is  the  work  of  journeymen  and 
tyros,  —  BO  in  conduct  the  man  of  the  world  vitiates  and 
lowers  the  bold  enthusiasm  of  loftier  natures  by  tbe 
perpetual  reduction  of  whatever  is  generous  and  trustful 
to  sll  that  is  trite  and  coarse.  A  great  German  poet  has 
well  defined  tbe  distinction  between  discretion  and  the 
loiter  wisdom.  In  tbe  last  there  is  a  certain  lashnesa 
which  tbe  first  disdains,  — 

"  The  purblind  lee  but  the  receding  shore, 
Not  that  to  which  the  bold  wave  wsfti  them  o'er." 

Yet  in  this  Ic^c  of  the  prudent  and  the  worldly  then 
ii  often  a  reasoning  unanswerable  fA  its  kind. 
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Ton  miut  have  a  feeling,  —  a  faith  in  whatavat  U 
Mlf-vacrifiolng  and  diTiaa,  whether  in  religion  or  in  art, 
in  glory  or  in  lore ;  or  Common-Muse  will  nawn  joa 
out  of  the  saeriflcs,  and  a  ayllogism  -will  dabaae  th« 
Dirina  to  an  article  in  the  market. 

Srory  true  oritic  in  art,  from  Aristotle  and  Pliny, 
from  Winkelman  and  Yaaari  to  Beynolda  and  Fnaeli, 
has  sought  to  instruct  the  painter  ^t  Natuis  ia  not  to 
be  copied,  bat  exalted  ;  that  the  loftiest  order  of  art, 
salectii^  only  the  loftiest  combinatiooa,  is  the  per. 
petual  struggle  of  Humanity  to  approach  the  gods. 
The  great  punter,  as  the  great  author,  embodies 
what  is  pottiile  to  man,  it  is  true,  hut  what  ia  not 
oommon  to  mankind.  There  is  troth  in  Hamlet;  in 
Macbeth,  and  hiswitehee;  in  DeedemcHia;  in  Othello; 
in  Froepero,  and'in  Caliban;  there  is  truth  in  the  ost- 
toons  of  Baphael;  there  ia  truth  in  the  Apollo,  the 
Antinotta,  and  the  Laooote.  But  you  do  not  meet  the 
originals  of  the  words,  the  osrtoous,  or  the  marble,  in 
Oxford  Street  or  St.  James's.  All  these,  to  letom  to 
Baphael,  are  the  creatuiea  of  the  idea  in  the  artist's 
mind.  This  idea  is  not  inborn ;  it  has  oome  from  an 
intense  study.  But  that  study  has  been  of  the  ideal  that 
can  be  raised  from  the  potitiva  and  the  actual  into  gnui- 
deur  and  beanty.  The  commonest  model  becomes  full 
of  exquisite  suggeetions  to  him  who  has  formed  this 
idea;  a  Venus  of  flesh  and  blood  would  be  Tulgariud 
1^  the  imitation  of  him  who  has  not. 

When  asked  where  he  got  hie  models,  Quido  sum- 
moned a  common  porter  from  hie  calling,  and  drew  from 
•  mean  original  a  head  of  surpassing  beanty.  It  lesem- 
bled  the  porter,  but  idealized  the  porter  to  the  hero. 
It  was  true,  but  it  wss  not  real.  Than  are  critics  who 
will  tell  you  that  the  Boor  of  Teniers  is  more  traa  to 
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Katun  than  the  Porter  of  Chiidot  The  oommonplMe 
public  Maroely  understand  Qw  idealising  prlnoiple, 
eren  in  art;  foi  high  art  is  w  aoquiied  tasta. 

But  to  oorae  to  mj  eompariwm.  Still  Ibm  is  ttie 
kindred  principle  comprehended  in  conduct.  And  the 
advice  gf  vorldlj  prudenoe  would  la  often  deter  from  the 
rieke  of  Tirtne  as  from  the  puniahmenta  of  vice;  jet  in 
conduct,  u  in  art,  there  ia  an  idea  of  the  great  and 
beautiful,  hf  which  men  should  exalt  the  hackneyed 
and  the  trite  of  life.  Now  Glyndon  felt  the  sober 
prudence  of  Hervale's  teaaonings;  he  recoiled  from  the 
probable  picture  placed  before  him,  in  his  devotion  to 
the  one  master-taleiit  he  posoeaaed,  and  the  one  maater- 
paasion  that,  rightly  directed,  might  purifjr  hia  whole 
being  as  a  etroi^  wind  purifies  the  air. 

But  thoi^h  he  could  not  loing  himself  to  decide 
in  the  teeth  of  so  rational  a  jadgment,  neither  could  he 
reeolve  at  once  to  BhaodoD  the  pursuit  of  Viola.  Fearful 
of  being  influenced  by  Zanoni's  counsels  and  his  own 
heart,  he  had  for  the  last  two  days  shunned  an  interview 
with  the  yoang  actress.  But  after  a  nigbt  following  his 
last  oonversation  with  Zanoni,  and  that  we  have  just 
recorded  with  Mervate,  —  a  night  colored  by  dreams  ao 
distinct  as  to  aeem  prophetic,  dreams  that  appeared  so 
to  shape  his  future  according  to  the  hinte  of  Zanoni 
that  be  could  have  fancied  Zanoni  himself  had  sent  them 
from  the  house  of  sleep  to  haunt  his  pillow,- — he 
resolved  once  more  to  seek  Viola;  and  though  witiiout  a 
definite  or  distinct  object,  he  yielded  himself  up  to  the 
impulse  of  his  heart. 
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Shi  was  Mated  outside  bet  door,  — the  young  actienl 
The  aet  before  her  in  that  heavenly  bay  seemed  literally 
to  aleep  la  the  amu  of  tbe  shore;  while,  to  the  right, 
not  fu  off,  rose  the  dark  and  tangled  oiagB  to  which  the 
traveller  of  to-day  ia  duly  brought  to  gaze  on  the  tomb 
of  Virgil,  or  oompare  with  the  caTem  of  Posilipo  the  arch- 
way of  Highgato  Hill.  There  were  a  few  fiahennen 
loitering  by  the  cliA,  on  which  their  neta  wer«  hung  to 
dry;  and  at  a  distance  the  sound  of  some  rustic  pipe 
(more  common  at  that  day  than  at  this) ,  mingled  now 
and  then  with  the  belb  of  the  buy  mules,  broke  the 
voluptuous  silence,  —  the  silence  of  declining  noon 
on  the  shores  of  ITapleaj  never,  till  you  have  enjoyed 
it,  never,  till  yon  have  felt  its  enervating  but  delicious 
charm,  believe  that  you  can  oompcehend  all  the  meaning 
of  the  Dolce  far  niente  ; '  and  when  that  luxury  has  been 
known,  when  you  have  breathed  that  atmosphere  of 
faity-land,  then  you  will  no  longer  wonder  why  the 
heart  ripens  into  fruit  so  sudden  and  so  rich  beneath 
the  rosy  skies  and  the  glorious  sunshine  of  the  South. 

The  eyes  of  the  actress  were  fixed  on  the  broad  blue 
deep  beyond.  In  the  unwonted  negligence  of  her  dress 
might  be  traced  the  abstraction  of  her  mind.  Her  beau- 
tiful hair  was  gathered  up  loosely,  and  partially  ban- 

'  O  aiLziOBa  doubt  and  chilling  fear  that  gtom  bj  thinking. 

*  na  plaaaan  of  doiiig  nothing. 
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daged  hf  a  kenltief  wbooe  parpl«  color  temi  to  deepen 
the  golden  hue  of  her  tiewea.  A  stray  carl  ese&ped 
and  fell  down  the  graceful  neck.  A  loose  morning- 
robe,  girded  by  a  suh,  left  the  bieeze,  that  came  ever 
and  Alton  from  the  sea,  to  die  upon  the  bust  half  die- 
cloaed;  and  the  tiny  slipper,  that  Cinderella  might  have 
worn,  seemed  a  world  too  wide  for  the  tiny  foot  which  it 
acaicely  covered.  It  might  be  the  heat  of  the  day  that 
deepened  the  soft  bloom  of  the  cheeka,  and  gave  an 
unwonted  languor  to  the  large,  dark  eyes.  In  all  the 
pomp  of  her  stage  attire,  —  in  all  the  flush  of  excitement 
before  the  intoxicating  lamps,  —  never  had  Tiola  looked 
ao  lovely. 

By  the  side  of  the  actress,  and  filling  up  the  thresh- 
old, stood  Oionetta,  with  het  arms  thrust  to  the  elbow 
in  two  huge  pockets  on  either  side  of  her  gown. 

"But  I  assure  you,"  said  the  nurse,  in  that  sharp, 
quick,  ear-splitting  tone  in  which  the  old  women  of  the 
South  are  more  than  a  match  for  those  of  the  North,  — 
"  but  I  assure  you,  my  darlii^,  that  there  is  not  a  finer 
cavalier  in  all  Kaplee,  nor  a  more  beautiful,  than  this 
Inglete  ;  and  I  am  told  that  all  these  Jngleai  are  much 
richer  than  they  seem.  Though  they  have  no  trees  in 
their  country,  poor  people  I  and  instead  of  twenty-four 
they  have  only  twelve  hours  to  the  day,  yet  I  hear  that 
they  shoe  their  horses  with  scudi;  and  since  they 
cannot  (the  poor  heretics!)  turn  grapes  into  wine,  for 
they  have  no  grapes,  they  turn  gold  into  physic,  and 
take  a  glass  or  two  of  pistoles  whenever  they  are  troubled 
with  the  colic  But  you  don't  hear  me,  little  pupil  of 
my  eyes,  — you  don't  hear  mel  " 

"And  these  things  are  whispered  of  Zanonil"  said 
Viola,  half  to  herself,  and  unheeding  CHonetta's  enlo* 
gies  on  Glyndon  and  the  Bngliah. 
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"Blanad  llariBl  do  not  UUc  of  this  terrible  Zraoni. 
Ton  m&y  be  rare  that  bia  beautiful  face,  like  hia  jet 
more  bettntifnl  pistolea,  is  only  witcboraft.  I  look  at 
tbe  laoMj  be  gave  nM  the  other  night,  amy  quarter 
of  an  bonr,  to  aee  whe&ei  it  haa  not  tnmad  into 
pebbles." 

'  Do  you  then  really  believe,"  eaid  Viola,  vith  timid 
earnestness,  "  that  sorcery  still  exists  1 " 

"Believe I  Do  I  belisTfl  in  the  blessed  Ban  Oea- 
naro  t  How  do  you  think  he  onred  old  Filippo '  the 
Bsherman,  when  the  doctor  gave  him  npt  How  do  you 
think  he  has  managed  himself  to  lire  at  least  these  three 
hundred  years  f  How  do  you  think  he  fasoinates  every 
CHie  to  bis  bidding  with  a  look,  as  tbe  vampirea  dot " 

"  Ab.is  this  only  witchcraft  t  It  is  like  it,  —  it  must 
be!"  murmured  Viola,  turning  very  pale,  Oionetta 
beiaelf  was  soaroely  more  superstitions  than  the  daugh- 
ter of  the  mnaioian.  And  ber  very  innooenoe,  chilled 
at  tbe  strangeness  of  viigin  passion,  might  well  aaoribe 
to  magie  what  hearts  more  experienced  would  have 
rsBolTcd  to  love. 

"  And  then,  why  baa  this  great  Prince  di been 

so  terrified  by  him  t  Why  has  be  ceased  to  persecute 
nst  Why  has  be  been  so  quiet  and  still  f  Is  there  no 
soresiy  in  all  thati  " 

"  Think  yon,  then,"  said  Viola,  with  sweet  inoonais- 
tancy,  "  that  I  owe  (hat  happiness  and  safety  to  his  pro- 
teotioDt  Oh,  let  me  so  believel  Be  silent,  Gionettal 
Why  have  I  only  thee  and  my  own  terrors  to  oonxnlt  t 
0  beautifnl  aunl "  and  the  girl  pressed  her  hand  to  her 
heart  with  wild  energy ;  "  thou  lightest  every  spot  but 
this.     Go,  Oionetta  I  leave  me  alone,  —  leave  me  I  " 

'  And  indeed  it  is  time  I  should  leave  you,  for  the 
I  will  be  spoiled,  and  yon  have  eat  nothing  all 


n,s,t,..d:,i.  Google 


iSt  zuroNi 

day.  If  you  don't  e*t  jon  will  loaa  joar  itmafty;  my 
darling,  sad  then  oobody  will  oaze  tr  yoo.  Nobody 
cares  for  \u  when  we  grow  ugly, —  Z  know  that ;  and  tiiui 
you  muat,  like  old  Oionetta,  get  some  Viola  of  your  own 
to  spoil.     I  '11  go  and  see  to  the  polenta." 

"  Since  I  have  known  this  man,"  said  the  girl,  halt 
alond,  — "  since  his  dark  eyes  have  hammed  me,  I 
am  no  longer  the  same.     I  Itmg  to  escape  frcoa  mya^, 

—  to  glide  with  the  snnbeam  over  the  hill-topa;  to 
become  aomething  that  is  not  of  earth.  Pbantoms  float 
before  roe  at  night;  and  a  fluttering,  like  the  wing  of  a 
bird,  within  my  heart,  seems  as  if  the  spirit  were  terri- 
fied, and  would  break  its  cago." 

While  murmuring  these  incoherent  rhapsodies,  a  step 
that  she  did  not  hear  approached  the  actress,  and  s  light 
hand  tonched  her  arm. 

"  Viola!  —  bellUnma  I  —  Violal  " 

She  turned,  and  saw  Qljndon.  The  sight  of  his  fair 
yonng  face  calmed  her  at  onoe.  His  presence  gaye  her 
pleasure. 

"  Viola,"  said  the  Eoglishinan,  takii^  her  hand,  and 
drawing  her  again  to  the  bench  from?  which  she  had 
risen,  as  he  seated  himself  beside  her,  "  you  shall  hear 
me  speak  1  You  must  know  already  tiiat  I  love  theet 
It  has  not  been  pity  or  admiration  alone  that  has  led 
me  ever  and  ever  to  thy  dear  side ;  reasons  ^lere  may 
have  been  why  I  have  not  spoken,  save  by  my  eyes, 
before ;  but  this  day  —  I  know  not  how  it  is  —  I  feel  a 
more  sustained  and  settled  courage  to  addiees  thee,  eJid 
learn  the  happiest  or  the  worst.     I  hare  rivals,  I  know, 

—  rivals  who  are  more  powerful  than  the  poor  utist; 
an  they  also  more  favored  t  " 

Viola  blushed  faintly ;  but  her  countenaaea  was  grave 
and    dlstiAssed.     Looking  down,   and  marking   mm» 
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UsroglfiAianl  flgnm  in  th*  dust  with  tin  point  of  her 
■lipper,  she  said,  with  some  heaitation,  and  a  vain 
attempt  to  be  gaj ,  *  Signor,  whoevei  wastes  his  thoughts 
ML  an  wtKM  mnat  nibniit  to  bare  rivals.  It  ia  oar 
imhapp;  destiny  not  to  be  eoored  even  to  ourselves." 

"  Bat  yoa  do  not  love  this  destioyi  glittering  thoagh 
it  Mem ;  jova  heart  ia  not  in  the  vocation  which  your 
gifts  adoni." 

"Ah,  noI "  said  the  aetresa,  her  eyes  filling  with 
tears.  '  Onoe  I  loved  to  be  the  priestess  of  aong  and 
masic;  now  I  feel  only  that  it  is  a  misoTahle  lot  to  be 
aUve  to  a  moltitode." 

^Fly,  then,  with  me,"  said  the  artist, 'passiouXely; 
"  \jait  toKTVT  tha  calling  that  divides  that  heart  I  would 
have  all  my  own.  Share  my  fate  now  and  forever,  —  my 
pride,  my  delight,  my  ideal!  Thou  shalt  inspire  my 
eanvas  and  my  song ;  thy  beauty  shall  be  made  at  once 
holy  and  reiiowned.  In  the  galleries  of  princes,  crowdi 
■hail  gather  round  the  effigy  of  a  Venus  or  a  Saint,  and 
awhisper  shall  break  forth,  'Itia  ViolaFisanil '  AJil 
Viola,  I  adore  thee ;  tell  me  that  I  do  not  woiship  in 
vain-" 

'  Thou  art  good  and  fair,"  said  Viola,  garing  on  her 
lover,  as  he  pressed  nearer  to  bet,  and  elaaped  her  hand 
in  his;  *  hnt  what  should  I  give  thee  in  retomT  " 

"  Love,  love ,  —  only  love  1 " 

*  A.  Slater's  love  t " 

■  Ab,  speak  not  with  such  cruel  ooldneasl  " 

"It  is  all  I  have  for  thee.  Listen  to  me,  signor: 
when  I  look  on  yoni  face,  when  I  hear  your  voioe,  a 
OMiain  serene  and  tranquil  calm  creepe  over  and  lulls 
thoughts,  —  oh,  how  feverish,  how  wild!  When  than 
art  gone,  the  day  seems  a  shade  more  dark;  but  the 
shadow  soon  ilies.     I  misstheenot;  I  think  not  of  thee: 
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no,  I  ian  thM  not;  taA  I  will  give  tnyieU  only  whsn 
I  love." 

"But  I  wontd  tsach  thaa  to  love  me;  fear  it  not. 
Naj,  anoh  lore  as  thou  deaoribeat,  in  our  truqail  oli- 
mates,  ia  tiie  love  of  ianooenoe  and  jonth." 

'  Of  innooenoe  1 "  said  Viola.  "  Is  it  >o  I  Ferliapa  —  " 
She  paused,  and  addod,  witli  an  effort,  *  Voreigneil 
and  wouldat  thou  wed  the  orphan  t  Ah,  thou  at  least 
art  generonat  It  ii  not  tbe  innocenee  thon  wonldat 
deatroyl " 

Glyndon  drew  back,  conaoienoe-strickeu. 

'  No,  it  ma;  not  bel  "  she  said,  rising,  but  not  ocm- 
sciona  of  the  thonghta,  half  of  shame,  half  suspicion, 
that  passed  through  the  mind  of  her  lovar.  "  Leave  me, 
and  forget  me.  You  do  not  understand,  you  ooold  not 
eompnhend,  the  nature  of  her  whom  70D  think  to  love. 
From  uj  childhood  upward,  I  have  felt  as  if  I  were 
marked  oat  for  some  etni^  and  pretematnial  doom;  as 
if  I  were  singled  from  my  kind.  This  feeling  (and, 
oh!  at  timea  it  ia  one  of  deliriona  and  vague  delight,  at 
others  of  the  darkest  gloom)  deepens  within  me  day  by 
day.  It  ia  like  the  afaadow  of  twilight,  spreading 
alowly  and  solemnly  around.  My  hoof  appraaehesi  a 
litUe  while,  and  it  will  be  nightl  " 

Aa  ahe  spoke,  Olyndon  liatened  with  viaihle  emotion 
and  perturbation.  "Yiolal"  he  exclaimed,  as  she 
ceased,  "  your  words  more  than  ever  enchain  me  to  yoa. 
At  you  feel,  I  feel.  I,  too,  have  been  ever  haunted 
with  a  chill  and  unearthly  forebodii^.  Amidst  the 
crowds  of  men  I  have  felt  alone.  In  all  my  pleasuies, 
my  toila,  my  purauita,  a  warning  voice  has  murmured 
in  my  ear,  '  Time  has  a  dark  mystery  in  store  for  Uiy 
manhood. '  Whan  you  spoke,  it  wia  as  the  voioe  of  my 
own  soul." 
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YioU  gsied  upon  Mm  in  iroocler  and  feu.  Her 
eonnteoance  was  aa  white  u  marble;  and  those  features, 
BO  divine  in  their  rare  symmetry,  might  have  served  the 
Greek  with  a  stndy  for  the  Pythoness,  when,  from  the 
myatio  oavem  and  the  bubbling  spring,  she  first  hears 
the  voice  of  the  inapiring  god.  Gradually  the  rigor 
and  tension  of  that  wonderful  faoe  relaxed,  the  color 
ntnnwd,  the  pulse  beat:  the  heart  animated  the 
fnma. 

" Tell  me,"  she  said,  turning  partially  aside,  — 'tell 
ae,  have  you  seen  —  do  you  know  —  a  stranger  in  this 
aty,  —  one  of  whom  wild  stoiiea  are  afloat  I  " 

"You  speak  of  Zanoni)  I  have  seen  him:  I  know 
him,  —  and  you)  Ah,  he,  too,  would  be  myrivall  — 
he,  too,  would  bear  thee  from  mel  " 

"  You  err,"  said  Viola,  hastily,  and  with  a  deep  sigh; 
"  he  pleads  for  yon :  he  informed  me  of  your  love ;  he 
besought  me  not  —  not  to  reject  it." 

"Strange  being)  incompTeheneible  enigmal  Why 
did  you  name  him  T " 

"  Why  I  ah,  I  wonld  have  asked  whether,  when  you 
first  saw  him,  the  foreboding,  the  instinct,  of  which 
you  spoke,  came  on  you  more  fearfully,  more  intelligibly 
than  before ;  whether  you  felt  at  once  repelled  from  him, 
yet  attracted  towards  him;  whether  you  felt,"  and 
the  aotress  spoke  with  hurried  animation,  "that  with 
HiK  was  connected  the  secret  of  your  lifet  " 

"  All  this  I  felt,"  answered  Qlyndon,  in  a  trembling 
voice,  *  the  first  time  I  was  in  hie  presence.  Thot^h 
all  around  me  was  gay ,  —  music,  amidst  lamp-lit  trees, 
light  converse  near,  and  heaven  without  a  cloud  above, 
—  my  knees  knocked  together,  my  hair  bristled,  and  my 
blood  enidled  like  ice.  Since  tiien  he  has  divided  m; 
thoi^hte  with  thee." 
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"Tfo  more,  no  morel  "  «aid  VioU,  in  ft  itiflad  tone; 
"  there  must  be  the  hand  of  fate  in  thia.  I  can  qwak 
to  ;ou  no  mora  nov.  Farewell  1 "  She  sprang  paat 
him  into  the  houu,  and  cloeed  the  door.  Ol^ndon  did 
not  follow  hei,  nor,  strange  as  it  may  aeem,  wai  he  m 
Inclined.  The  thought  and  recollection  of  that  moon- 
lit houi  in  the  gardens ,  of  the  strange  «ddz«ea  of 
Zanoni,  froze  up  all  human  passion.  Viola  herself,  if 
not  forgotten,  shrunk  back  like  a  shadow  into  the 
recesees  of  his  breast.  He  ahivered  as  he  stepped  into 
tiie  sunlight,  and  musingly  lettaced  his  steps  into  the 
mote  populous  ports  of  that  liveliest  of  Italian  cities. 
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Bnt  that  which  aapedallj  diitinguuhes  the  brothBrhood  ii  that 
nuvrdloiu  knowledge  of  aU  tke  leaojoetm  id  medical  art,  Th^ 
work  not  b;  chumc,  bat  limplM.  —  MS.  AeeemU  of  (A«  Origin 
vtd  AOribvtti  o/EAc  (rw  Awicmcioiw,  bg  J.  Ton  D-^ — . 

At  Uua  time  it  cluuiced  that  YioU  bad  th«  opportuni^ 
to  ntnm  ^e  kindoMa  shown  to  hei  b;  the  friendly 
miuiciaii  whose  boose  had  nceived  and  sheltered  ber 
when  fint  left  an  orphan  on  the  world.  Old  Bemaidi 
bad  brought  up  three  sons  to  the  same  profession  as 
himself,  and  the;  bad  lately  left  Naples  to  seek  their 
fortnnes  in  the  wealthier  cities  of  Northern  Europe, 
where  the  musical  market  was  less  overstocked.  There 
was  only  left  to  glad  the  household  of  bis  aged  wife 
and  himself,  a  lively,  prattling,  dark-eyed  girl  of  some 
mgbt  jeots  old,  the  child  of  his  second  son,  whose 
mother  had  died  in  giving  hei  birth.  It  so  happened 
that,  about  a  month  previous  to  tbe  date  on  which  our 
story  has  now  entered,  a  paralytic  affection  had  disabled 
Betnaidi  from  the  duties  of  his  calling.  He  bad  been 
always  a  social,  harmless,  improvident,  generous  fellow, 
—  living  on  his  gains  from  day  to  day,  as  if  tbe  day  of 
B  and  old  age  never  was  to  arrive.     Though  be 
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received  a.  am&ll  allowance  for  hia  past  serricee,  it  Ql 
sufficed  for  his  waate;  neitbei  was  he  fiee  from  debt. 
Poverty  stood  at  hia  hearth, — when  Viola's  grateful 
smile  and  liberal  band  came  to  chase  the  grim  fiend 
away.  But  it  is  not  enough  to  a  heart  truly  kind  to 
send  and  give;  more  charitable  is  it  to  visit  and  con- 
sole. "Forget  not  thy  father's  friend."  So  almost 
daily  went  ttke  bright  idol  of  Xaples  to  the  house  of 
Bemardi  Suddenly  a  beaviei  affliction  than  either 
poverty  or  the  palsy  befell  the  old  mnsidan.  His  grand- 
child, bis  little  Beatrice,  fell  ill,  suddenly  and  danget- 
ouely  ill,  of  one  of  those  rapid  fevers  common  to  the 
South;  and  Viola  was  summoned  from  her  strange  and 
fearful  reveries  of  love  or  fancy,  to  the  aick-bed  of  the 
young  sufferer. 

The  child  was  exceedingly  fond  of  Viola,  and  the  old 
people  thought  that  her  mere  presence  would  bring 
healing ;  but  when  Viola  arrived,  Beatrice  was  insensible. 
Fortunately  there  was  no  performance  that  evening  at 
Son  Carlo,  and  she  resolved  to  stay  the  night  and  partake 
its  fearful  cares  and  dangerous  vigil. 

But  during  the  night  the  child  grew  worse,  the  phy- 
sician (the  leechcraft  has  never  been  veiy  skilful  at 
Naples)  shook  his  powdered  head,  kept  his  aromatics  at 
his  nostrils,  administered  his  palliatives,  and  departed. 
Old  Bemardi  seated  himself  by  the  bedside  in  stem 
silence;  here  was  the  last  tie  that  bound  him  to  life. 
Well,  let  the  anchor  break  and  the  battered  ship  go 
downl  It  was  an  iron  resolve,  more  fearful  than  aor- 
row.  An  old  man,  with  one  foot  in  the  grave,  watch- 
ing by  the  couch  of  a  dying  child,  is  one  of  &e  moat 
awful  spectacles  in  human  calamities.  The  wife  waa 
more  active,  more  bustling,  more  hopeful,  and  more 
tearfoL     Viola  took  heed  of  all  three.     But  towards 


n,s,t,..d:,i.  Google 


ZUIOHL  189 

dkwn,  Beatriee's  stete  became  ao  obnooely  alamiiiig, 
that  Viola  henelf  b^an  to  deipair.  At  this  time  she 
aaw  the  old  woman  auddenly  rise  from  before  the  image 
of  the  saint  at  which  ahe  had  been  kneehng,  wrap  her- 
self in  her  cloak  and  hood,  and  quietly  quit  the  chamber. 
Viola  stole  after  her. 

"  It  is  cold  for  thee,  good  mother,  to  brave  the  air;  let 
me  go  for  the  physician  1 " 

**  Child,  I  am  not  going  to  him.  I  have  heard  of  one 
in  the  city  vbo  baa  been  tender  to  the  poor,  and  who, 
they  say,  has  cured  the  sick  when  phyriciaos  foiled.  I 
will  go  and  say  to  him,  '  Signor,  we  are  beggars  in  all 
else,  bnt  yesterday  we  were  rich  in  love.  We  are  at  Uie 
cloae  of  life,  but  we  lived  in  our  grandchild'a  childhood. 
Give  us  back  our  weftlth, — give  us  back  our  youth.  Let 
us  die  blessing  Ood  that  the  thing  we  love  survives  us.' " 

She  was  gone.  Why  did  thy  heart  beat,  Viola  1 
The  infant's  sharp  cry  of  pain  called  her  bock  to  the 
couch;  and  there  still  sat  the  old  man,  unoonacioas  of 
hia  wife's  movements,  not  sturin^^  his  eyes  glaxing  fast 
as  they  watched  the  agonies  of  that  slight  fnme.  By 
degrees  the  wail  of  pain  died  into  a  low  moan, — the 
convulaiona  gnw  feebler,  but  more  ftvquent;  the  glow 
of  fever  faded  into  the  Uue,  pale  tinge  that  settles  into 
the  last  bloodless  marble. 

The  daylight  came  broader  and  clearer  thnnigh  the 
casement;  steps  were  heard  on  the  stairs,  — the  old 
woman  entered  hastily;  she  rushed  to  the  bed,  cast  a 
glance  on  the  patient,  "  9he  lives  yet,  signor,  she 
livesl" 

Vida  raised  her  eyes, — the  child's  head  was  pillowed 
on  her  boaom,  —  and  she  beheld  Zanoni.  He  smiled 
on  her  with  a  tender  and  soft  approval,  and  took  the 
infant  from  her  arms.     Tet  even  then,  as  she  saw  him 
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beading  nleatif  (ym  ihat  p&le  face,  &  npentitioiu  feu 
mingled  with  hw  hopes.  "  Was  it  by  lawful  —  by  holy 
art  that  — "  her  seU-questioning  ceased  abruptly;  for 
hia  dark  eye  toiaed  to  her  as  if  he  read  her  soul,  and 
bia  aspect  aocuaed  lier  conscience  for  its  suspicion,  for 
it  spoke  reproach  not  unmingled  with  disdain. 

"Be  comforted,"  he  said,  gently  turning  to  the  old 
man,  "  the  danger  is  not  beyond  the  reach  of  human 
■Ifill  J "  itnil,  talcing  from  his  bosom  a  small  crystal 
vasei  he  mingled  a  few  drops  with  water.  Ko  eoooer 
did  tti"  medicine  moisten  the  infant's  lips,  thr^n  it 
aeemed  to  produce  an  astonishing  effect.  The  color 
reTived  ntpidly  on  the  lips  and  cheeks;  m  a  few 
moments  the  sufferer  slept  calmly,  and  with  the  r^ular 
breathing  of  painless  sleep.  And  ttten  the  old  man 
rose,  rigidly,  as  a  corpse  might  rise,  —  looked  down, 
listened,  and  creeping  gently  away,  stole  to  the  comet 
of  the  room,  and  wept,  and  thanked  Heaven  1 

Now,  old  Bwnardi  had  been,  hitherto,  but  a  cold 
believer;  aonow  had  never  before  led  him  aloft  from 
earth.  Old  as  he  was,  he  had  never  before  thought  as 
tiie  old  should  think  of  death,  —  that  endangered  life  of 
the  yonng  had  wakened  up  the  careless  soul  of  age. 
Zanoni  whispered  to  the  wife,  and  she  drew  tiie  old 
man  quietly  from  the  room. 

"  Dost  tbou  fear  to  leave  me  an  hour  with  thy  charge, 
Viola  1  Thinkest  thou  still  that  this  knowledge  is  of 
thttHlendl" 

"  Ah,"  said  Viola,  humbled  and  yet  r^oioed,  "  forgive 
me,  forgive  me,  signor.  Thou  biddest  the  young  live 
and  the  old  pray.  My  thoughts  never  ahall  wrong  thee 
morel " 

Before  the  sun  rote,  Beatrice  was  out  of  danger;  at 
■con  Zanoni  escaped  from  the  blessinga  of  the  aged 
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palv,  and  m  b«  elMed  th«  door  of  tiw  lionM,  Im  found 
VioU  amiting  him  wiUiont. 

Slia  stood  before  him  timidly,  her  hsnds  awawd 
meekly  on  her  hosom,  her  downcut  eyea  BwinmiBg 
vith  tous. 

"  Do  not  let  me  be  the  only  one  yon  Imtb  nnfcappy  t  " 

"  And  vh&t  mm  oan  the  herbs  and  anodynea  alfeot  for 
theel  If  thou  canst  ao  readily  believe  ill  of  those  who 
have  aided  and  yet  would  serve  thee,  thy  diieaae  is  of 
the  heart;  and  — '  nay,  weep  notl  nurse  of  the  aiek,  and 
comforter  of  the  ud,  I  shonld  rather  approve  than  ohida 
thee.  Forgive  thee  I  Life,  that  ever  needa  forgiraneaa, 
haa,  for  ita  first  dn^,  to  forgive." 

"Xo,  do  not  forgive  ma  yet.  I  do  not  deaerrs  a 
pardon;  for  even  now,  while  I  feel  how  ongrataful  I 
was  to  believe,  snspect,  aught  injorioos  and  false  to  n^ 
preserver,  my  tears  flow  from  happiness,  not  remorse. 
OhI  "  she  continued,  with  a  simple  fervor,  nnconsciona, 
in  her  innocence  and  her  generoua  emoti<»u,  of  all  the 
secrete  she  betrayed ,  —  "  ttion  knowest  not  how  bitter  it 
was  to  believe  thee  not  more  good,  more  pure,  more 
sacred  than  all  the  world.  And  when  T  saw  thee,  —  the 
wealthy,  the  noble,  coming  from  thy  palace  to  miniater 
to  the  snfierings  of  the  hovel,  —  when  I  heard  those 
blessings  of  the  poor  breathed  upon  thy  parting  foot- 
steps, I  felt  my  very  self  exalted, —  good  in  thy  good- 
ness, noble  at  least  in  those  thoughts  that  did  not  wrong 
thee, " 

"And  thinkest  thou,  Viola,  that  in  a  mere  act  of 
scienoe  there  is  so  much  virtue  T  The  commonest  leech 
will  tend  the  sick  for  his  fee.  Are  prayen  and  bless- 
ings a  less  reward  than  gold  t " 

"And  mine,  then,  are  not  worthless!  Thou  wilt 
•  aeeept  of  minel " 


n,s,t,..d:,i.  Google 


14S 

*  Ah,  Yiolal  *  exclaimad  Zuicini,  with  a  loddon  pu* 
■ion,  that  Dovend  har  face  vith  bloabea,  *  thoa  onlj, 
matltinka,  on  all  the  Mith,  hut  the  power  to  woond  oi 
delist  mel  "  He  checked  himself,  and  hia  faoe  beoame 
grave  and  aad,  "  And  thia,"  he  added,  in  an  altared 
tone,  *  beoanse,  if  thou  wooldat  heed  my  ooiuaela, 
methinka  I  oonld  guide  •  guileleaa  heart  to  a  ha^ij 
fcte." 

*  Thj  oouneelal  I  will  obey  them  alL  Uoold  me 
to  what  thou  wilt.  In  tiiine  abeenoe,  I  am  as  a  child 
that  feara  every  shadow  in  the  dark ;  in  thy  preaenoe, 
my  aonl  expaoda,  aod  the  whole  world  seema  aim  with 
a  oeleatial  noonday.  Do  not  deny  to  me  that  preaenoe. 
I  am  fatherieea  and  i£ni>niiLia<]  alone,!  " 

Zanoni  averted  Mb  face,  and,  after  a  moment's  silenoe, 
replied  calmly,  — 
"  Be  it  ao.     Sister,  I  will  viatt  the*  againi " 
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Who  so  happy  u  Viola  now  I  A  Utak  load  was  lifted 
frotD  her  heart:  her  step  seemed  to  tread  on  air;  she 
would  hare  sung  for  very  delight  as  she  went  gayly 
home.  It  is  such  happiness  to  the  pure  to  love,  —  but 
oh,  such  more  than  happinesB  to  believe  in  the  worth  of 
the  one  beloved.  Between  them  there  might  be  human 
obstacleB,  —  wealth,  rank,  man's  little  world.  But  there 
was  no  longer  that  dark  gulf  which  the  imagination 
recoils  to  dwell  on,  and  which  separates  forever  eoul 
from  soul.  He  did  not  love  her  in  return.  Love  her  I 
But  did  she  ask  for  love  1  Did  ehe  herself  love  t  No ; 
or  she  would  never  have  been  at  once  so  humble  and  ao 
bold.  How  merrilj  the  ocean  murmured  in  her  ear; 
how  radiant  an  aspect  the  commoQest  passer-by  seemed 
to  wearl  She  gained  her  home,  —  she  looked  upon  tlie 
tree,  glancing,  with  fantastic  branohea,  in  the  sun. 
"  Yes,  brother  mine  I  "  she  said,  laughing  in  her  joy, 
"  like  thee,  I  have  strolled  to  the  light!  " 

She  had  never  hitherto,  like  the  more  instructed 
Danghtera  of  the  North,  accustomed  herself  to  that 
delicious  Confessional,  the  tranafoaion  of  thought  to 
writing.  Now,  suddenly,  her  heart  felt  an  impulse;  a 
new-bom  instinct,  that  bade  it  commune  with  itself, 
bade  it  diaentangle  its  web  of  golden  fancies,  —  made 
itax  wiah  to  look  upon  her  inmost  self  as  in  a  glaaa. 
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TTpsprunft  from  the  embrace  of  Lore  end  Soul  — Uu 
Erofl  and  the  Psyche  —  theii  beautiful  offering, 
OeniusI  She  bloahed,  she  sighed,  she  trembled  u  she 
wrote.  And  from  the  freah  world  that  she  had  built  foi 
heraelf,  she  was  awakeqed  to  prepare  for  the  glittering 
atBige.  How  dull  became  the  music,  how  dim  the  scene, 
BO  exquisite  and  so  bright  of  old.  Stage,  thou  art  the 
Fair;  Land  to  the  vision  of  the  worldly.  Fancy,  whose 
music  is  not  heard  by  men,  whose  scenes  shift  not  by 
mortal  hand,  as  the  stage  to  the  present  world,  art  tiion 
to  the  future  and  the  put  I 
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Thi  B«xt  day,  at  noon,  Zuioni  viiitad  Violm;  and  the 
next  d^  and  th«  n«xt  and  agun  the  next,  —  days  that 
to  her  Memed  like  a  epeeial  time  aet  apart  trom  the  raat 
of  life.  And  yet  he  never  spoke  to  her  in  the  language' 
of  flattety,  and  almost  of  adotation,  to  whieh  she  had 
been  MttOBtcn&ed.  Perhaps  his  very  cxtldnen,  so  gentle 
as  it  was,  aaristed  to  this  mysterions  ohami.  He  talked 
to  her  much  of  her  past  life,  and  ehe  iraa  scarcely 
mrprised  (£ki  now  never  thought  of  terror)  to  petoeiTs 
how  much  of  that  past  seemed  known  to  him. 

He  made  her  speak  to  him  of  her  hther;  he  mad«  her 
recall  some  of  the  airs  of  Pisahi's  wild  mosic.  And 
those  airs  seemed  to  charm  and  Inll  him  into  reverie. 

"As  mosia  was  to  the  mnsician,"  nid  he,  "may 
seienee  be  to  the  wise.  Tour  father  looked  abfoad  in 
the  world;  all  was  discord  to  the  fine  sympathies  that 
he  felt  with  the  harmonies  that  daily  and  nightly  float 
to  the  throne  of  Heaven.  Life,  with  its  noisy  ambition 
and  its  mean  passions,  is  so  poor  and  base]  Out  of  his 
Bonl  he  created  the  life  and  the  world  for  which  his  soul 
was  fitted.  Viola,  thou  art  the  daughter  of  that  life, 
and  wilt  be  the  denizen  of  that  world." 

In  his  earlier  visits  he  did  not  speak  of  Olyndon. 
The  day  soon  came  on  which  he  renewed  the  subject. 
And  so  trustful,  obedient,  and  entire  was  the  allegianoo 
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that  Viola  now  owned  to  his  dominion,  that,  tmwal- 
eome  » that  aabject  vaa,  she  iMtnined  her  heart,  and 
listened  to  him  in  ailence. 

At  last  he  said,  *  Thon  bast  promiaed  thon  wilt  obey 
my  oouneelfi,  and  if,  Viola,  lehou  dask  thee,  nay  adjttre, 
to  aeoept  this  etianget'e  hand,  and  ehaie  his  fate,  should 
he  offer  to  thee  such  a  lot,  —  wooldst  thou  lefuse  1 " 

And  then  ahe  pressed  back  the  team  that  gashed  to  her 
eyes;  and  with  a  sttange  pleasuie  in  the  midst  of  pata,— 
the  pleasure  of  one  wbo  saoifices  heart  itself  to  the  one 
who  eommaods  that  heart,  —  she  anawraed  falteringly, 
*  If  thou  eoMst  oidain  it,  why  —  " 

"  Speak  on." 

"  Dispose  of  me  as  thou  wiltl  " 

SSanoni  stood  in  silence  for  some  momenta:  he«wthe 
■tru^le  which  the  girl  thought  she  eonoealed  eo  well ; 
he  made  an  Involmitary  movement  towards  her,  and 
preaaed  her  hand  to  his  lips ;  it  was  the  first  time  he  had 
ever  departed  even  so  far  from  a  certain  austerity  which 
perhaps  made  her  fear  him  and  her  own  thoughts  tite 
leas. 

"  Viola,"  said  be ,  and  his  voice  trembled,  "  the  danger 
that  I  can  avert  no  more,  if  thoM  linger  still  in  Naples, 
eomes  hourly  near  and  near  to  theel  On  the  third  day 
from  this  thy  late  must  be  decided.  I  accept  thy  prom- 
ise. Before  the  last  hour  of  tibst  day,  come  what  may, 
X  diall  see  thee  again,  hen,  at  thine  own  houn.  Till 
then,  farewelll  * 
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Whvt  Qlyndtm  laft  Tiols,  u  leeoided  in  the  eonoluding 
duptet  of  the  •eoond  divisioa  of  thia  work,  he  vm 
aboorbed  agun  in  those  myetioal  deiiiee  and  oonjecturee 
whioh  tiu  haunting  TeooUection  of  Zanoni  alwajs  served 
to  eieate.  And  aa  he  wandered  through  the  itieeta,  he 
was  Boaroelf  oonacioiu  of  hie  own  morementa  till,  iu  the 
mechaniam  of  onatom,  he  found  himaelf  in  the  midat  of 
one  of  the  noble  ooUeotions  of  pioturea  whioh  form  the 
boaat  of  those  Italian  citiea  whoae  glor^  ia  iu  the  peat. 
Thither  he  had  been  wont,  almoat  daily,  to  repair,  for 
Ike  gallery  contained  aome  of  the  finest  ipeeimens  of  a 
maater  eapeeially  the  object  of  hie  enthusiaBm  and 
atudy.  There,  before  the  worka  of  Salvator,  he  had 
(^Q  paoaed  in  deep  and  eameBt  rsTerenoe.  The  atoik- 
ing  oharacteriatic  of  that  artist  is  the  Viffor  of  Wilt; 
void  of  the  elevated  idea  of  abatract  beant^ ,  which  fur- 
niahea  a  model  and  archetype  to  the  geniuB  of  more 
iUustriona  order,  the  angular  energy  of  the  man  hews 
out  of  the  rock  a  dignity  of  his  own.  Hia  imagea  have 
the  nuge8ty,notof  the  god,  but  the  aavage;  utterly  free, 
like  the  enblimer  aohools,  from  tiie  common-place  of 
imitation,  — apart,  with  them,  from  the  conventional 
littlenasB  of  the  Beal,  —  he  graspa  the  imagination,  and 
•ompela  it  to  follow  him,  not  to  the  heaven,  but  through 


n,s,t,..d:,i.  Google 


14B  XASfoa. 

all  that  is  moat  wild  uid  fantastic  apon  earth ;  a  tozotrj, 
not  of  the  atany  magian,  but  of  the  gloomy  wiiard,  —  a 
man  of  romance  whose  heart  beat  Btrongly,  griping  art 
with  a  hand  of  iron,  and  forcing  it  to  idealite  the 
icenes  of  his  actual  life.  Before  this  powerful  will, 
Olf  ndon  drew  back  more  awed  and  admiring  than  befon 
the  calmer  beauty  which  rose  from  the  soul  of  Raphael, 
like  YenuB  from  the  deep.  And  now,  as  awaking  from 
bis  reverie,  he  stood  opposite  to  that  wild  and  mignifi- 
cent  gloom  of  Nature  which  frowned  on  him  from  the 
canvaa,  the  vety  leaves  on  those  gnome-lika,  distorted 
trees  seemed  to  rustle  sibylline  searets  in  hia  ear. 
Those  rugged  and  aombre  Apennines,  the  cataract  that 
dashed  between,  suited,  more  than  the  actual  scenes 
would  have  done,  the  mood  and  temper  of  hia  mind. 
The  stem,  uncouth  forma  at  rest  on  the  crags  below,  and 
dwarfed  by  the  giant  eiie  of  the  Matter  that  reigned 
around  them,  impressed  him  wiUi  the  might  of  Natum 
and  the  littleness  of  Man.  As  in  genius  of  the  more 
spiritual  cast,  the  living  man,  and  the  aoul  that  lives 
in  him,  ara  studiously  made  the  promineat  image;  and 
the  mere  accessories  of  scene  kept  down,  and  cast  back, 
as  if  to  show  that  the  Bzile  from  paradise  is  yet  the  mon- 
arch of  the  outward  world,  —  so,  in  the  landscapes  of 
Salvator,  the  tree,  the  mountain,  the  waterfall,  become 
the  principal,  and  man  himself  dwindles  to  the  aooea- 
soiy.  The  Matter  seems  to  reign  supreme,  and  its  true 
lord  to  creep  beneaUi  ila  stupendous  shadow.  Inert 
matter  giving  interest  to  the  immortal  man,  not  the 
immortal  man  to  the  inert  matter.  A  terribla  philoso- 
phy in  artl 

While  Mmething  of  theaa  thoughts  passed  through 
the  mind  of  the  painter,  ha  lelt  his  arm  touched,  and 
saw  Nioot  by  his  aida. 
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"  A  great  muter,"  sud  Kieot;  '  bat  I  do  sot  lore  Hi* 
achooL" 

'  I  do  not  love,  but  I  am  a'v«d  b^  it.  We  love  the 
beautiful  aad  serene,  but  we  have  a  feeling  as  deep  aa 
love  for  ttke  terriUe  and  dark." 

"True,"  nid  Nicot,  thoughtfully.  "And  yet  that 
feeling  is  only  a  superstition.  The  nuisery,  with  its 
tnlee  of  gboete  and  gobline,  is  the  cradle  of  many  of  out 
impieeaions  in  the  world.  But  art  should  not  seek  to 
pander  to  our  ignorance ;  art  should  repjaaent  only  truths. 
I  confesa  that  Kaphoel  pleases  me  lees,  because  I  have 
no  sympathy  with  hia  subjects.  His  aainta  and  virgins 
are  to  me  only  men  and  women. " 

"  And  from  what  souroe  should  painting,  then,  take 
its  themes  1 " 

"  From  history,  without  doubt,"  retuzned  Nioot, 
pragmatically, — "those  great  Roman  actions  which 
inspire  men  with  sentiments  of  liberty  and  valor,  wiUi 
the  virtues  of  a  republic.  I  wish  the  cartoooi  of 
Baphael  had  illustrated  the  story  of  the  Horatii;  but  it 
remains  for  France  and  her  Bepublio  to  give  to  posterity 
tba  new  and  the  trae  school,  which  could  never  have 
arisen  in  a  country  of  priestcraft  and  delusion," 

*  And  the  sainta  and  vligins  of  Baphael  are  to  you 
odlj  men  and  women  1 "  repeated  Glyndon,  going  back 
to  Kioot's  candid  otHifeasion  in  amaze,  and  scarcely  hear- 
ing the  deduetioni  the  Frenchman  drew  from  his 
proposition. 

"  Aseoredly.  Ha,  hal  "  and  Nioot  laughed  hideously, 
'  do  you  ask  nw  to  believe  in  the  calendar,  or  what  1 " 

"But  the  ideal t" 

"The  ideal!"  intermpted  Kioot.  "Stuff  I  The 
Italian  eritica,  and  your  English  Reynolds,  have  turned 
youi  bead.     They  are  so  food  of  tlwir '  gusto  grands,' 
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and  their '  ideal  beftntf  thfttapekkito  the  Krai t'  — aoull 
—  u  there  a  soul  t  I  nndentand  a  man  when  he  talka 
of  oomporing  for  a  lefined  taste,  —  for  on  educated  and 
intelligent  teason;  for  a  sense  that  oomprehends  truths. 
But  as  for  the  soul , —  bah  1  —  we  are  but  modifications  of 
matter,  aud  painting  is  modifi<!Ation  of  matter  also." 

Glyndon  tamed  his  eyes  from  the  picture  before  him 
to  Kicot,  and  from  Ificot  to  the  pictore.  The  dogmatist 
gare  a  voice  to  the  thoughts  vhich  the  sight  of  the 
picture  had  awakened.  He  shook  his  head  without 
reply. 

"Tell  me,"  aaid  Nicot,  abruptly, 'that  impostor, — 
Zanoni  t  —  oh  I  I  have  now  learned  hia  name  and  qnaok- 
eriea,  forsootii,  —  what  did  he  say  to  thee  of  me  I  " 

"  Of  thee  I  Nothing}  but  to  warn  ma  against  thy 
docbiaea.* 

'  Ahal  was  that  all  1 "  aaid  Nioot.  *  He  is  a  notable 
inventor,  and  since,  when  we  met  Isat,  I  munasked  his 
delusions,  I  thought  he  might  retaliate  by  some  tala  of 
slander." 

"  TTnoaaked  hia  delusioos  I  —  how  I " 

"  A  dull  and  long  story :  he  wished  to  teadi  an  old 
doting  friend  of  mine  his  secrets  of  prolonged  life  and 
philoaophical  alchemy.  I  adviae  thee  to  renounce  so 
discreditable  an  acquaintance, " 

With  ttutt  N'icot  nodded  signifloantly,  and,  not  wish- 

T J  to  be  further  questioned,  went  his  way. 
Glyndon 's  mind  at  that  moment  had  eao^ed  to  hia 
art,  and  the  oommenta  and  presence  of  Nioot  had  been 
no  welcome  interruption.  He  turned  from  the  landscape 
of  Salvator,  and  his  eye  falling  on  a  Nativity  by  Goreg- 
gio,  the  contrast  between  the  two  ranks  of  genina  atmok 
him  aa  a  discovery.  That  exquisite  repose,  that  perfect 
tense  of  beauty,   that    strength    withont    eflbrt,  that 
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bnatiiing  monl  of  h^h  art,  whieh  speaks  to  the  mind 
thTongh  the  eje,  aai  raises  the  thoughts,  hj  the  aid  of 
tmdenieBB  and  love,  to  the  regions  of  awe  and  wonder, 
—  ay  1  that  was  the  tme  school.  He  quitted  the  gallery 
with  relnotant  steps  and  inspired  ideas;  he  sought  his 
own  home.  Here,  pleased  not  to  find  the  sober  Merrale, 
he  leaned  his  face  on  hie  hands,  and  endeavored  to  recall 
the  words  of  Zanoni  in  their  last  meeting.  Yes,  he 
felt  Nioot'a  talk  eren  on  art  was  crime;  it  dehased  the 
imagination  iteelf  to  meohaaism.  Gould  he,  who  saw 
nothing  in  the  soul  but  a  combinatioQ  of  matter,  prate 
of  schools  that  should  excel  a  Raphael  t  Yes,  art  was 
magic;  and  as  he  owned  the  truth  of  the  aphorism,  he 
ooold  oompiehend  that  in  magic  there  may  be  religion, 
for  religion  is  an  essential  to  art.  His  old  amhitiDn, 
freeing  itself  from  the  frigid  prudence  with  which  Hev 
vale  songbt  to  desecrate  all  images  less  subetantittl  tbxa 
the  golden  ealf  of  the  world,  reviTed,  and  stined,  and 
kindled.  The  subtle  detection  of  what  he  conoeived  to 
be  an  error  in  the  school  be  had  hitherto  adopted,  made 
more  manifest  to  him  by  the  grinning  commentary  of 
yicot,  seemed  to  open  to  him  a  new  world  of  invention. 
He  seised  the  happy  moment,  —  he  placed  before  him 
the  colore  and  the  canvas.  Lost  in  his  conceptions  of  a 
fresh  ideal,  his  mind  was  lifted  aloft  into  the  airy  realms 
of  beauty ;  dark  thoughts,  unhallowed  desires,  vanished. 
Zanoni  was  right:  the  material  world  shrunk  from  his 
gaze;  he  viewed  Nature  as  from  a  monnlaiin-top  afto; 
and  as  the  waves  of  his  unquiet  heart  became  calm  and 
still,  again  the  ai^el  eyes  of  Yiola  beamed  on  them  as  a 
holy  star. 

Locking  himself  in  his  chamber,  he  refused  even  the 
visits  of  Mervale.  Intoxicated  with  the  pure  aii  of  his 
fresh  existence,  he  remained  for  tiiree  day%  and  almost 
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nights,  absorbed  in  hia  employment;  bat  on  ths  lonrfli 
morning  came  that  reaction  to  which  all  labor  is  exposed. 
He  woke  listlesa  and  fatigued;  and  as  he  cast  his  eyes 
on  the  canvas,  the  glory  seemed  to  have  gone  from  it. 
Humiliating  recoUectiona  of  the  great  masters  ha 
aepired  to  rival  forced  themHlves  npon  him;  defects 
before  unseen  magnified  themselves  to  deformities  in  his 
languid  and  discontented  eyes.  He  touohed  and 
i«toachad,  hut  his  hand  6uled  him;  h«  threw  down  his 
instruments  in  despair;  he  opened  his  casement :  the  day 
without  was  bright  and  lovely;  the  street  was  crowded 
with  that  life  which  is  ever  so  joyous  and  affluent  in  the 
animated  population  of  Naples.  He  saw  the  lover,  as 
he  passed,  conversing  with  his  mistress  by  those  mute 
gestures  which  have  survived  all  changes  of  languages, 
the  same  now  as  when  the  Etruscan  painted  yon  vaaea  in 
the  Museo  Botbonico.  Light  from  witiioat  beckoned 
his  youth  to  its  mirth  and  its  pleasntes;  and  the  dull 
walls  within,  lately  large  enough  to  comprise  heaven 
and  earth,  Boemed  now  cabined  and  confined  as  a 
felon's  prison.  He  welcomed  the  step  of  Merrale  at 
his  threshold,  and  unbarred  the  door. 

"And  is  that  all  you  have  donet"  said  Hervala, 
glancing  disdainfully  at  the  canvas.  *  Is  it  for  this 
that  you  have  shut  yourself  out  from  the  sunny  days 
and  moonlit  nights  of  Naples!  " 

"While  the  fit  was  on  me,  I  basked  in  a  brighter 
sun,  and   imbibed   the   voluptuous  luxury  of   a  softer 

"  You  own  that  ttie  fit  is  over.  Well,  that  is  some 
sign  of  returning  sense.  After  all,  it  is  better  to  daub 
canvas  for  ttuee  days  than  mak.%  a  fool  of  yoorseU  fot 
life.     This  little  siren  t" 

"  Be  dumbi    I  hate  to  hear  you  name  hsc* 
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ttaivile  dnw  hia  chair  nwnr  (o  Glyndon's,  thrnit  his 
hands  deep  in  hia  breeohea-pockBtB,  stratclisd  hii  legt, 
and  wu  about  to  begin  a  serioaH  strain  of  expostulation, 
irheu  a  knock  vas  heard  at  the  dooi,  and  Kioot,  without 
Waiting  for  leave,  obtruded  his  ugly  head. 

■  Qood-day,  mon  cher  a»i/rire.  I  wished  to  speak  to 
yon.  Sain/  you  have  been  at  work,  I  see.  This  is 
mil,  — very  well  I  A  bold  outline,  — great  freedom  in 
that  light  hand.  But,  hold!  is  the  compoeition  goodT 
Ton  have  not  got  the  great  pyramidal  form.  Don't  yon 
think,  too,  that  you  have  lost  the  advantage  of  contrast 
in  this  figure ;  since  the  right  leg  is  put  forward,  surely 
th«  right  arm  should  be  put  back  t  Feate  [  but  tiiat  little 
finger  is  very  fine  I " 

Mervale  detested  Nicot.  For  all  speculators,  TTto- 
piana,  alterers  of  the  world,  and  wanderers  from  the 
high  road,  were  equally  hateful  to  him;  but  he  could 
have  hugged  the  Frenchman  at  that  moment.  He  saw 
in  Glyndon's  expressive  countenance  all  the  weariness 
and  disgust  he  endured.  After  ao  wrapped  a  study,  to  be 
pnted  to  about  pyramidal  forms  and  right  arms  and 
right  l^s,  the  acddence  of  the  art,  the  whole  conception 
to  be  overlooked,  and  the  criticism  to  end  in  approval  of 
the  little  finger! 

"Oh,"  aaid  Gljmdou,  peevishly,  throwing  the  cloth 
AVer  his  design,  "enough  of  my  poor  performance, 
'What  is  it  yon  have  to  say  to  me  T  " 

"  In  tiie  first  place, "  said  !Nicot,  huddling  himself 
together  upon  a  stool,  —  "in  the  first  place,  this  Signor 
Zanoni,  —  this  second  Cagliostro,  —  who  disputes  my 
doctrines  I  (no  doubt  a  spy  of  the  man  Capet)  I  am  not 
vindictive;  as  Helvetins  says,  '  out  errors  arise  from  our 
passions.'  I  keep  mine  in  order;  but  it  is  virtuous  to 
Jiat*  ia  the  oanae  of  mankind;  I  would  I  had  the  denouoe- 
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ing  and  the  judging  of  Signor  Zuioni  at  PaiiB."  And 
Kioot'e  small  eyes  shot  fire,  and  he  gnashed  hia  teeth. 

"  Have  you  any  new  cause  to  hate  himl  " 

"  Tea, "  said  Nicot,  fieioely.  "  Yea,  I  hear  he  is 
oourtiug  the  girl  I  mean  to  many. " 

"  Tou !    Whom  do  you  speak  of  T " 

"The  celebrated  Piaanil  She  ia  divinely  bandaome. 
She  would  make  my  fortune  in  a  republic.  And  a 
republic  we  shall  have  before  the  year  is  oat." 

Merrale  mhbed  his  hands,  and  chockled.  Glyndon 
oolotwl  with  rage  and  shame. 

"  Do  you  know  the  Signora  Piaani  t  Have  you  ever 
apoken  to  hert " 

"  Not  yet.  But  when  I  make  up  my  mind  to  any- 
thing, it  ia  aoon  done.  I  am  about  to  return  to  Poria. 
They  write  me  word  that  a  handsome  wife  advancea  the 
•areer  of  a  patriot.  The  age  of  prejudioa  ia  over.  The 
aublimer  virtues  begin  to  be  understood.  I  shall  take 
back  the  handsomeat  wife  in  Europe. " 

"Be  quiet!  What  are  you  about  I  "  said  Mervale, 
selling  Glyndon  as  be  saw  him  advance  towards  the 
E^nnchman,  bia  eyea  aparkling,  and  bia  bands  clenched. 

"  Sirl  "  said  Glyndon,  between  his  tee&,  "  you  know 
not  of  whom  you  thus  apeak.  Do  you  affect  to  suppoae 
that  Tiola  Pisoni  would  accept  yvu  ?  " 

"Not  if  she  could  get  a  better  offer,"  said  Kervale, 
looking  up  to  the  oeilii^. 

"A  better  offer T  You  don't  nnderstand  me,"  aaid 
Nicot.  "I,  Jean  Nicot,  propose  to  marry  the  girl; 
marry  her  I  -  Others  may  make  her  more  liberal  offers, 
but  no  one,  I  apprehend,  would  make  one  so  bonoiable. 
I  alone  have  pity  on  ber  friendlesa  situation.  Besides, 
according  to  the  dawning  state  of  thinga,  one  will  always, 
in  France,  be  able  to  get  rid  of  a  wife  whenever  one 
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wiahM.  We  >luU  have  sew  lawi  of  diTome.  Do  you 
imAginB  tlut  an  Italian  girl  —  and  in  no  country  in  the 
VDtld  are  maidena,  it  Hems,  more  chaate  (though  wires 
may  conaole  thesiMlTea  with  virtues  more  philoaophical) 
—  would  refuae  the  hand  of  so  artist  for  the  settlementi 
of  a  prinoel  Ifo;  I  think  better  of  the  Pisani  than  you 
do.     I  ahall  hasten  to  introduce  myaelf  to  her. " 

"I  wish  you  all  mcceas,  Monsieni  14'Icot,"  said  Mer- 
Tale,  rising,  and  shaking  him  heartily  by  the  hand. 

Olyndon  cast  at  them  both  a  disdainful  glance. 

"  Perhaps,  Monsieur  Nioot, "  said  he,  at  length,  con- 
straining hia  lips  into  a  hitter  amile,  —  "  perhaps  you  may 
bare  rivals. " 

"  So  much  the  better,"  replied  Honsienr  Nicot,  care- 
lessly, kicking  his  heels  together,  and  appearing  ahaorbed 
in  admiration  at  the  siie  of  his  large  feet. 

"  I  myself  admire  Viola  Pisani. " 

"  Every  painter  must  I  " 

"  I  may  offer  her  marriage  as  well  as  yoOTMlf." 

"  That  would  be  folly  in  you,  though  wisdom  in  me. 
You  would  not  know  how  to  draw  profit  from  the  apeco- 
lation  I     Cher  eat^fHn,  yoa  have  prejudices." 

"  Ton  do  not  dare  to  say  you  would  make  profit  from 
your  own  wife  t " 

"  The  virtuous  Cato  lent  his  wife  to  a  friend,  I  love 
virtue,  and  I  cannot  do  better  than  imitate  Cato.  But 
to  be  serious,  —  I  do  not  fear  you  aa  a  rivaL  Tou  are 
good-looking  and  I  am  ugly.  But  you  are  irresolute, 
and  I  decinve.  While  you  are  uttering  fine  phrases,  I 
shall  say,  simply,  '  I  have  a  ban  4ta4.  Will  you  many 
me  1  *  So  do  your  worst,  ehw  eonfrin.  Au  rvooir, 
behind  the  scenes  I  " 

&Q  saying,  Ifioot  rooe,  airetched  hia  long  arms  and 
short  legs,  yawned  till  he  showed  all  his  ragged  teeth 
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ftma  MX  to  ear,  pressed  down  hii  cap  on  hu  iluegy 
bead  with  an  air  of  defiance,  and  carting  ovei  Iiis  left 
■houlder  a  glance  of  trinmpli  and  malice  at  the  indignant 
Qlyndon,  eauntered  oat  of  the  room. 

Merrale  buret  into  a  Tiolent  fit  d  laughter.  "  See 
how  70UT  "Viola  IB  estimated  lij  your  friend.  A  fine 
victory,  to  carry  her  off  from  the  nglieat  dog  hetweea 
Lapland  and  the  Calmucks." 

Glyndon  wae  yet  too  indignant  to  anewer,  when  a  new 
visitor  urtved.  It  me  Zuioni  himself.  Mervsla,  on 
whom  the  appearance  and  aspect  of  this  personage 
imposed  a  kind  of  reluctant  deference,  which  he  was. 
nnwilling  to  acknowledge,  and  still  more  to  betray, 
nodded  to  Olyndon,  and  saying,  simply,  "  Mrara  when  T 
see  yon  again, "  left  the  painter  and  his  unexpected  visitor. 

"  I  see, "  said  Zanoni,  lifting  the  cloth  from  the  can- 
vas, "  that  you  have  not  slighted  the  advice  I  gave  yon. 
Gonrsge,  yonng  artist;  this  is  an  escape  from  the  schools: 
this  is  full  of  the  bold  self-confidence  of  r«al  genius.  You 
had  no  Nioot  —  no  Mervale  —  at  your  elbow  when  this 
image  of  true  beauty  was  conceived  I  " 

Charmed  back  to  his  art  by  this  unlooked-for  praise, 
Olyndon  replied  modestly,  "  I  thought  well  of  my 
design  till  this  morning;  and  then  I  was  disenchanted 
of  my  happy  persuasion." 

"  Say,  rather,  that,  unaccustomed  to  continuous  labor, 
you  were  fatigued  with  your  employment." 

"That  is  true.  Shall  I  confess  iti  I  began  to  miss 
the  world  without.  It  seemed  to  me  as  if,  while  I  lav- 
ished my  heart  and  my  youth  upon  visions  of  beauty,  T 
was  losing  the  beautiful  realities  of  actual  life.  And  I 
envied  the  merry  fisherman,  singing  as  he  passed  below 
my  casement,  and  the  lover  convetsii^  with  his 
tnistiMSt 


n,s,t,..d:,i.  Google 


ZAwmt  167 

"Andt*  nld  Zcnoni,  with  an  eneoimguigiinil«,*do 
jon  bUme  yonxaelf  for  the  nmtuial  toA  Bseuwrj  ntnin 
to  oarth,  in  whiab  e-nax  the  most  tuUtnal  Tiaitor  of  tiw 
Heaveiu  of  InTention  aeeks  his  reUxation  and  npow  t 
ICan's  geaiaa  is  a  bird  that  cannot  ba  alwayi  on  tha 
wing;  when  the  eraving  for  the  actual  world  ia  felt,  it 
ia  a  hanger  that  muat  be  appeased.  They  who  command 
beat  the  ideal,  enjoy  ever  moat  the  real.  Bee  the  tme 
artist,  when  abroad  in  men's  tboroagbfaree,  arer  obaer- 
vant,  ever  diving  into  the  heart,  ever  alive  to  the  leaat 
as  to  the  greatest  of  the  complicated  tratha  of  aziitenoa ; 
deaoending  to  what  pedants  would  oall  the  trivial  and 
the  frivolooB,  From  every  mesh  in  the  social  web,  be 
can  disentangle  a.  grace.  And  for  him  each  aiiy  gossa- 
mer Scats  in  the  gold  of  the  sunlight.  Know  you  not 
that  around  the  animalcule  that  sports  in  the  water 
there  shines  a  halo,  as  around  the  star '  Uut  revolves  in 
bright  pastime  through  the  apace  1  True  art  finds  baaal? 
everywhere.  In  the  street,  in  the  market-place,  in  the 
faovel,  it  gathers  food  for  Uie  hive  of  its  thoughts.  In 
ttte  mire  of  politics,  Dante  and  Hilton  selected  paarla 
for  the  wreath  of  song.  Who  ever  told  you  that  Raphael 
did  not  enjoy  the  life  without,  carrying  everywhere 
with  him  the  one  inward  idea  of  beauty  which  attracted 
and  imbedded  in  its  own  amber  every  straw  that  the 
feet  of  the  dull  man  trampled  into  mudt  As  soma  lord 
of  the  forest  wanders  abroad  for  its  pi»y,  and  soeata  and 
follows  it  over  plain  and  hill,  through  brake  and  jangle, 
bat,  seising  it  at  last,  bears  the  quarry  to  its  unwit- 
nessed cave,  —  so  Genius  searches  through  wood  and 
waste,  untiringly  and  eagerly,  every  sense  awake,  every 

>  The  monat  Boka,  fonud  in  the  parest  pools,  !■  •ocompaMed 
with  a  halo.    Aad  this  is  frequent  amongM  many  other  ipsdM  «l 
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nerre  afninod  b>  speed  and  rtreugtb,  for  Uu  Mattand  utA 
ftying  imi^ies  of  mattei,  that  it  wiies  at  last  with  iti 
mighty  talons,  and  bean  away  with  it  iato  Botitodes  no 
footstep  can  invade.  Go,  seek  the  world  without ;  it  \§ 
for  art  the  inexhanstible  pastiire-gTOund  and  haireat 
to  the  world  within  I  " 

"Yon  ooinfort  me,"  said  Glyndon,  brightening.  *I 
had  imagined  my  weariness  a  proof  of  my  deficiency  I 
Bnt  not  now  would  I  speak  to  yon  of  these  labors. 
Pardon  me,  if  I  pass  from  the  toil  to  the  reward.  Yoa 
have  uttered  dim  prophecies  of  my  future,  if  I  wed  one 
who,  in  the  judgment  of  the  sober  world,  would  only 
darken  its  prospeets  and  obetruot  its  ambition.  Do  you 
speak  from  the  wisdom  which  is  experience,  or  that 
which  aspires  to  prediction  T  " 

"  Are  they  not  allied )  Is  it  not  he  best  sccustomed 
to  calculation  who  can  solve  at  a  glance  any  new  prob* 
lem  in  the  arithmetic  of  chances  1  " 

■  You  evade  my  question." 

"  Ko;  but  I  will  adapt  my  answer  the  better  to  your 
comprehension ,  for  it  is  upon  this  very  point  that  I  have 
sought  you.  Listen  to  me  I"  Zanoni  fixed  his  eyes 
earnestly  on  his  listener,  and  continued:  '  Vor  the 
accomplishment  of  whatever  is  great  and  lofty,  the  clear 
perception  of  truths  is  the  first  requisite,  —  truths 
adapted  to  the  object  desired.  The  warrior  thus  reduces 
the  chances  of  battle  to  combinations  almost  of  mathe- 
matics. He  can  predict  a  result,  if  he  can  but  depend 
upon  the  materials  he  is  forced  to  employ.  At  such  a 
loss  he  can  croes  that  bridge ;  in  such  a  time  he  can 
reduce  that  fort.  Still  more  accurately,  for  be  depends 
less  on  material  causes  than  ideas  at  bis  command,  can 
the  commander  of  the  purer  science  or  diviner  art,  if 
he  once  perceive  the  truths  that  an  in  him  and  atoatid. 
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foitttell  what  Le  eta  $ckwn,  and  in  what  ha  is  ood' 
demned  to  fail.  But  Uua  peneption  of  trnttta  ia  dia- 
tnrbed  hj  man;  eauaea,  — vani^,  paaaion,  fear,  indo- 
lencs  in  himaeU,  ignoranca  of  the  fitting  meana  withoiU 
to  accompliih  what  he  daaigna.  He  maj  miaoaloilate 
Mb  own  foreea ;  he  ma;  have  no  ehait  of  the  ooantry  he 
would  inradfl.  It  is  only  in  a  peouliar  state  of  the 
mind  that  it  is  eapable  of  peneiviDg  troth;  and  that 
■tate  ia  profound  serenity.  Yooi  mind  is  fevered  hj  a 
desire  for  troth;  you  would  eompet  it  to  yonr  ambraoea; 
you  woold  ask  me  to  impart  to  yoo,  without  oideal  at 
preparation,  the  grandest  eecrets  that  exist  in  Nature. 
But  troth  can  no  more  be  seen  by  the  mind  nnptepared 
for  it,  than  the  sun  can  dawn  apcm  the  midst  af  night. 
Such  a  mind  receives  tmth  only  to  pollute  it :  to  uae  the 
simile  of  one  who  has  wandered  near  to  the  saeret  of  the 
sublime  Qoetia  (or  the  magie  that  Ilea  within  Nature,  aa 
electricity  within  the  cloud),  'He  who  poun  water  into 
the  muddy  well,  does  but  disturb  the  mud.'  "  * 

"  What  do  you  tend  to  1 " 

'This:  that  you  have  faculties  that  may  attain  to 
surpassing  power,  that  may  rank  yon  among  thoaa 
enchanters  who,  greater  than  the  mi^an,  leave  behind 
them  an  enduring  influence,  worshipped  wherever 
beauty  is  comprehended,  wherever  the  sonl  is  sensible  of 
a  higher  world  than  that  in  which  matter  atmgglaa  for 
oru(^  and  incomplete  existenee. 

"  But  to  make  available  those  faculties,  need  I  be  a 
prophet  to  tell  you  that  you  must  learn  to  eoneentre  upon 
great  objects  all  youi  desires  t  The  heart  must  rest, 
that  the  mind  may  be  active.  At  present  you  wander 
from  aim  to  aim.  As  the  ballast  to  the  ship,  so  to  tiie 
^uit  are  faith  and  love.     With  yonr  whole  haazt,  aflso' 
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ti<nis,  huraani^,  oetttiecl  in  one  objoct,  jrooi  mind  uvd 
aepintiona  will  become  equally  steadfast  and  in  earnest 
Viola  is  a  obild  aa  yet;  you  do  not  perceive  the  high 
nature  the  trials  of  life  will  develop.  Pardou  me,  if  I 
■ay  that  her  soul,  poier  and  loftier  than  yonr  own,  will 
boar  it  upward,  aa  a  aeciet  hymn  carrien  aloft  the  spirits 
of  the  world.  Yonr  nature  wants  the  harmony,  tha 
mosic  which,  as  the  Pythagoreans  wisely  taught,  at  onoe 
Bleratea  and  soothes.  I  offer  you  that  mnsio  in  her 
love." 

"  But  am  I  sure  that  she  does  iove  me  t " 

"  Artist,  no ;  she  loves  you  not  at  present ;  her  afiec- 
tione  are  full  of  another.  Bnt  if  I  could  banafer  to 
you,  as  the  loadstone  transfers  its  attraction  to  the 
magnet,  the  love  that  she  has  now  for  me,  —  if  I  conld 
eansa  her  to  see  in  yon  the  ideal  of  her  dreams  —  " 

■  la  such  a  gift  in  the  power  of  man  I  " 

"  I  offer  It  to  you,  if  your  love  be  lawful,  if  your  faith 
in  virtue  and  yourself  be  deep  and  loyal;  if  not,  think 
you  that  T  would  disenchant  her  with  truth  to  make  her 
adore  a  falsehood  f  " 

*  But  if,"  penisted  Glyndon,  —  "if  she  be  all  that 
you  tell  me,  and  if  she  love  you,  how  can  you  rob  your- 
self of  so  prioelees  a  treasure  1 " 

*  Oh,  shallow  and  mean  heart  of  mani  "  exclaimed 
Zenoni,  with  unaooustomed  passion  and  vehemence, 
"  dost  thou  conceive  ao  little  of  love  as  not  to  know  that 
it  sacrifices  all  —  love  itself  —  for  the  happiness  of  the 
thing  it  loves)  Hear  met  "  And  Zanoni's  face  grew 
pale.  "Hear  me  I  I  press  this  upon  you,  because  I 
love  her,  and  because  I  fear  that  with  me  her  fiite  will 
be  loss  fair  than  witii  yourself.  Why,  —  ask  not,  for 
I  will  Bot  tell  you.  Enough  I  Time  presses  now  tat 
your  answer;  it  cannot  long  be  delayed.     Before  flu 
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night  of  thB  thiid  dij  ftotn  this,  all  ehoiee  will  be 
forbid  you  I " 

*  Bat,"  said  Glyndoa,  atiU  doabting  and  nupieiona, 
—  ■  bnt  why  this  haata  t  " 

"  Man,  yon  ue  not  worttiy  of  h«r  when  yon  ad:  me. 
All  I  can  tell  yoa  hen,  yon  should  hare  known  youi* 
aelf.  This  lanaher,  tfaie  man  of  will,  this  son  <A  the 
old  Viwmti,  unlike  yon, — stead^t,  naoluta,  eameot 
«ren  in  bis  crimes, —  nsTei  nlinquiehea  an  object. 
But  one  passion  controls  his  lust,  ^  it  is  his  tTsrice. 
The  day  after  his  attempt  on  Viola,  his  uncle,  the 

Cardinal ,  from  whom  he  has  large  expectations  of 

land  and  gold,  se&t  for  him,  and  forbade  him,  on  pain 
of  forfeiting  all  the  pasBeBBions  which  his  Bohemes 
already  had  parcelled  out,  to  puraaa  with  disbonorabls 
designs  one  whom  the  Caidinal  had  heeded  and  loved 
from  childhood.  This  ia  the  cause  of  his  present  pauae 
from  his  punuit.  While  we  speak,  the  oanae  expires. 
Before  the  hand  of  the  clock  reaches  the  hour  of  noon, 

the  Cardinal  will  be  no  more.     At  this  very 

moment  thy  friend,  Jean  Nieot,  is  with  the  Prinee 

"  Hel  wherefcffe  t  " 

*  To  ask  what  dower  diall  go  with  Viola  Pissni,  the 
morning  that  she  leaves  the  palace  of  the  prinee." 

"  And  how  do  yoa  know  all  this  I  " 

"  Fool  I      I  tell  thee  again,   becaoBe  a  lover  is  a 

watcher  by  night  and  dayj  beeaose  love  never  sleeps 

when  danger  menaces  the  beloved  one  I  " 

"  And  yoa  it  was  that  informed  the  Cardinal      '    t " 
"Tea;  and  what  has  been  my  task  might  as  easily 

have  iMen  thine.     Speak,  —  thine  answer  1 " 
"  Ton  shall  have  it  on  the  third  day  from  this." 
'  Be  it  BO.     Put  ofT,  poor  waverer,  thy  happiness  to 
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tha  lut  hour.    On  the  third  i»j  bom  tiiis,  I  irill  Mk 
thM  thy  rotolTS." 
"  And  irhvn  afaill  we  meet  t " 

*  Befon  midnight,  vhere  yon  nwy  leut  expect  me. 
You  oeimot  ihnn  me,  though  you  mey  leek  to  do  sol  " 

*  8Uy  one  momentl  Yon  eondenm  me  ■■  doubtful, 
ineeolute,  inspicious.  Have  I  no  oauM  t  Cut  I  yield 
without  B  etruggle  to  the  strange  bsoinatioa  you  ezart 
upon  my  mindt  What  interest  can  yon  have  in  me,  a 
stranger,  that  you  should  thus  dictate  to  me  the  gravest 
action  in  the  life  of  mant  Do  you  suppose  that  any 
one  in  his  eensea  wonld  not  pause,  and  deliberate,  and 
ask  himseUi  '  Why  should  this  sttwiger  eaia  tiias  fot 
met'" 

"  And  yet,"  said  Zanoni,  *  if  I  told  thee  that  I  oould 
initiate  thee  into  the  secieta  of  that  magic  which  the 
philosophy  of  the  whole  existing  world  treats  as  a 
chimeia,  oi  imposture;  if  I  promised  to  show  thee 
how  to  command  the  beings  of  air  and  ocean,  how  to 
aecumulate  wealth  more  easily  than  a  child  can  gather 
pebblea  on  l^e  shore,  to  place  in  thy  bands  the  esssaos 
of  the  herbs  which  prolong  life  from  age  to  age,  the 
mystery  of  that  attraction  by  which  to  awe  all  danger 
and  disann  all  violence  and  subdue  man  as  the  serpent 
charms  the  bird, —  if  I  told  thee  that  all  these  it  was 
mine  to  possess  and  to  eommunieate,  thou  wouldst  listen 
to  me  then,  and  obey  me  without  a  doubt!  " 

"  It  is  true ;  and  I  esn  sccount  for  this  only  by  the 
imperfect  associations  of  my  childhood,  —  by  tradititms 
in  our  house  of  —  " 

"Your  forefather,  who,  in  the  revival  of  scieaoe, 
•ought  the  secrets  of  A.polloniua  and  Fancelsus." 

^  Whatl "  said  Glyndon,  amaied,  "ai«  you  so  well 
aoquainted  with  the  annals  of  an  obscure  lineage  I " 
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"To  tbe  man  who  upim  to  know,  no  man  who  hu 
been  tba  meaneit  student  of  knowledge  sheuid  be 
nnknown.  Yon  ask  me  whf  I  bsve  shown  thii  interest 
in  7oar  tkte  t  There  is  one  teaaon  which  I  hare  not  yet 
told  yon.  Then  ia  a  fratamity  aa  to  whose  lawa  and 
whoee  myateriea  the  moet  inquiBitire  acboolmen  an  in 
the  dark.  By  thoae  laws  all  are  pledged  to  warn,  to  aid, 
and  to  goide  even  the  remotest  deHceudanta  of  men  who 
hare  toiled,  though  vainly,  like  your  anceatoc,  in  the 
ayateriea  «(  the  Order.  We  are  bouod  to  advise  them 
to  their  welfare ;  nay,  more,  —  if  they  command  ua  to  it, 
we  most  accept  ^lem  as  oar  pupils.  I  am  a  survivor  of 
tiiat  moat  anciuit  and  immemorial  union.  This  it  was 
that  hound  me  to  thee  at  the  first;  thia,  perhapa, 
attracted  thyself  onoonsoiausly,  Son  of  our  Brotherhood, 
to  me." 

'  If  thia  be  eo,  I  eomnumd  thee,  in  the  name  of  the 
laws  thou  obeyeet,  to  receive  me  as  thy  pupill  " 

"What  do  you  ask  I"  said  Zanoni,  passionately. 
'  Leani,  fiiat,  the  conditiona.  No  neophyte  roust  have, 
at  his  initiation,  one  aSeetion  or  desire  that  chains  him 
to  tiie  world.  He  must  be  pure  from  the  love  of  woman, 
free  from  avarice  and  ambition,  free  from  the  dreams 
evan  of  ait,  or  the  hope  of  earthly  fame.  The  first 
aacrifice  thou  must  make  is  —  Viola  herself.  And  for 
wbatt  For  an  ordeal  that  the  most  daring  courage  only 
can  encounter,  the  moat  ethereal  natures  alone  survive! 
Thou  art  unfit  for  the  science  that  has  made  me  and 
others  what  we  are  or  have  been ;  for  thy  whole  nature 
is  one  fearl " 

"  Fearl "  cried  Glyndon,  ooloring  with  resentment, 
and  rising  to  the  full  height  of  his  stature. 

*  Fear  I  and  the  worst  fear,  —  fear  of  the  world's 
opinion ;  teas  of  the  Nicots  and  the  Mervales )  fear  of 
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Qdnt  ova  impttloM  vben  moat  gannoos;  Utt  of  thin* 
own  powers  wban  thy  genius  is  most  bold;  fasr  that 
Tirtua  is  not  etamal;  feat  that  God  doaa  not  lira  in 
heavan  to  keep  watch  on  eutfa;  fear,  the  fear  of  little 
man;  and  that  faar  ia  never  known  to  the  gnat." 

With  theaa  woids  Z&noni  abruptly  left  tha  ntiat, 
hambled,  bewildered,  and  not  canvinced.  He  remained 
alone  with  his  thoughts  till  he  was  aroused  by  the  strik- 
ing of  the  clock;  he  then  suddenly  remembeied  Zanoni's 
prediction  of  the  Cardinal's  death;  and,  seised  with  an 
intense  desire  to  learn  its  tmth,  he  hnrried  into  the 
streets, — he  gained  the  Gazdinsl's  palace.  Five  min- 
utes before  noon  his  Kminence  had  erpired,  after  an  ill- 
ness of  less  than  an  hour.  Zanoni's  visit  had  occupied 
more  time  than  the  illness  of  the  Gsrdinal.  Awed  and 
perplexed,  he  turned  from  the  palace,  and  as  he  walked 
through  the  Chi^ja,  he  saw  Jean  Nicot  eme^  from  the 
portals  of  the  Prince  di . 
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Tm  loTM  I  bar*  of  contfmt  and  datpair, 
WUch  like  two  B)drits  do  aogf  — 


Vktsrulb  Brotherhood,  so  sacred  and  so  littte  kaowH) 
from  irhoae  aeoret  and  pi«cioiu  archives  the  materials  for 
this  history  hare  heen  dnwn;  ye  who  have  retained, 
from  century  to  century,  all  that  time  has  spared  of  the 
aogoat  and  Tsnetabte  science^  —  thudu  to  you,  if  novr, 
for  the  first  time,  some  record  of  the  thonghta  and 
actions  of  no  false  and  self-styled  luminary  of  yom 
Order  be  given,  howeyer  imperfectly,  to  the  world. 
Many  hare  called  themselves  of  yoor  band;  many  spa- 
liooe  pretendera  have  been  m>  called  by  the  learned 
ignorance  which  still,  baffled  and  perplexed,  is  driven 
to  confess  that  it  knows  nothing  of  yoor  origin,  youi 
eeremonies  or  doctrines,  nor  even  if  yon  still  have  local 
habitation  <m  the  earth.  Thanks  to  yon  if  I,  the  only 
one  of  my  conntiy,  in  this  age,  admitted,  with  a  pro- 
fane footstep,  into  yoni  myeterioas  Academe,*  have 
been  by  yon  empowered  and  Instmcted  to  adapt  to  the 
comprehension  of  the  nninitiated,  some  few  of  the 
stany  truths  which  shone  on  the  great  Shemaia  of  the 
Chaldean  Lora,  and  gleamed  dimly  through  the  darkened 
knowledge  of  later  disciples,  laboring,  like  Fsellus  and 
lamblichus,  to  revive  the  emben  of  the  fire  which 
bomisd  in  tii.e  Mamarin  of  the  East     Though  not  to  as 

)  Tlw  nadai  will  have  the  gooiatm  to  remembu  tbat  this  1* 
s^  ^  tin  author  td,  the  oilgiiial  MS.,  not  by  the  editaw. 
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of  in  iged  and  hoar;  world  is  Touchsafed  tlis  hamk 
whidi,  BO  uy  the  earliest  oiacles  of  the  earth.  '  rashes 
into  the  infinite  irorlda,"  jet  i»  it  ours  to  trace  the 
leriring  traths,  through  each  new  discoyery  of  the 
philosopher  and  chemist.  The  laws  of  attraction,  of 
electricity,  and  of  the  yet  mors  mysterious  agency  of  that 
gnat  principal  of  life,  which,  if  drawn  from  the  uni- 
verse, would  leave  the  nniverse  a  grave,  were  bat  the 
code  in  which  the  Theni^  of  old  sought  the  guides  that 
led  it  to  a  legislation  and  science  of  its  own.  To 
rebuild  on  words  the  fragments  of  this  history,  it  seems 
to  me  as  if,  in  a  solemn  trance,  I  wan  led  through  Uie 
mina  of  a  city  whose  only  remains  were  tombs.  From 
the  sarcophagus  and  the  urn  I  awake  the  genius  *  of  the 
extinguished  Torch,  and  ao  closely  does  its  shape 
resemble  Eros,  that  at  moments  1  scarcely  know  which 
of  ye  dictates  to  me,  —  OLove!  0  Death! 

And  it  stirred  in  the  vii^n's  heart,  —  this  new, 
unfathomable,  and  divine  emotion  I  Was  it  only  the 
ordinary  affection  of  the  pulse  and  the  fancy,  of  the  eye 
to  the  Beautiful,  of  the  ear  to  the  Eloquent,  or  did  it 
not  justify  the  notion  she  herself  conceived  of  it,  —  that 
it  was  bom  not  of  the  senses,  that  it  was  less  of  earthly 
and  human  love  than  the  effect  of  some  wondrous  but 
not  unholy  charm  t  I  said  that,  from  that  day  in  which , 
no  longer  with  awe  and  trembling,  she  surrendered 
herself  to  the  influence  of  Zanoni,  she  had  aonght  to  put 
her  thoughts  into  words.  Let  the  thoughts  attest  theiz 
own  nature. 

THX  flKLV   OOKVBMIOHAL. 

"  Is  it  the  daylight  that  shines  on  me,  or  the  memovj 

of  thy  pr«aenoe  t    Wbenver  I  look,  the  world  laemi  full 

1  The  Qnnk  Qewos  of  DMth. 
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of  thee;  in  eTer;  ra;  that  tiemblea  en  the  mter,  that 
■mitea  upon  the  leavea,  I  behold  bat  a  llkenaaa  t»  thine 
eyes.  What  is  this  ohange,  that  alten  not  onlf  myaelt, 
bat  the  face  of  the  whole  univene  t 

How  instantaneoosly  leaped  into  life  the  power  with 
which  thou  Bwayeet  my  heart  in  its  ebb  and  flow. 
Thoiuanda  wen  around  me,  and  I  saw  bat  thea.  That 
was  the  night  in  which  I  first  enteied  npon  the  world 
which  crowds  life  into  a  drama,  and  has  do  langu^^  but 
music.  How  strangely  and  how  suddenly  with  thee 
became  that  world  eTermore  connected!  What  the 
delasirm  of  the  stage  was  to  others,  thy  piesenee  was  to 
me.  Hy  life,  too,  seemed  to  centre  into  those  short 
hours,  and  from  thy  lips  I  heard  a  music,  mute  to  all 
ears  but  mine.  I  sit  in  the  room  where  my  father  dwelt. 
Hera,  on  that  hapf^  night,  forgetting  why  thm/  were  so 
happy,  I  shrank  into  the  shadow,  and  sought  to  gueaa 
what  thou  wert  to  me ;  and  my  mother's  low  voice  woke 
me,  and  I  crept  to  my  bther's  aide,  close — cloee,  from 
fear  of  my  own  thoughts. 

"  Ah  [  sweet  and  sad  was  the  monow  to  that  night, 
when  thy  lips  warned  me  of  the  future.  An  orphan  now, 
—  what  is  there  that  liTes  for  me  to  think  of,  to  dream 
upon,  to  royere,  but  thou! 

*  How  tenderly  thou  hast  rebuked  me  for  the  grieTOOs 
wrong  that  my  thoi^hts  did  thee  I  Why  should  I  haTe 
shuddered  to  feel  thee  glancing  upon  my  thoughts  like 
Uie  beam  on  the  solitary  tree,  to  which  thou  didat  once 
liken  me  >o  well  T  It  was  —  it  was,  that,  like  the  tree, 
I  struggled  for  the  light,  and  Ute  light  came.  They  tell 
me  of  love,  and  my  very  life  of  the  stage  )»eathes  the 
language  of  love  into  my  lips.  Ko ;  again  and  ^ain,  I 
know  that  is  not  the  lore  that  I  feel  for  ttkael  —  it  is 


n,s,t,..d:,i.  Google 


1<8  zuKon. 

not  ■  puBloa,  it  is  &  thoughtl  I  uk  not  to  be  lorvd 
again.  I  mnzmui  not  th&t  th;  words  are  stem  and  &y 
looks  are  oold.  I  aak  not  if  I  have  rivala;  I  sigh  not 
to  be  fair  in  thine  eyee.  It  ia  my  spirit  that  would 
blend  itself  with  thine.  I  would  give  worlds,  though 
we  were  apart,  though  ooeans  rolled  between  ua,  to 
know  Uie  hour  in  which  thy  gase  was  lifted  to  the 
atare,  —  in  which  thy  heart  poured  itself  in  prajer. 
They  tell  me  thou  art  more  beautiful  than  the  marble 
images  that  aie  fairer  than  all  human  forms;  but  I 
have  never  dared  to  gue  steadfastly  on  thy  face,  that 
memory  might  compare  thee  with  the  rest.  Only  thine 
eyes  and  ^ly  soft,  calm  smile  haunt  me;  as  when  I 
look  upon  the  moon,  all  that  paaees  into  my  heart  is 
her  silent  light. 

*  Oiten,  when  the  air  is  calm,  I  have  thought  that  1 
hear  the  stialns  of  my  father's  musio;  often,  though 
long  stilled  in  the  grave,  have  they  waked  me  from  the 
dreams  of  the  solemn  night.  Methinks ,  ere  Siou  ooroest 
to  me  that  I  hear  them  herald  thy  approach.  Methinks 
I  hear  them  wail  and  moan,  when  I  sink  back  into 
myself  on  seeing  thee  depart.  Thou  art  of  that  music, 
—  its  spirit,  its  genius.  My  fattker  must  have  guessed 
at  t^e  and  thy  native  regions,  when  the  winds  hushed 
to  listen  to  his  tones,  and  the  world  deemed  him  mad  I 
I  hear,  where  I  sit,  the  far  murmur  of  the  sea.  Murmur 
on,  ye  Messed  waters  I  The  waves  are  the  pulses  of  the 
shore.  They  beat  with  the  gladness  of  the  morning 
wind,  —  so  beate  my  heart  in  the  freshness  and  light  that 
make  up  the  thoughte  of  thee  I 

"Often  in  my  childhood  I  have  mused  and  asked  for 
what  I  was  bom;  and  my  soul  answered  my  heart  and 
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•kid,*  TJuuvmrtbomtowonh^/'  Ym;  Iknow  wbj 
the  nal  world  Iiaa  «rer  aeemod  to  me  so  Mae  and  cold. 
I  know  whf  the  world  of  the  sUge  ehumed  and  duiled 
me,  I  know  why  it  wm  eo  sweet  to  ait  apart  and  gaia 
mj  whole  being  into  the  distant  heavens.  My  nature 
is  not  formed  for  this  life,  happj  though  that  life  ee«m 
to  othera.  It  is  its  very  want  to  have  ever  before  it 
some  image  loftier  than  iteeUI  Btranger,  in  what  realm 
above,  when  the  grave  is  past,  shall  my  soul,  hour  after 
hour,  worship  at  the  same  eouice  as  thine  I 

"  In  (he  gardena  of  my  neighbor  there  is  a  small  foun- 
tain. I  stood  by  it  this  morning  after  sunrise.  How 
it  sprung  up,  with  its  esger  spray,  to  the  aonbeanul 
And  then  I  thought  that  I  should  see  thee  apin  this 
day,  and  so  eprung  my  heart  to  the  new  morning  which 
thou  hringeat  me  from  the  skies. 

"  I  have  seen,  I  have  liatoned  to  thee  again.  How  b(dd 
I  have  become  1  I  ran  on  with  my  childlike  thonghto 
and  stories,  my  reeollectiona  of  the  past,  as  if  I  had 
known  thee  from  an  infant.  Suddenly  the  idea  of  my 
presumption  stroek  me.  I  stopped,  and  timidly  sought 
thine  ayes. 

"'Well,  and  when  you  found  that  the  nightingale 
refused  to  sing  T  '  — 

"  'Ahl '  I  said, '  wh^  to  thee  this  history  of  the  heart 
of  a  child  t ' 

"'Viola,'  didst  thou  answer,  with  that  Toioe,  ao 
iDezptesstbly  calm  and  earnest  1  — '  Viola,  the  daiknesa 
of  a  child's  heart  is  often  but  the  shadow  of  a  star. 
Speak  on  I  And  thy  nightingale,  when  they  caught 
and  eaged  it,  refused  to  sing  1  * 

"  *  And  I  plaoed  the  cage  yonder,  amidst  the  vine- 
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learai,  utd  took  up  mjr  Inte,  and  spoks  to  it  on  (he 
string!;  for  I  thonglit  that  all  mnslc  was  its  native 
langnogs,  and  it  would  nndentand  that  I  soo^t  to 
eomfort  it' 

"  '  ToB,'  saidst  thou.  '  And  at  last  it  answered  thes, 
bat  not  with  song,  —  inaaharp,  brief  cry;  somoamful, 
that  &y  hands  let  fall  the  lute,  and  the  tears  gashed  frtun 
thine  eyes.  So  aaftljr  didst  Uioa  unbar  the  caga,  and  tho 
nightingale  flew  into  yonder  thicket;  and  thon  beaidst 
the  foli^e  rustle,  and,  looking  through  the  moiMilight, 
thine  eyas  saw  that  it  had  found  iIa  matft  It  song  to 
thee  then  from  the  boughs  a  long,  loud,  joyous  jubilee. 
^nd  musing,  thon  didst  feel  that  it  was  not  the  vine' 
leaves  or  the  moonlight  that  made  the  bird  give  melody 
to  night,  and  that  the  secret  of  ita  mnsie  was  the  piet- 
ence  of  a  thing  beloved.^ 

"  How  didst  tiion  know  my  thonghts  in  that  childlike 
time  better  than  I  knew  myself  I  How  is  the  humble  life 
of  my  past  years,  with  its  mean  eventa,  so  mysteriously 
fiimiliar  to  thee,  bright  straI^;erI  I  winder,  —  but  I 
do  not  again  dare  to  fear  theel 

*  Once  the  thought  of  him  oppressed  and  weighed 
me  down.  As  an  infant  that  longs  for  the  moon,  my 
being  was  one  vague  desire  foT  something  never  to  be 
attained.  Now  I  feel  rather  as  if  to  think  of  thee 
sufficed  to  remove  every  fetter  from  my  spirit.  I  float 
in  the  still  seas  of  light,  and  nothing  seems  too  high  for 
my  wings,  too  glorious  for  my  eyes.  It  was  mine  igno- 
ranoe  that  made  me  fear  thee.  A  knowle<^  that  is  not 
in  books  seems  to  breathe  around  thee  as  an  abnoephele. 
How  little  have  I  read!  —  how  little  have  I  leamedl 
Tet  when  thou  art  by  my  side,  it  seems  as  if  the  vail 
wete  lifted  from  all  wisdom  and  all  Nattin.     I  stutU 
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whan  I  look  tma  at  the  words  I  have  writton ;  they  wem 
Dot  to  eome  from  mynlf,  but  an  the  eigna  of  another 
language  which  thou  haat  taught  my  heart,  and  which 
ny  hand  baoea  rapidly,  as  at  thy  dictation.  Somo- 
tlmea,  while  I  write  or  mose,  I  oonld  fancy  that  I 
beard  light  wings  hovering  around  me,  and  saw  dim 
shapes  of  beauty  floating  round,  and  vanishing  as  they 
smiled  upon  me.  No  nnqoiet  and  fearful  dream  ever 
cornea  to  me  now  in  sleep,  yet  sleep  and  waking  are  alike 
hst  as  one  dream.  In  sleep  I  wander  with  thee,  not 
tbrongh  the  paths  of  earth,  but  through  impalpable  air 
~~an  air  which  aeems  a  music — > upward  and  upward,  as 
the  soul  mounts  on  the  tones  of  a  lyre  I  Till  I  knew 
thee,  I  was  as  a  slave  to  the  earth.  Thou  hast  given  to 
me  the  liberty  of  the  universel  Before,  it  was  lifej  it 
seems  to  me  now  as  if  I  had  oommenoed  etemityl 

'  Formerly,  when  I  was  to  appear  upon  the  aiaga,  my 
heart  beat  more  loudly.  I  trembled  to  encounter  the 
atidiflnce,  whose  breath  gave  shame  or  renown;  and  now 
I  have  no  fear  of  them.  I  see  them,  beed  them,  bear 
them  noti  I  know  that  there  will  be  music  in  my 
voioe,  for  it  is  a  hymn  that  I  pour  to  thee.  Thou 
never  oomest  to  the  theatre;  and  that  no  letter  grieves 
ne.  Thou  ait  beoome  too  sacred  to  appear  a  part  of 
tiie  common  world,  and  I  feel  glad  that  thou  art  not 
1^  when  crowds  have  a  right  to  judge  me. 


*  And  he  spoke  to  me  of  aitothkb  :  to  another  he 
would  conaign  mel  So,  it  is  not  love  tbat  I  feel  for 
thee,  Zanoni ;  or  why  did  I  hear  thee  without  anger, 
wby  did  thy  command  seem  to  me  not  a  thing  impossi- 
ble t  As  the  strings  of  the  instrument  nbey  the  hand 
of  the  master,  thy  look  modulates  the  wildest  chords  of 
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mj  haut  to  ibj  will.  If  it  please  tlie«,  —  7«e,  let  it  be 
BO.  Thon  art  lord  of  mj  daatiniea;  thajr  oannot  reW 
against  tliee!  1  almoat  think  I  oonld  love  him,  vbo- 
ever  it  be,  on  whom  thou  wonldat  shad  the  raya  that 
citcnmfuM  thyself.  Whatever  thoa  hut  touched,  I 
love;  whatever  thou  apeakest  of,  I  love.  Thy  hand 
played  with  theos  vine-leavea;  I  weai  them  in  my 
boaom.  Thou  aeemest  to  me  the  aoorce  of  all  love;  too 
high  and  too  bright  to  be  Uived  Uiyaelf ,  but  darting  light 
into  other  objects,  on  which  the  eye  oan  gan  leaa  dac- 
tled.  No,  no;  it  is  not  love  that  I  feel  for  tbee,  and 
therefore  it  is  that  I  do  not  blnsh  to  oonriah  and  confese 
it.  Shame  on  me  if  I  loved,  knowing  myself  so  wortft- 
less  a  thing  to  thee ! 

"AmothbbI  —  my  memory  echoes  back  that  word. 
Another!  Dost  thon  mean  tiiat  I  ahall  see  thee  no  mwe  t 
It  is  not  sadness,  —  it  ia  not  despair  that  seises  me.  I 
eannot  weep.  It  is  an  utter  sense  of  desolation.  I  am 
plunged  back  into  the  oommon  life;  and  I  shndder 
coldly  at  the  solitude.  But  I  will  obey  theo,  if  thou 
wilt.  Shall  T  nut  see  thee  again  beyond  the  grave  f  O 
how  sweet  it  were  to  die! 

"  Why  do  I  not  struggle  from  the  web  in  which  my 
will  is  thus  entangled  I  Hast  tboa  a  right  to  dispose  of 
me  thust  Give  me  bock  —  give  me  back  the  life  I 
knew  before  I  gave  life  itself  away  to  thee.  Give  me 
back  the  careless  dreams  of  my  youth,  —  my  liberty  of 
heart  that  sung  aloud  as  it  walked  the  earth.  Thou 
hast  disenchanted  me  of  everything  that  is  not  of  thyself. 
Where  waa  the  sin,  at  least,  to  think  of  thee,  —  to  see 
thee  T  Thy  kiss  still  glows  upon  my  hand ;  is  that  hand 
mine  to  bestow  f  Thy  kiss  claimed  and  hallowed  it 
to  thyself.     Stranger,  I  will  not  obey  thee. 
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"  Anotber  da; ,  —  one  day  of  the  fatal  thna  ii  gone  I 
It  is  atiange  to  me  that  einoe  the  sleep  of  the  Ust  night, 
a  deep  oalm  haa  aettled  upon  my  Iweaat,  I  feel  M 
assured  that  my  very  being  is  become  a  part  of  thee, 
that  I  oanoot  believe  that  mj  life  can  be  aepaiated  (ton 
diine;  and  in  this  conTiction  I  repoee,  and  smile  eT«n 
at  thy  woida  and  my  own  fean.  Thou  art  fond  of  one 
maxim,  which  thoa  lepeateat  in  a  thousand  forms,  — 
that  the  beauty  of  the  soul  ie  faith;  that  as  ideal  love- 
liness to  the  seulptoT,  faith  is  to  the  heart;  that  faith, 
rightly  undenrtood,  extendi  over  all  the  works  of  the 
Creator,  whom  we  can  know  bat  through  belief;  that  it 
embraces  a  tranquil  oonfidenoe  in  onraelTsa,  and  a  aeiene 
repose  as  to  our  future;  that  it  is  the  moonlight  that 
sways  the  tides  of  the  human  aea.  That  faith  I  oom- 
prehend  now.  I  reject  all  doubt,  all  fear.  I  know  that 
I  have  inextricably  linked  the  whole  that  makes  the 
inner  life  to  thee ;  and  thou  canst  not  tear  me  from  thee, 
if  them  wonldat!  And  this  change  from  struggle  into 
calm  oamo  to  me  with  sleep,  —  a  sleep  without  a  dream ; 
but  when  I  woke,  it  was  with  a  myaterions  sense  of 
happiness,  —  an  indistinct  memoiy  of  something  bleeaed, 
—  sa  if  thou  hadst  cast  from  afar  off  a  smile  upon  my 
slumber.  At  night  I  was  so  sad;  not  a  blossom  that 
had  not  closed  itself  up,  as  if  never  more  to  open  to 
the  sun;  and  the  night  itself,  in  tiie  heart  as  on  the 
earth,  has  ripened  the  hloesonu  into  flowers.  The  world 
is  beautiful  once  more,  but  beautiful  in  repose,  —  not  a 
breeie  stirs  thy  teee,  not  a  doubt  my  sooll " 
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Tv  nggt  o  p«t  rtoleula  o  pai  iagMuo 
FMiTC  o  diianon  o  moitid  daono.' 

OrL  Ar,  Cwt  zUL  L 

I*  ms  B '  small  caUnet ;  the  wftUi  were  oorerad  vitii 
pietuiea,  one  of  which  wu  worth  mon  than  the  wh^ 
lineage  of  the  owner  ot  the  palace.  Oh,  jest  Zaaoni 
was  right.  The  painter  m  a  magioiaD;  the  gold  he 
at  least  wrings  from  his  crucible  is  no  dahiii<Hi.  A 
Venetian  noble  might  be  a  fribbl^  or  an  aasaasiii,— a 
scoundrel,  or  a  dolt;  wnthleai,  or  worse  than  worti^ 
leas,  yet  he  might  hare  sat  to  Titian,  and  his  portrait 
may  be  inestimable,  —  a  few  inches  of  painted  oanvas 
a  thousand  times  more  valuable  than  a  man  with  hia 
veins  and  muselee^  brain,  will,  heart,  and  intelleati 

In  this  eaUnet  eat  a  man  of  about  tbre»«iul-forty, — 
dark-eyed,  sallow,  with  short,  prominent  features,  a 
buuBiTe   oonformation  of  jaw,  and  thick,   sentnal,  but 

resolute  lips;    this  man  was   the  Prince  di .     His 

form,  above  the  middle  height,  and  rattier  inclined  to 
corpulence,  was  clad  in  a  looee  dressing-robe  of  rich 
brocade.  On  a  table  before  him  lay  an  old-fashioned 
sword  and  hat,  a  mask,  dice  and  dice-box,  a  portfolio, 
and  an  inkstand  of  silver  curiously  carved. 

"  Well,  Hascari,"  said  the  prince,  looking  up  towards 
his  parasite,  who  stood  by  the  embraanre  of  the  deep- 
set  barricadoed   window, —  "well!   the   Cardinal  sleeps 

>  Thoa  ut  abuDt,  either  thiough  rk^os  or  sitUcs^  to  saSsc 
■ither  dMhonot  oi  mortal  losi, 
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wiOi  Ub  btbM*.  I  leqniie  comfort  for  the  km  of  m 
exceUeut  k  relation;  and  when  &  moie  doleet  voice 
thui  Viola  Finni'sl" 

"  Ib  your  Excellency  eeriouBt  So  booh  after  the  dasth 
of  hie  Eminenoe  1 " 

"  It  vOl  be  the  lees  talked  of,  and  I  the  leea  Boqweted. 
Hast  thou  BBcertained  the  name  of  the  inaolent  who 
baffled  ub  that  night,  and  advised  the  Cardinal  the  next 
dayl" 

"Not  yet" 

"Sapient  MMcaril  I  will  inform  thee.  It  wu  the 
stiai^  Unknown." 

"The  Signor  Zanonil     Are  you  sure,  my  prince t  " 

*  Haacari,  yea.  There  ia  a  tone  in  that  man's  Toiee 
that  I  never  can  miatake;  bo  dettr,  and  m  conunandinj^ 
when  I  hear  it  I  almoat  fancy  there  is  such  a  thing  aa 
conseieDce.  However,  we  must  rid  ouTeelvei  of  an 
impeitinyt.  Uascari,  Sigooi  Zanoni  hath  not  yet 
hoDorad  oor  poor  honae  with  his  preaence.  He  ia  a 
disttngnished  Btnmger ,  —  we  moat  give  a  banquet  in  hie 

"  Ah,  and  the  Cypma  wine  I  The  cypresB  ia  a  pniper 
emblem  of  the  grave." 

*  Bat  this  anon.  I  am  BuperBtitiouB ;  there  am 
strange  Btoriea  of  Zanoni'a  power  and  foresight;  remem- 
ber  the  death  nf  ITghelli,  No  matter,  though  the  Fiend 
ware  hie  ally,  he  should  not  rob  me  of  my  pruce ;  no,  nor 
my  revenge." 

'Ycmi  Excdlency  is  infatuated;  the  aetrsM  haa 
bewitched  you." 

"Maaeaii,"  said  the  prince,  with  a  haughty  amile, 
*  throi^h  these  veins  rolls  the  blood  of  the  old  '^aoonti, 
.^of  thoea  who  boasted  that  no  woman  ever  escaped 
their  Inst,  and  no  man  their  resentment.     The  enwi 
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of  my  &th«n  hu  ahnink  into  •  gewgiir  tnd  k  t<7, — 
their  smMtion  and  their  spirit  we  undenyedl  Mj 
honor  ii  now  enlisted  in  this  pnisoit^  —  Viola  must  be 

"  Another  amboscade  t "  said  Maacari,  inqniiinglj. 

"  Kay,  why  not  enter  the  house  itself  1  —  Hm  situation 
ii  lonely,  and  t&e  door  is  not  made  of  iron." 

"  But  what  ij!,  on  her  retam  home,  she  tell  the  tale 
of  oar  Tiolencet  A  house  forced, — a  Tiigia  stcdeni 
Reflect ;  though  the  feudal  privileges  are  not  destroyMl, 
even  a  Yisconti  is  not  now  above  the  law." 

"Is  he  not,  Masoaril  FooII  in  what  age  of  the 
world,  even  if  the  Madmen  of  France  succeed  in  their 
ahimeias,  will  tiie  iron  of  law  not  bend  itself,  like  an 
osier  twig,  to  the  strong  hand  of  power  and  goldt  Bnt 
look  not  so  pale,  Masoari ;  I  have  foreplanned  all  things. 
The  day  that  she  leaves  this  palace,  she  will  leave  it 
tor  Fiance,  with  A&insienr  Jean  Kicot" 

Before  Hascari  could  reply,  the  gentleman  of  the 
dismber  announced  the  Signer  Zanoni. 

The  prince  involuntarily  laid  his  hand  upon  Qtt 
sword  placed  on  the  table,  then  with  a  smile  at  his 
own  impulse,  rose,  and  met  his  visitor  at  the  threshold, 
with  all  the  laofoae  and  respectful  courtesy  of  Italian 
nmulation. 

"This  is  an  honor  highly  prized,"  said  the  prinoe. 
"I  have  long  desired  to  clasp  the  hand  of  one  so  dis- 
tingnished." 

**  And  I  give  It  in  the  spirit  with  whiofa  you  seek  it," 
replied  Zanoni 

The  NeapoUtan  bowed  over  the  hand  he  pressed ;  bnt 
as  he  touched  it  a  shiver  came  over  him,  and  his  heart 
■lood  still.  Zanoni  bent  on  him  his  dark,  smiling  eyea, 
■ad  th«i  seated  himself  with  a  familiar  air. 
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*  Tlnu  it  ii  mgned  and  walsd;  I  mema  oar  bundihip, 
noble  prinoe.  And  now  I  will  tell  yoa  the  ol^eet  of 
my  Tuit.  I  find,  Exoelleni^,  that,  nnooiieoiotulj  per- 
hapi,  we  are  riTals.  Can  we  not  eoeonimodate  oai 
pretenmonal" 

"Ahl"  said  the  piince,  cweleaslj,  "700,  then,  Wen 
the  caTalier  who  lobbed  me  of  the  rewiid  of  m;  chase. 
All  Bttategema  fair  in  love,  as  in  wur.  B«oonflile  our 
pntenmonel  Well,  here  is  the  dloe-boz;  let  ne  throw 
for  her.     He   who  caste   the    loweat    ehall   resign  bia 

*  Is  this  a  dedflion  bj  which  jou  will  pramiBe  to  be 

"  Tee,  on  my  faith. " 

"  And  for  him  who  breaks  his  word  so  plif^ted,  what 
abaU  be  the  forfeitt " 

"The  aword  lies  next  to  the  dice-box,  Bignor  Zanoni 
Let  him  who  rtonda  not  by  his  honor  fall    by  the 

BWOld." 

"And  yon  invoke  that  aenteooe  if  either  of  as  fail 
his  wordt   Be  It  so;  let  Signor  ICaacari  cast  for  us." 

"WellB&id!  — Mascari,  the  dice  t" 
,The  prince  threw  himself  back  in  his  chair;  and, 
worid-faardened  as  ho  was,  eonld  not  auppiese  the  glow 
of  trinmph  and  satisfaction  that  spread  itself  over  hie 
features.  Mascari  took  np  the  three  dice,  and  tattled 
them  nmeily  in  the  box.  Zanoni,  leaning  his  cheek  on 
his  hand,  and  bending  over  the  table,  fixed  his  eyes 
stead£utly  on  the  parasite ;  Mascari  in  vain  struggled  to 
axtrioate  himself  from  that  searching  gaze ;  he  grew  pale, 
and  trembled,  he  pat  down  the  box. 

"  I  give  the  first  throw  to  yonr  Excellency.  Signor 
Mascari,  be  pleased  to  termiiiate  onr  sospense." 

A  took  up  the  box ;  again  his  hand  shook 
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■o  Uut  the  die*  nttled  within.     He  ttinir;  ths  namben 

"  It  it  a  high  throw, "  said  Zuiani,  oalmly ;  "  neTsrtbe- 
leoB,  Signor  HMcui,  I  do  not  deapond." 

Maaoari  gathered  up  the  dioe,  shook  the  box,  and 
rolled  the  contents  onoe  moie  on  the  table;  the  number 
waa  the  highest  that  can  be  thrown, —  eighteen. 

The  prince  darted  a  glance  of  fixe  at  his  minion,  who 
■tood  with  gaping  mouth,  staring  at  the  dice,  and  trem- 
bling from  head  to  toot. 

"I  have  won,  70a  see,"  said  Zaooni;  "ma;  we  be 
friends  slillt " 

"Bignor,"  said  the  prince,  obvioualy  struggling  with 
angei  and  confneion,  "  the  victor;  is  fours.  But  pardon 
me,  jou  have  spoken  lighHj  of  this  young  girl,  —  will 
anything  tempt  you  to  yield  your  claim  1  " 

"Ah,  do  not  Uiink  so  ill  of  my  gallantry;  and," 
resumed  Zononi,  with  a  stem  meaning  in  his  ndoe, 
*  forget  not  the  forfeit  your  own  lips  have  named.* 

The  prince  knit  his  brow,  but  constrained  ttie  hanghtj 
answer  that  was  his  first  impulse. 

"  Eooogh  t  "  he  said,  forcing  a  smile ;  "  I  yield.  Let 
me  prove  that  I  do  not  yield  ungraciously;  will  you 
favor  me  with  your  presence  at  a  little  feast  I  propose 
to  give  in  honor, "  he  added,  with  a  satdonie  mockery, 
"  of  the  elevation  of  my  HnTniin,  the  late  Cardinal, 
of  pions  memory,  to  the  true  seat  of  St  Peter  t " 

"  It  is,  indeed,  a  happineee  to  hear  one  oonmiand  of 
yoois  I  can  obey." 

Zanoni  tiien  turned  the  conversation,  talked  lightly 
and  gayly,  and  soon  afterwards  departed. 

"  Villain  I "  then  exclaimed  the  prince,  grasping 
Hascari  by  the  collar,  "  you  betrayed  me  I  * 

'  I  asBoie  yonr  Excellency  that  the  dioe  wen  properly 
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Kmnged)  ha  Bhonld  have  thrown  tmlTe;  bat  lia  u  tha 
Devil,  and  that's  the  end  of  it." 

"  There  is  no  time  to  be  hMt,"  Mud  &•  prinee,  qui^ 
ting  his  hold  of  hie  panaite,  who  quietly  leaettUd  hia 
cnvat. 

"  M;  blood  ta  op, —  I  will  win  thia  girl,  if  I  die  for  iti 
Whatnoiae  isthatl" 

*  It  ia  bnt  the  aword  of  jonr  iUuatriou  anceator  that 
haa  fdlen  from  tiie  taUe." 
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Mt  art  is  altwdj  dim  tai  troubled.  I  have  loit  the  tnn- 
qnilUt;  whidi  i«  power.  I  cauuot  inflnence  the  deduoni 
of  thoM  whom  I  would  most  guide  to  the  ahoie;  I  see  them 
wander  farther  and  deeper  into  the  in&nite  ocean  where  our 
baritB  lail  evennore  to  the  horizon  that  fliea  before  nal 
Amazed  and  awed  to  Bud  that  I  can  onlj  warn  where  I 
would  control,  I  have  looked  into  m^  own  aooL  It  i*  trua 
that  the  deeirea  of  earth  chain  me  to  the  prMont,  and  ahnt 
me  from  the  aolemn  aecieta  which  Intellect,  purified  from  all 
the  dtoas  of  the  clay,  alone  can  examine  and  anrTajr.  The 
■tern  condition  on  which  we  hold  our  nobler  and  diviner 
gifts  darkens  our  ririon  towards  the  future  of  those  for  whom 
we  know  the  human  infirmities  of  jealousy  or  hate  or  loTe. 
Mejnoor,  all  around  me  is  mist  and  hue;  I  have  gone  back 
in  our  sublime  existence;  and  from  the  bosom  of  the  imperish- 
able jonth  that  blooms  only  in  the  apirit,  springs  np  the  daA 
poiton-flower  of  human  lore. 

This  man  ia  not  worthy  of  her,  —  I  know  that  tontli ;  yet 
in  his  nature  are  the  aeeds  of  good  and  gieatneaa,  if  the  taiM 
and  weeds  of  worldly  ranitiea  and  fears  would  suffer  them 
to  grow.  If  she  ware  bis,  and  I  had  thus  transplanted  to 
another  soil  the  pasnon  that  obscnrea  my  gase  and  disanna 
my  power,  unseen,  unheard,  unrecognized,  I  eoold  wateh  over 
his  fate,  and  secretly  prompt  his  deeds,  and  minister  to  her 

>  No  order  of  siriritsmnat  be  Inrakadnnhaa  the  weather  be  dsac 
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wd&n  timm^  lib  own.  BattiasitulNi  onl  Thnm^thB 
■hadom  that  auiralB  me,  I  we,  gsthering  lonitd  hsr,  the 
darkest  dangen.  No  chviee  but  flight,  — no  oMape  hta  with 
him  or  me.  '^th  mat  —  the  raptnrooa  thonght,  ~~  the  terri- 
ble ocmTicticoiI  Witli  me  I  Hejnonr,  canst  tboa  wonder 
that  I  wonld  isTe  lier  from  mTielf  1  A  moment  in  the  life 
of  age«t  —  a  babble  on  the  ahorelew  sea.  What  else  to  ma 
can  be  bipnan  lore  t  And  in  this  eaqoieite  nature  of  hen,  — 
mon  pure,  more  spiritual,  eveu  in  its  yotmg  affectioDB  than 
erer  heretofore  the  eonntlni  'rolnmee  of  the  heart,  race  after 
race,  hare  given  to  mj  gase:  there  is  yet  a  dwp-bnried  feel- 
ing tliat  wains  me  of  inevitable  woe.  Thoa  austere  and 
remorseless  Hierophant,  —  thoa  who  hast  soo^  to  convert 
to  vor  bmdiaifaood  everj  spirit  that  seened  to  thee  mott 
high  and  bold,  —  even  then  knowest,  bj  horrible  experience, 
how  vain  the  hope  to  banish  fiar  from  the  htait  of  woman. 
Hy  life  wonH  be  to  her  one  merveL  Even  if ,  on  the  other 
band,  I  songht  to  guide  her  path  through  the  realms  of  terror 
to  the  light,  think  of  the  Hannter  of  the  Threshold,  and 
shnddei  with  me  at  ths  awfi^  hazard  1  I  have  endeavored 
to  Sll  the  Englishman's  ambition  with  the  true  gloij  of^his 
art ;  bot  the  restless  s^iit  of  his  aneestor  still  seems  to 
whiipsr  in  him,  and  to  attract  to  the  spheres  in  which  it  lost 
its  own  wandering  way.  There  is  a  mystery  in  man's  inheri- 
tance from  hii  &theis.  Peonliarities  of  tiu  mind,  as  diseases 
of  the  body,  rest  dormant  for  genemtioni,  to  revive  in  some 
distant  deflcendont,  bofQe  all  treatment  and  elude  oU  skill. 
Come  to  me  from  th^  solitude  amidst  the  wrecks  of  Borne  I 
I  pant  for  a  living  eonSdant,  — for  one  who  in  the  old  time 
has  himself  known  jealousy  and  love.  -  I  have  sought  com- 
mune with  Adon-Ai;  but  his  presence,  that  once  inspired 
such  heavenly  content  with  knowledge,  and  so  serene  a 
onnGdenoe  in  destiny,  now  only  troubles  and  perplexes  me. 
From  the  hmght  from  which  I  strive  to  SMtoh  into  the 
abadows  of  things  to  come,  I  see  confused  spectre*  of  menace 
and  wrath.  Hetbinka  I  behold  a  ghastly  limit  to  the  won- 
dfons  existence  I  have  held,  —  mn^h^^l^^l  that,  after  agee  of 
the  Ideal  Life,  I  see  my  course  merge  into  the  most  stoimy 
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wUripmd  of  th«  BmL  Wh«n  the  itua  opoaad  to  iu«  tiiata 
git«8,  there  locnru  a  aeafttld,  — thii^  ■taiiiH  of  blood  ifae  m 
from  a  dbuableft  What  is  mon  itnrage  to  mc^  ■  craunre 
hen,  e  tcij  l^pe  of  the  Mm  ideal  of  eonunon  men,  —  bodf 
end  mind,  a  Iddeone  mookerj^  of  the  art  Uiat  afaapaa  the  Beaa- 
tifiil,  and  the  deeitw  that  *eek  the  Ferieet,  arar  haniA  nqr 
Tiaion  amidtt  theee  partotbed  and.  broken  olonda  <tt  the  late 
to  be.  By  that  ihadowj  acaffold  it  itande  and  gibbeta  at  me, 
with  lipe  dropping  slime  end  gore.  Come,  O  friend  of  the 
far-time ;  for  me,  at  leaat,  thy  wiadom  baa  not  purged  awaj 
ibj  human  efiectioni.  According  to  the  bond*  of  onr  aotemn 
Older,  ndaeed  now  to  thee  and  myaelf,  lone  rarmon  <i  ao 
many  hangb^  and  ^orions  oBpinnta,  thou  ait  pledged,  too, 
to  warn  the  deecendant  of  thoaa  whom  thj  mwiwaeli  aonght 
to  initiate  into  the  great  eeciet  in  a  former  age.  The  laat  of 
that  bold  Vieoonti  who  wae  once  thy  pupil  is  the  rdentlcM 
peneoutDr  of  thia  fitii  child.  With  thoo^^ts  of  Inrt  and 
mnrder,  he  is  digging  his  own  grave;  thon  mayeat  yet  danut 
him  &om  hie  doom.  And  I  alao  mysterionaly,  by  the  eame 
bond,  am  pledged  U>  obey,  if  be  so  command,  a  Inb  guilty 
daeoyidant  of  a  laffled  but  nobler  student.  If  he  reject  my 
eonnael,  and  inaiat  npon  the  pledge,  Uqnonr,  thon  wilt 
have  another  neophyte.  Beware  of  another  victim  I  Come  to 
me !  lUs  will  reach  thee  with  all  apeed.  Anairai  it  by  tba 
ptetetue  of  one  hand  that  I  can  date  to  olaap  I 
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ninpo 
Fnito,  crado,  mi  cooobbe  e  'neontro 
Hi  reime  con  U  bocca  ■«iigtiiiioia.> 

Ahimtx,  A1  tr.  Sc  L 

•  At  Naples,  the  tomb  of  Virgil ,  beetling  oTer  tbe  an* 
of  Posilipo,  is  leTetenoed,  not  with  tbe  feelings  &ia,i 
should  halloT  t^e  memory  of  the  poet,  but  tiie  awe  that 
wnpe  the  memory  of  the  magician.  To  his  ehanna  they 
aacribe  the  hollowing  of  that  mountain  paaaage;  and 
tradition  yet  guards  his  tomb  by  the  spirita  he  had  raised 
to  oonstmot  the  caTem.  This  spot,  in  the  immediate 
vicinify  of  Viola's  home,  had  often  attnoted  her  solitair 
footstepe.  She  bad  loved  the  dim  and  solamn  fancies 
that  beecrt  her  as  she  looked  into  the  lengthened  gloom 
of  the  grotto,  or,  asoending  to  tbe  tomb,  gaaed  from  the 
lock  on  the  dwarfed  figures  of  the  busy  crowd  that  aeemed 
to  creep  tike  insects  along  the  windings  of  the  soil 
below;  and  now,  at  noon,  she  bent  thither  her  thought' 
fnl  way.  She  threaded  the  narrow  path,  she  passed  the 
gloomy  vineyard  that  clambers  up  the  rock,  and  gained 
the  lofty  spot,  green  with  moes  and  Inxnriaat  foliage, 
where  the  du^  of  him  who  yet  soothes  and  elevates  the 
minds  of  men  is  believed  to  rest.  From  afar  rose  the 
huge  fortress  of  St,  Elmo,  frowning  darkly  amidst  spirea 
and  domes  that  glittered  in  the  snn.  Lulled  in  its  amra 
splendor  lay   the   Siren's  sea;  and  the  gray  amoke  of 

'  The  wotmiied  woU,  I  think,  knew  me,  >nd  cam*  to  inaet  ne 
whh  its  blood  J  montli. 
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VesaTina,  in  th«  cleftr  distance,  soared  like  a  morfng 
pillar  into  tbe  Incid  sky.  Motionleaa  on  the  brink  of 
the  precipice,  Viola  looked  upon  the  lovely  and  living 
world  that  stretched  belov;  and  the  sullen  vapor  of 
VeBaviuB  fascinated  her  eye  yet  more  than  the  scattered 
gardens,  or  the  gleaming  Gaprea,  smiling  dmidat  the 
smiles  of  the  sea.  She  heard  not  a  step  that  had  fol- 
lowed her  on  her  path  and  started  to  hear  a  voice  at 
hand.  So  ondden  was  the  apparition  of  the  form  that 
stood  by  her  side,  emerging  from  the  bushes  that  clad 
the  crags,  and  so  singidar  did  it  harmonise  in  its 
tincouth  ngltDesB  with  the  wild  nature  of  tbe  scene 
immediately  atoond  her,  and  the  wisard  traditions  of 
tbe  place,  l^t  the  color  left  her  cheek,  and  a  faint  cry 
broke  from  ber  lips. 

"  Tush,  pretty  tiemblerl  —  do  not  be  frightened  at 
my  face,"  said  tbe  man,  with  a  bitter  smile.  "After 
three  months'  marriage,  there  is  no  difEerenee  between 
ugjinesa  aad  beaaly.  Custom  is  a  great  leveller.  I 
was  coming  to  your  house  when  I  saw  you  leave  it;  so, 
as  I  have  matters  of  importance  to  commnnioat^  I 
ventured  to  follow  your  footsteps.  My  name  is  Jean 
Kioot,  a  name  already  favorably  known  as  a  French 
artist.  The  art  of  painting  and  the  art  of  musio  are 
nearly  coimected,  and  the  stage  is  an  altar  that  unites 
the  two. " 

There  was  something  frank  and  unembarrsaeed  in  tbe 
man's  address  that  served  to  dispel  the  fear  bis  appear- 
ance had  occasioned.  He  seated  himself,  as  he  spoke, 
on  a  orag  beside  ber,  and,  looking  np  steadily  into  her 
faoe,  continued:  — 

"  Ton  ar«  very  beautiful,  Viola  Pisani,  and  I  am  not 
surprised  at  the  number  of  your  admirers.  If  I  presume 
to  place  mfseU  In  the  list,  it  is  because  I  am  Uie  only 
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one  who  Iotm  tiwe  hosMtly,  and  wooa  thea  Eurij. 
Nftjilook  noi  M  indigiuuitl     Listen  to  nw.     Hat  tit« 

Prince  di eTei  spoken  to  t}iee  of  mcmage  j  or 

the  beantifol  impoetor  Zaaoni,  or  the  fonng  Uue-ejed 
Engliehman,  Cluenoe  GIfndont  It  ie  mamage,  —  it 
ia  e  home,  it  ii  ufety,  it  ie  lepntetion,  that  I  offar  to 
thee;  and  these  last  whm  the  atraight  fonn  grom 
crooked,  and  the  bright  eyea  dim.  What  say  jout " 
and  he  attempted  to  aeiie  bet  band. 

VioU  Bbmnk  from  him,  and  aileatl;  tamed  to  de- 
part.    He  roee  abruptly  and  placed  himself  <m  her  path. 

"Actrees,  you  muat  bear  mel  Do  you  know  what 
this  calling  of  the  stage  is  in  the  eyea  of  pngodiee, 
—  that  is,  of  the  oommon  opinion  of  mankind  I  It  is 
to  be  a  priDoesB  before  the  lampa,  and  a  Pariah  before 
the  day.  No  man  believes  in  your  virtoe,  no  man 
ciedita  your  rows;  yon  are  the  puppet  that  they  oonsont 
to  trick  out  with  tinsel  for  their  amusement,  not  an  idol 
for  their  worship.  Are  you  so  enamoured  of  this  career 
that  yott  Bcom  vnn  to  think  of  aeoarity  and  honor  1 
Ferbape  yon  are  different  from  what  yon  seem.  Fer- 
hape  you  laugh  at  the  prejudice  that  would  degrade 
yon,  and  would  wisely  turn  it  to  advantage.  Speak 
frankly  to  me;  I  have  no  prsjudioe  either.     Sweet  one, 

I  am  sure  we  should  agree.     Kow,  this  Prince  di , 

I  have  a  message  from  him.     Shall  I  deliver  iti  " 

Never  had  Viola  felt  aa  she  felt  then;  never  bad 
ahe  so  dioronghly  seen  all  the  perila  of  her  forlorn  con- 
dition and  her  fearful  renown.     If icot  continued :  ~- 

"Zanoni  would  but  amnse  himself  with  thy  vanity; 
Glymd<m  would  despise  himself,  if  be  offered  thee  hia 
name,  and    thee,  if   thou  wouldat  accept  it;  but  the 

Prince  di   is  in   earnest,  and    he    is  wealtl^. 

Idatenl" 
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And  yieot  appToubed  hia  Iip«  to  her,  and  IdaMd  a 
Mstenoe  whi«h  ahe  did  not  saffer  him  to  eomplate. 
She  darted  from  him  with  one  glance  of  nnnttenble 
disdain.  Aa  he  strove  to  regaia  his  hold  of  bet  arm, 
he  lost  hie  footing,  and  fell  down  the  eides  of  the  rock 
till,  bruiaed  and  lacerated ,  a  pine-branch  saved  him  from 
the  yawning  abyss  below.  She  beaid  bis  exclamation 
of  rage  and  pain  as  she  bounded  down  the  path,  and, 
without  once  turning  to  look  behind,  regained  her  home. 
By  the  porch  stood  Glyndon,  convening  with  Gionetta. 
She  passed  him  abmptlj,  entered  the  house,  and,  sink- 
Nig  on  the  floor,  w^  loud  and  passionately. 

GlyndoQ,  who  had  followed  her  in  surprise,  vainly 
sought  to  soothe  and  calm  ber.  She  would  not  reply 
to  his  questions ;  she  did  not  seem  to  listen  to  bis  pro- 
testotions  of  love,  till  suddenly,  as  Kieot's  terrible  pic- 
ture of  the  world's  judgment  of  that  profession  which 
to  her  younger  tbougbte  bad  seemed  the  service  of  Song 
and  the  Beautiful,  forced  itself  upon  her,  she  raised  bet 
face  from  her  hands,  and,  looking  steadily  upon  tfae 
Englishman,  said,  "  False  one,  dost  thou  talk  to  me  of 
love  I " 

"  By  my  honor,  words  fail  to  tell  thee  how  I  lovel  " 

"Wilt  thou  give  me  thy  home,  thy  nameT  Dost 
thou  woo  me  as  thy  wife ) "  And  at  that  moment,  l»d 
Glyndon  answeied  ae  bis  better  angel  would  have  ooun- 
selled,  perhaps,  in  that  revolution  of  her  whole  mind 
which  the  words  of  Nicot  had  effected,  which  made 
her  despise  her  very  self,  sicken  of  bei  lofty  dieoms, 
despair  of  ttie  futuro,  and  distrust  her  whole  ideal, — 
perhaps,  I  say,  in  restoring  her  self-esteem,  —  he  would 
have  won  her  confidenoe,  and  ultimately  secured  bet 
love.  But  against  the  prompting  of  fais  nobler  nstun 
rose  np  at  tbat  sudden  qnestion  all  those  doubts  wUeb, 
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as  Zuioiii  had  ao  well  implied,  made  tiie  true  enemiee  of 
IkLB  soal.  Waa  he  thoa  auddenlj  to  be  entangled  into  a 
■nue  laid  for  his  erednlitj  by  deceiven  I  Waa  she  not 
iostraoted  to  seice  the  moment  to  force  him  into  an 
aTowal  which  prudence  most  repent  t  Waa  not  th« 
great  actraaa  lehearaing  a  premeditated  putt  He 
toned  round,  aa  these  thooghta,  the  children  .of  the 
world,  paaaed  ocrosa  him,  for  he  literally  fancied  that 
he  heard  the  nnaatie  langh  of  Uerrftle  without  Nor 
waa  he  deceived.  Merrale  waa  paasing  by  the  thieahold, 
and  Gionetta  had  told  him  hia  friend  was  within.  Who 
does  not  know  the  effect  of  the  world's  laugh  t  Herrale 
was  the  penonation  of  the  world.  The  whole  world 
seemed  to  shout  derision  in  thoee  rii^i^  tonee.  He 
drew  back, —  he  recoiled.  Viola  followed  him  with  her 
earnest,  impatient  eyes.  At  last,  he  Altered  forth,  *  Do 
all  of  thy  profeseion,  beautiful  Viola,  exact  marriage  aa 
the  sole  condition  of  love  I "  Oh,  hitter  queetioni  Oh, 
poisoned  taunt  I  He  repented  it  the  moment  sfter.  He 
was  seited  with  remorae  of  reason,  of  feelii^,  and  of 
conscience.  He  saw  her  form  shrink,  as  it  were,  at 
his  cruel  words.  He  saw  the  color  come  and  go,  to 
leare  the  writhing  lipe  like  marble;  And  then,  with  a 
nd,  gentle  look  of  eelf-pity,  rather  than  reproach,  she 
pressed  her  hands  tightly  to  her  bosom,  and  said,  — 

"Hewsarightl  Pardon  me.  Englishman;  I  see  now, 
indeed,  that  I  am  the  Pariah  and  the  outcast." 

"  Hear  me.  I  retract.  Viola,  Yiola  t  it  is  for  you  to 
foigirel " 

But  Viola  waved  him  from  her,  and,  smiling  monm-* 
fully  aa  she  pasaed  him  by,  glided  from  the  chamber; 
■nd  he  did  not  dare  to  detain  har. 
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Davmk.   Km,  eld  long'  h  d'Amor  1 
Tnui.  CU  t«EM  B  Hgg», 

Duns.  E  cln  giJon  fnggli  dA  Inl  di' h»  1' all  1 
TiML   Amtr  matetHU  ka  earttt'tdil ' 

Amimta,  At.  ii  B«k  fi. 

Wbbn  Gljndon  found  himMlf  without  Viola's  housei 
Merrale,  still  loitering  at  the  door,  seised  his  arm. 
Olyndon  ahook.  him  off  abruptlj. 

"  Thou  aud  thy  oounaels,"  said  he,  bitteily,  "have 
tosde  me  a  cowud  and  a  wietch.  But  I  will  go  home, 
—  I  will  write  to  hei.  I  will  poor  out  ray  whole  soul; 
Av  will  forgive  me  yet." 

HeiTole,  who  was  a  man  of  imperturbable  temper, 
amnged  his  rufSes,  which  his  friend's  angiy  gesture 
had  a  little  discomposed,  and  not  till  Glyndon  bad 
exhausted  himself  awhile  by  passionate  exclamations 
and  reproaches,  did  the  experienced  angler  begin  to 
tighten  the  line.  He  then  drew  from  Ql}rudon  the 
explanation  of  what  had  passed,  and  artfully  sought  not 
to  irritate,  but  soothe  him.  Uervale,  indeed,  was  by 
no  meansahad  man;  be  had  stronger  moral  notions  than 
are  common  amongst  the  young.  He  sincerely  reproved 
his  friend  for  harboring  dishonorable  intentions  with 
regard  to  the  actress.     "  Because   I   would   not  have 

>  Dafitb.  Bnt,  who  ii  &(  tvom  Love  f  — Tmii.  He  who  feOM 
and  flies. — DAm.  What  dm  to  flea  from  otM  who  hai  winp  T — 
Tbsl    The  winga  of  Lore,  while  he  yet  grows,  an  aboct. 
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htt  Otf  wii«,  I  n«T«r  dmuaad  tlutt  tbon  thovldft  dagmda 
hsr  to  tiij  iniBtwwB.  Bettw  of  tbo  two  an  impradent 
match  tiun  an  illicit  eonuMtion,  But  pauw  jtA,  do  not 
■ot  on  ths  fmpulM  of  the  mornont." 

"  Bat  than  is  no  tima  to  Iom.  I  bava  jsomlaad  to 
Zanosi  to  give  him  my  answer  bj  to-monow  ni^t. 
Later  than  that  time,  all  option  oeaoee." 

'Ah I"  laid  Merrala,  "this  aeams  ■oapialooa. 
Explain  youTBelf." 

And  Olyndon,  in  the  earaMtnesa  of  hia  panion-,  told 
his  friend  what  bad  passed  between  himself  and  Zanonl, 

—  snppnaBing  only,  he  ecanse  knew  wh;,  the  mferanoa 
to  his  ancestor  and  the  mysteriona  lootherhoad. 

This  Tcoital  gars  to  Mervale  all  the  advantags  be 
could  desire.  Heaveiul  with  what  soond,  shiewd  com- 
mon-sense he  talked.  How  STidentlj  same  charlstanic 
coalition  between  the  actress,  and  perhaps,  —  wbo 
knowst — >ber  olandeatina  protector,  sated  with  poMea- 
■ionl  How  equivocal  tbe  character  of  one,  ~  the  posi- 
tion of  tbe  otberl  What  cunning  in  tbe  question  (d 
the  actreaet  How  profoundly  had  Gljndon,  at  tbe  flrst 
mggestion  of  his  aober  reaHm,  scMi  through  the  snare. 
WhatI  was  he  to  be  thus  mystically  cajoled  and  hurried 
into  a  rash  marriage,  because  Zanoni,  a  mere  stranger, 
told  him  with  a  grave  face  that  he  must  decide  before 
the  clock  struck  a  certain  bonrt 

"  Do  this  at  least,"  said  Mervale,  reasonably  onongh. 

—  "wait  till  the  time  expires;  it  is  but  another  day. 
Baffle  Zanoni.  He  tells  thee  that  he  will  meet  thee 
before  midnight  to-morrow,  and  deSes  tiue  to  avoid 
him.  Pooht  let  us  quit  Naples  for  some  neighboring 
place,  where,  unless  be  be  indeed  the  Devil,  be  cannot 
poesibly  tind  ub.  Show  him  that  you  will  not  be  ted 
blindfold  even  into  an  act  that  you  meditate  yourself. 
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Befivr^  te:  -wiiia  to  her,  ot  to  sm  her,  till  aSitt  to- 
moTTOv.  Thia  »  all  I  ask.  Then  viut  hv,  and  daoida 
for  younelf."' 

Gljndon  vas  itaggand.  Hs  oould  not  combttt  the 
'  BeAmiiiigB  of  his  friend ;  he  wm  not  ooaTinced,  but  be 
hMitated;  and  at  that  moment  Nicot  passed  then.  He 
turned  round,  and  stepped,  as  he  saw  GlTndon. 

"  W«U,  and  do  you  think  atill  of  the  Finnil  " 

"Yes;  and^ou  —  " 

*  Have  Been  and  convened  with  har.  She  ahall  be 
Madame  Kioot  before  this  dajr  weekl  I  am  going  to 
the  iH^,  in  the  Toledo;  and  hark  je,  wbea  next  yon 
meet  your  friend  Signor  Zanoni,  tell  him  that  he  baa 
twice  ciommI  my  path.  Jean  Nioot,  though  a  painter, 
ia  a  plain,  honeat  man,  and  always  paya  his  debts." 

'  It  is  a  good  doctrine  in  money  matters,"  amid  Mn- 
nle;  "  as  to  nyange,  it  is  not  ao  moral,  and  oartainly 
not  so  wise.  But  is  it  in  yoor  love  that  Zanoni  hat 
oroseed  youi  path  I  How  that,  if  your  suit  prosper  lo 
well!" 

"Ask  Viola  Piaani  that  queation.  Bahl  Qlyndon, 
she  ia  a  prude  only  to  thee.  But  I  have  no  prejudices. 
Once  mora,  farawall." 

"  Bouae  thyself,  man  I  "  said  Mervale,  slapping  Qlyn- 
don cm  the  shoulder.  "  What  think  you  of  your  &ir 
one  now  t" 

"  Thia  man  must  lie." 

*  Will  you  writ«  to  her  at  once  t " 

"  No ;  if  she  be  really  playing  a  game,  t  coold 
renounce  ber  without  a  sigh.  I  will  watoh  her  doealy ; 
and,  at  all  events,  Zanoni  shall  not  be  the  master  of  my 
fate.     Let  us,  u  you  adviae,  leave  KapUa  at  daybreak 
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O  cbinnqne  ta  li*,  eb«  fnoi  d'ognl  ma 
Ttefhi  Natnn  ad  opr*  alton  e  rti*M, 
K,  qilando  I  MgraM,  Mitri  al  pib  dUM» 

Spad'  •  tM  TO^  dall*  BkMtl  UMM  — 

Dab,  Dimni  I ' 

Otnu.  La.,  Cut.  X.  ktIU. 

Eablt  tha-  Dext  morning  thfl  70111^;  Eaglishmsn 
moimtod  thair  honaa,  and  took  the  load  towarda  Baua. 
Glyndon  l«ft  word  at  hia  hotel,  that  if  Signor  Za&oni 
aought  him,  it  waa  in  the  uaighboihood  of  that  onea 
celebiatad  vatering-plaoe  of  ttia  ancienta  that  he  ahtmld 
ba  found. 

Thej  paaaad  b^  Viola'a  hooae,  hat  Oljndon  leaiated 
the  temptation  of  panaing  there;  and  after  threading 
the  giotto  of  Poailipo,  they  wound  by  a  eircuitooa  route 
back  into  the  aahoiba  of  the  eity,  and  took  the  oppoaite 
road,  which  ocmdnota  to  Portici  and  Pompeii.  It  waa 
lata  at  noon  wtiaa  th«y  arrived  at  the  fbnnar  of  thaaa 
placea.  Hen  they  halted  to  dine;  for  Uervale  had 
heard  much  of  the  excellenoe  of  the  macanmi  at  Portici, 
and  Uervale  waa  a  bon  vivant. 

They  put  up  at  an  inn  of  very  humble  preteniiona, 
and  dined  under  an  awning.  Merrale  waa  more  than 
naoally  gay;  he  presaed  the  ItSorima  upon  hia  friend, 
and  converaed  gayly. 

>  0  thou,  vhoeTM  thon  art,  who  thitmgh  epaiy  bm  bendMt 
Batnie  to  worki  foralgn  anii  Kmnge ;  and  bj  rpjitig  into  bar 
aacnti,  antwtM  at  thf  wOl  into  tba  doaMt  netmat  of  A*  hanaa 
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"Wall,  m;  dear  friend,  ve  ham  f6II«d  SlgtMr 
ZsnoQi  in  one  of  his  prediotion*  at  laaat.  Yon  will 
hsTe  no  &ith  in  him  li«ieafter. " 

"  Tha  idu  are  eome,  not  gone." 

"Toabl  If  he  be  the  loothBajer,  yon  an  not  tha 
Gsaar.  It  is  jour  vanity  that  malcea  you  oredulona. 
Thank  Heaven,  I  do  not  think  myaelf  of  each  impor- 
tance that  the  operationa  of  Nature  ahoold  ba  changed 
in  order  to  frighten  me." 

*  But  Thy  should  the  operations  of  Nature  be  changed  T 
There  may  be  a  deeper  philosophy  than  wa  dieam  of, 
—  a  philooophy  that  diaoovera  the  aeoreta  of  Natnn,  but 
does  not  alter,  by  penetrating,  its  oouraaa." 

*  Ah,  you  telapae  into  your  heietioal  oredulity;  you 
aeriously  suppoae  Zanoni  to  be  a  prophet,  —  a  reader  of 
.the  future;  perhaps  an  aasoeiate  of  genii  and  spirit!  1  " 

Here  the  landlord,  a  little,  fat,  oily  fellov,  oame 
ap  with  a  fieah  bottle  of  Idcrima.  He  hoped  their 
Exoelleocias  were  pleased.  He  was  moat  toadted  — 
touflhod  to  the  heart,  that  they  liked  the  macar(»u. 
Were  their  Excellencies  going  to  Vesuviual  There 
was  a  slight  emptton ;  they  eould  not  aae  it  where  they 
were,  but  it  was  pretty,  and  would  be  prettier  still  after 
sunset. 

"  A  capital  ideal  "  cried  Mervale.  "What  say  you, 
Glyndon I " 

"  I  hare  not  yet  seen  an  erupticn ;  I  should  like  it 
much." 

"  But  is  there  no  danger  I  "  aaked  the  pnidant  Mervale. 

"  Oh,  not  at  all ;  the  mountain  is  very  civil  at  present. 
It  only  plays  a  little,  just  to  amuse  their  Excellencies 
the  English.' 

"  Well,  order  tbe  horses,  and  bring  the  bill ;  we  will 
go  before  it  Is  dark.     Clarence,  my  friend,  —  mine  aat 
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Mtndtmt }  but  taka  eu«  of  tbe  ptit  Ubwo^  which 
will  loaroe  do  for  walking  i»  lanti " 

The  bottle  wu  finished,  the  bill  pftidj  the  gentlemea 
monated,  the  Undlord  bowed,  uid  they  bent  tbeir  w«j, 
ia  the  oool  of  the  delightfol  evening,  towards  Besint. 

The  wine,  perhaps  the  excitement  of  bis  thoogbte, 
snintaied  Glyndon,  whose  nnequal  spirita  were,  at 
times,  bigb  and  brilliant  aa  thoee  of  a  schoolboj 
released;  and  the  laughter  of  the  Northern  tonriate 
soonded  oft  and  merrily  along  the  melancholy  domaina 
of  burisd  cities. 

Hesperus  had  lighted  hia  lamp  amidst  the  rosy  skies 
aa  they  arrived  at  fiesina.  Here  they  quitted  their 
boiaes,  and  took  mules  and  a  guide.  As  the  sky  grew 
darker  and  mon  dark,  the  mountain  fire  burned  with 
an  inteaae  lustoe.  In  various  streaks  and  streamlets, 
the  foonteln  of  dame  rolled  down  the  dark  summit,  and 
&a  Englisbmeu  began  to  feel  increase  upon  them,  as 
they  ascended,  that  sensation  of  (olemnity  and  awe 
which  makes  the  very  atmo^ibere  ^lat  aurrounds  the 
Giant  of  the  Plwns  of  the  Antiqne  Hadea. 

It  was  night,  when,  leaving  tiie  mules,  they  ascended 
on  foot,  aeoompanied  by  their  guide,  and  a  peasant  who 
b<»e  a  rode  torch.  The  gnide  was  a  conversable,  garru- 
lous fellow,  like  most  of  bis  country  and  his  calling; 
and  Mervele,  who  poesesaed  a  sociable  temper,  loved  to 
amuse  or  to  instruct  himself  on  every  incidental  occasion. 

"Ah,  Excellency,"  said  the  guide,  "  your  country- 
men have  a  strong  passion  for  the  voloano.  Ijong  life 
to  Uum,  Uiey  bring  ua  plenty  of  money  I  If  onr 
fortunes  depended  on  the  Xeapolitana,  we  should 
starve." 

"  Tnia,  they  have  do  curiosity, "  said  Mervala.  '  Do 
,  Olyndon,  the  oontempt  with  which  that 
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old  «nmt  add  to  as,  *  Ton  will  go  to  YssutIiu,  I  nip- 
t>OMt  I  have  never  been;  why  should  I  got  Ion  have 
uold,  7011  h&rc  hunger,  70a  ham  fatigue,  yon  havo 
danger,  and  all  for  nothing  but  to  tee  flie,  which  looks 
juat  aa  welt  in  a  brazier  as  on  a  mountain.'  Hat  btl 
tho  old  (flUow  was  right." 

"But,  Exeelleney,"  aaid  the  guide,  "tiiat  is  not  all: 
some  cavaliers  think  to  ascend  the  mountain  without 
our  help.  I  am  sure  the;  deserve  to  tumble  into  the 
crater." 

"  'Fhejr  muat  he  bold  fellows  to  go  alone ;  jou  don't 
ofton  find  auoh." 

"  Sometimes  among  the  French,  signer.  But  the 
other  night  —  I  never  was  so  frightened  —  1  had  been 
with  au  English  party,  and  a  Isdy  had  left  a  pocket-book 
on  the  mountain,  where  she  bad  been  sketching.  9he 
ofTered  me  a  handsome  sum  to  return  for  it,  and  bring 
it  to  her  at  Naples.  So  I  went  in  the  evening.  I  found 
it,  snre  enough,  and  was  about  to  retorn,  when  I  nw  a 
figure  that  seemed  to  emei^  from  the  crater  itself. 
The  air  there  was  so  pestiferous  that  I  could  not  have 
conceived  a  human  creature  could  breathe  it,  and  live. 
t  wu  so  nntonnded  that  I  etood  still  as  a  stone,  till  tin 
figure  came  over  the  hot  ashes,  and  stood  beton  me, 
face  to  face.      Santa  Maria,  what  a  headl  " 

■What!  hideous t" 

"No;  so  beautiful,  bnt  so  terriUe.  It  had  nothing 
human  in  its  aspect." 

*  And  what  said  the  salamander  I  " 

"Hothingt  It  did  not  even  seem  to  perceive  me, 
though  1  was  near  as  I  am  to  you ;  bnt  its  eyea  seemed 
to  emerge  piying  into  the  air.  It  passed  by  me 
quickly,  and,  walking  across  a  stnam  of  burning  lava, 
soMi  vanished  9n  the  other  side' of  the  moootain.     I 
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WM  rariotu  mi  foolhrnnlf ,  tad  TMolred  to  ma  if  I  aonld 
bear  tho  atmoiphBTe  whi^  Qda  viiitor  had  laft;  bnt 
though  1  did  cot  »dytmc«  wittiin  thirty  yaidi  of  ths 
■pot  at  which  ho  had  first  appeand,  I  wm  driTra  back 
^}J  a  vapoT  that  wellnigh  itifled  me.  Coapsttol  I  hare 
■pat  blood  eTOT  ■inoe." 

'  Now  will  I  lay  a  wagor  that  yon  fuiej  thia  fowking 
miut  bo  Zanoni,"  whiapered  Meml«,  lai^hlng. 

Tho  little  party  had  now  arriTod  nearly  at  the  minmit 
of  the  monDtain;  and  unspeakably  grand  was  tho  >poe- 
tade  on  which  they  gated.  From  the  enter  aroae  a 
vapori  inteaMly  dark,  that  OTetspread  the  whole  back- 
ground of  the  heavena;  in  the  centre  whereof  rose  a 
llame  tliat  aaaumed  a  form  singularly  beautifuL  It 
might  hare  been  compared  to  a  oreat  of  gigantic  feathera, 
the  diadem  of  the  mountain,  high>arohed,  and  drooping 
downward,  with  tho  hues  delicately  shaded  off,  and  the 
whole  shifting  and  tiemulous  as  the  plumage  on  a  war- 
rior's helmet.  The  glare  of  the  flame  spread,  lumitioua 
and  erinuon,  over  the  dark  and  rugged  ground  on  which 
they  stood,  and  drew  an  innumerable  variety  of  shadows 
from  crag  and  hollow.  An  oppressive  and  sulphureous 
exhalation  served  to  increase  the  gloomy  and  sublime 
terror  of  tbe  place.  But  on  turning  from  the  mountain, 
and  towarda  Hm  distant  and  unseen  ocean,  the  contmat 
was  wonderfully  great;  tbe  heavens  serene  and  blue, 
the  star*  still  and  calm  as  the  eyes  of  Divine  Love.  It 
was  aa  if  the  realms  of  the  opposing  principles  of  Evil 
and  of  Oood  were  brought  in  one  view  before  the  gase 
of  man  I  Olyndon  —  onoe  more  the  enthnsiast,  ttie  artist 
—  was  enchained  and  entranced  by  emotions  vagne  and 
ondeSnable,  half  of  delight  and  half  of  pain.  Leaning 
on  the  shoulder  of  bis  friend,  he  gased  around  him,  and 
baaid  with  deepening  awe  the  rumbling  of  the  earth 
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balow,  the  wli«eU  and  voiou  of  the  Uiiuatr;  ct  KBtnn 
in  h«(  dukoot  and  most  inscrut&ble  recau.  Suddenly, 
M  «  bomb  from  a  ahell,  »  huge  stone  was  flung  bundieda 
of  yards  up  from  the  jaws  of  Uie  crater,  and  falling  with 
a  migh^  crash  upon  the  rock  below,  split  into  ten 
thousand  fngments,  which  bounded  down  the  sides  of 
the  mountain,  sparkling  and  groaning  as  they  went. 
One  of  these,  the  laigeat  fragment,  struck  the  narrow 
spa«a  of  soil  between  the  EngtiBbmen  and  the  guide,  not 
three  feet  from  the  spot  where  the  former  stood.  Mer- 
rale  uttered  an  exclamation  of  terror,  and  Glyndon  held 
his  Inreath,  and  shuddered. 

"  Diavolo  I  "  oried  the  guide.  '  Descend,  Excelleu- 
cies,  —  descendl  wb  have  not  a  moment  to  lose;  follow 
me  close  I " 

So  saying,  the  guide  and  the  peuant  fied  with  as  much 
swiftness  as  tfaey  were  able  to  brii^  to  bear.  Mervale, 
over  more  prompt  and  ready  than  his  friend,  imitated 
their  example;  and  Glyndon,  more  confuted  than 
alarmed,  followed  clos&  But  they  had  not  gone  many 
jaids,  before,  with  a  rushing  and  sudden  blast,  came 
from  the  crater  an  enormous  volume  of  vapor.  It 
pursued,  —  it  overtook,  it  overspiead  them.  It  swept 
the  light  from  the  heavens.  All  was  abrupt  and  utter 
darkness;  and  through  the  gloom  was  heard  the  shout  of 
the  guide,  already  distant,  and  lost  in  an  instant  amidst 
the  sound  of  the  rushing  gust  and  the  groans  of  the 
earth  beneath.  Olyndon  pansed.  He  was  separated 
&om  hia  friend,  from  the  guide.  He  was  alone, — 
with  the  Darkness  and  the  Terror.  The  vapoi  rolled 
sullenly  away ;  the  form  of  the  plumed  fire  was  again 
dimly  visible,  and  its  struggling  and  perturbed  reac- 
tion again  shad  a  glow  over  the  horrors  of  the  path. 
Glyndcm  recovered  himself,  and  sped  onward. .   Below, 
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ba  li«ftid  Uie  Toiee  of  Mervale  eslliiig  cm  liiin,  tlxnigli 
he  no  longer  nw  his  form.  The  sotmd  Mirod  as  a 
guide.  Dixty  and  breathleas,  he  bounded  forward; 
when  —  hark  I  ■ —  a  aollen ,  alow  rolling  sounded  in  his  ear  I 
He  halted,  —  and  turned  baek  to  gaze.  The  flie  had 
orerftowed  lU  oourae;  it  had  opened  itself  a  channel 
amidst  the  funowa  of  the  momitain.  The  stream 
punned  him  &st — fast ;  and  the  hot  breaUi  of  the  cbaa- 
ing  and  pretematanl  foe  come  closer  and  closer  upon 
his  cbeekl  He  tamed  aside;  he  climbed  desperately 
with  hands  and  feet  upon  a  crag  that,  to  the  right,  broke 
the  scathed  and  blasted  level  of  the  soil.  The  stream 
tolled  beside  and  beneath  him,  and  then  taking  a  sudden 
wind  round  the  spot  on  which  he  stood,  interposed  its 
liquid  fire,' — a  broad  and  impassable  harrier  between 
his  resting-place  and  escape.  There  he  stood,  cut  off 
from  descent,  and  with  no  altematiTe  but  to  retrace  his 
steps  towards  the  crater,  and  thence  seek,  wittiout  guide 
or  clew,  some  other  pathway. 

For  a  moment  his  eour^  left  him;  he  cried  in 
despair,  and  in  that  overstrained  pitch  of  Toiee  which 
is  never  heard  afar  off,  to  the  guide,  to  Mervale,  to 
vetom  to  aid  him. 

No  answer  came;  and  the  Englishman,  thus  aban- 
doned solely  to  his  own  resources,  felt  his  spirit  and 
energy  rise  against  the  danger.  He  tamed  back,  and 
ventured  as  &r  towards  the  crater  as  the  noxious  exhala- 
tion woold  permit;  then,  gating  below,  carefully  and 
deliberately  he  chalked  out  for  himself  a  path  by 
which  he  trusted  to  shun  the  direction  the  fire-stream 
had  taken,  and  trod  firmly  and  quickly  over  the  crum- 
hling  and  heated  strata. 

He  had  proceeded  about  fifty  yards,  when  he  halted 
abruptly ;  au  unspeakable  and  unaccountable  horror,  not 
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hitiierto  ezperianced  amidst  all  lua  peril,  eama  avta  Un. 
He  ihook  in  ovary  limb;  hia  miuclea  nfoaod  hi*  will,  — 
he  felt,  aa  it  wate,  palaied  and  death-atrickan.  The 
horror,  I  aay ,  vaa  nnaoconntal^  for  the  path  aeemed 
^lear  and  aafe.  The  fire,  above  and  behind,  boroed  dear 
and  far;  and  beyond,  the  stars  lent  him  their  ohearing 
guidance.  Ko  obetsde  waa  visible,  —  no  danger  seemed 
at  hand.  Aa  thus,  speil-boond  and  pasiMrtxicken,  ha 
stood  chained  to  the  soil,  —  his  bieaat  heaving,  large 
dropa  rolling  down  his  biov,  and  his  eyes  starting  wildlj 
from  their  sookete,  —  ha  saw  before  him,  at  aome  dia- 
tA&oe,  gradually  shaping  itself  more  and  more  distinctlj 
to  his  gaie,  a  colonial  shadow;  a  shadoir  that  seemed 
partially  borrowed  from  the  human  ahapc^  bst  immeasu- 
lably  above  the  human  stature;  vague,  dark,  almost 
tormlees ;  and  difTering,  he  could  not  tall  where  or  why, 
not  only  from  the  proportions,  hat  also  from  Uu  limbs 
and  outline  at  man. 

The  glare  of  the  volcano,  that  aeamad  to  shrink  and 
collapse  from  this  gigantio  and  appalling  apparitaon, 
nevertheless  tiuew  its  light,  redly  and  steadily,  iqK» 
another  ahape  that  stood  beside,  quist  and  motionlaas; 
and  it  was,  perhaps,  the  contrast  of  these  two  things  — 
the  Being  and  the  Shadow  —  that  impressed  the  beholder 
with  the  difference  between  tiiem,  — the  Han  and  the 
Superhuman.  It  was  but  for  a  moment — nay,  for  the 
tenth  part  of  a  moment  —  that  this  sight  wss  permitted 
to  the  wanderer.  A.  second  eddy  of  sulphureous  vapors 
from  the  volcano,  yet  more  rapidly,  yet  more  denn^ 
than  its  predecessor,  rolled  over  the  mountain;  and  either 
the  nature  of  the  exhalation,  or  the  azeess  of  his  own 
dread,  was  such,  that  O-lyndon,  after  ona  wild  go^  lor 
breath,  fell  sanaelees  on  the  earth. 
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Wh  hsb'  leh, 

WMuichtilcUAllMhBiwi— ■pneh  der  JBi^t^^ 

Dot  VtrKUtitrU  BUd  m  Sou. 

Mebtale  and  the  Italians  aniTad  in  aafety  at  the  spot 
when  they  had  left  the  mules;  and  not  till  they  had 
recoveied  their  own  alarm  and  breath  did  they  think  of 
Glyndon.  But  then,  as  the  minutes  passed,  and  he 
appeared  not,  Merrale,  whose  heart  was  as  good  at  least 
as  human  hearts  are  in  general,  grew  seriously  alarmed. 
He  insisted  on  returning  to  search  for  his  friend;  and  by 
dint  of  prodigal  promises  preraUed  at  last  on  the  guide 
to  accompany  him.  The  lower  part  of  the  moontain  lay 
calm  and  white  in  the  starlight;  and  the  guide's  practised 
eye  could  discern  all  objects  on  the  surface  at  a  consider- 
able distance.  They  had  not,  however,  gone  very  far, 
before  they  perceived  two  forms  slowly  approaching  them. 

As  they  came  near,  Mervale  rec(^nized  the  form  of  his 
friend.  "  Thank  Heaven,  he  is  safe  I  "  he  cried,  turning 
to  &e  guide. 

"  Holy  angels  befriend  ns  I  "  said  the  Italian,  trem- 
bling, — "  behold  the  veiy  being  that  crossed  me  last 
'Friday  night.     It  is  he,  but  his  face  is  human  now  i  " 

*  Signor  Inglese, "  said  the  voice  of  Zanoni,  as  Qlyn> 
don  — pale,  wan,  and  silent  —  returned  passively  the 
joyooa  greeting  of  Mervole,  —  '  Signor  Ingleae,  I  told 
your  friend  that  we  should  meet  to-night.  You  see  yon 
have  not  foiled  my  prediction. " 

1  ■■  win*  have  I,  If  1  poMM  not  Alii  "  Mid  thejontlL 
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"  But  how  t  —  bat  where  t "  atammetiad  U«ml«,  In 
great  conluBion  and  BurpriBO. 

"  I  found  youi  friend  Btretehed  on  the  groond,  otsn 
powered  hy  the  mephitlc  exhalation  of  the  enter.  I  bore 
him  to  a  pnrei  atmosphere ;  and  as  I  know  the  monnbuil 
well,  I  have  conducted  him  aafsly  to  jou.  This  ia  all 
our  history.  You  Bee,  Bir,  that  were  it  not  for  that 
prophecy  which  you  denied  to  fnutiate,  your  friend 
would  ere  tiUB  time  have  been  a  coipee;  one  minute 
more,  and  the  vapor  had  done  its  work.  Adieu ;  good- 
night, and  pleaaant  dreams." 

"But,  m;  preaerrer,  ;ou  will  not  leave  UBt"  aaid 
Olyndon,  anxiouely,  and  speaking  for  the  fint  time. 
"  Will  you  not  return  with  ua  I  " 

Zanoni  paused,  and  drew  Glyndon  aside.  "Young 
m&n,"  aaid  he,  gravely,  "it  is  necessary  that  we  should 
again  meet  to-night.  It  is  neceasaty  that  you  should, 
ere  the  first  hour  of  morning,  decide  on  your  own  fate. 
I  know  that  yon  have  insulted  her  whom  you  profesB  to 
love.  It  is  not  too  late  to  repent.  Consult  not  your 
friend:  he  is  sensible  and  wise;  but  not  now  is  his  wisdom 
needed.  There  are  times  in  life  when,  from  the  imagi- 
nation, and  not  the  reason,  should  wisdom  come,  —  thii^ 
for  yon,  is  one  of  them.  I  aak  not  your  answer  now. 
Collect  your  thoughts,  —  recover  your  jaded  and  scat- 
tered spirits.  It  want«  two  hours  of  m^night.  Before 
midnight  I  will  be  with  you." 

"Incomprehensible  being!"  replied  the  T!ng1iahTii»n, 
"  I  would  leave  the  life  yon  have  preserved  in  yoQi 
own  hands;  but  what  I  have  seen  this  night  has  swept 
even  Viola  from  my  thoughts.  A  fiercer  desire  than 
that  of  love  hums  in  my  veins,  —  the  desire  not  to 
leaemble  but  to  surpass  my  kind;  the  deaire  to  penetrate 
and  to   share   tiia   secret   of  your  own  exiBtence  —  the 
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deaire  ttf  a  ptetenutunl  knowledge  and  unearthly  power. 
I  make  m;  choice.  In  my  onceetor's  name,  I  adjun 
and  nmind  thee  of  &y  pledge.  Inatmct  me;  school 
me;  make  me  thine;  and  I  Borrendei  to  thee  at  once, 
and  witbont  a  mnrmor,  the  woman  whom,  till  I  saw  thee, 
I  would  have  defied  a  world  to  ohtain." 

"  I  bid  thee  conaider  well:  on  the  one  hand,  Viola,  a 
tnnqoil  home,  a  happy  and  serene  life;'  <tn  the  other 
hand,  all  is  darknees,  —  darkneea,  (hat  even  these  eyea 
cannot  penetrate." 

"  But  thou  hast  told  ma,  that  if  I  wed  Viola,  I  must 
be  contented  with  the  common  existence,  —  if  I  refuse, 
it  is  to  aspire  to  thy  knowledge  and  thy  power." 

"Vain  man,  knowledge  and  power  are  not  happiness." 
"But  they  are   better   than  happiness.     Say  I  —  if  I 
many  Viola,  wilt  thou  be  my  master, —  my  guide)    Say 
this,  and  I  am  rasolTed. " 
"  It  were  impossible. " 

"  Than  I  renonnce  her  t  I  renounce  love.  I  ranoonce 
bapjanees.  Welcome  solitude, — welcome  despair;  if 
they  are  the  entrances  to  thy  dark  and  sublime 
secret." 

"I  will  not  take  thy  answer  now.  Before  the  last 
hoot  of  night  thou  shalt  give  it  in  one  word,  —  ay  or  not 
Farewell  till  then." 

Zanoui  waved  hia  hand,  and,  descending  rapidly,  was 
aeen  no  more. 

Glyndon  rejoined  his  impatient  and  wondering  friend; 
bat  Ifervale,  gazing  on  bis  face,  saw  that  a  great  change 
bad  pasaed  there.  The  flexile  and  dubious  expression 
of  youth  was  forever  gone.  The  features  were  looked, 
rigid,  and  stem;  and  eo  faded  was  the  natural  bloom, 
that  an  hour  seemed  to  have  done  the  work  ot  yeara. 
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Vutot'a 

Dm  Ustu  diMsin  ScUeier  rich  TnUigt  1 1 

Daa  VtrKMaertt  BilJ  ta  Sait. 

On  ntniDiog  from  VMraviua  or  Pompeii,  you  enter 
ITaples  throngh  its  most  animated,  ita  moett  Neapolitan 
quarter,  —  through  that  quarter  in  which  modem  lifa 
moot  cloeely  reaemhles  the  ancient ;  and  in  which,  when, 
on  a  fair-day,  the  thoroughfare  swarme  alilie  with  Indo- 
lence and  Trade,  yon  are  impreased  at  once  with  the 
TOCoUection  of  that  restleea,  lively  laca  from  which  the 
population  of  Naplea  dariTea  its  origin;  so  that  in  one 
day  you  may  eee  at  Pompeii  the  habitations  of  a  remote 
age;  and  on  the  Mole,  at  Naples,  you  may  imagine  you 
behold  the  very  beinga  with  whom  those  habitations  had 
been  peopled. 

But  now,  ae  the  Engliehmen  rode  slowly  through  the 
deaeited  ttteets,  lighted  but  by  the  lamps  of  heaven,  all 
the  gayety  of  day  was  hushed  and  breatUees.  Here  and 
there,  stretched  under  a  portico  or  a  dingy  booth,  were 
sleeping  groups  of  houseless  Lauaroni,  — a  tribe  now 
merging  ita  indolent  individuality  amidst  an  eneigetie 
and  active  population. 

The  Englishmen  rode  on  in  silence;  for  Olyndon 
neither  appeared  to  heed  nor  hear  the  questions  and 
eommente  of  Mervste,  and  Hervale  himaelf  was  almost 
as  weary  as  the  jaded  animal  he  bestrode. 

>  What  is  it  that  omioMlsitaaU  behind  this  TiQ* 
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Soddenlf  the  silence  of  earth  and  oonn  was  tnrakflQ 
bj  the  Mund  of  a  distant  dock  that  proclaimed  the 
qnartac  preceding  the  last  houi  of  night.  Glyndon 
started  from  hia  nrerie,  and  looked  anxionalj  tonad. 
As  the  final  stroke  died,  the  noiae  of  hoofs  rang  on  the 
broed  stonos  of  the  pavement  and  from  a  narrow  etaeet 
to  the  right  emerged  the  form  of  a  solitary  horseman. 
He  neared  the  Engliahmen,  and  Glyndon  isoognized  the 
featmns  and  mien  of  Zanoni. 

"Whatl  do  we  meet  again,  ngnorl"  aaid  Mervate,  in 
a  vexed  bnt  drowsy  tone. 

"  Yonr  friend  and  I  have  hnsineaa  together, "  replied 
Zanoni,  as  he  wheeled  his  steed  to  the  side  of  Glyndoa. 
"Bnt  it  will  he  hkmi  transaoted.  Perhaps  yaa,  air,  wiU 
ride  on  to  yonr  hotel. " 

"  Alone ! " 

"  There  la  no  dangerl  "  returned  Zanoni,  witii  a  alight 
expression  of  disdain  in  his  voice. 

"  Ntme  to  me ;  bat  to  Glyndon  I " 

"  Danger  from  me  1     Ah,  perhaps  yon  are  right. " 

"  Qo  <WL,  my  dear  Merrale, "  said  Olyndon ;  "  1  will 
join  you  before  you  reach  the  hotel." 

Merrale  nodded,  whistled,  and  pushed  his  horse  into  a 
kind  of  amble. 

"  Now  yonr  answer, —  quick  1  " 

*I  hare  decided.  The  love  of  Viola  has  vanished 
bom  my  heart.     The  pursoit  is  over." 

'  Yon  have  deeided  I  " 

"  I  have;  and  now  my  reward. " 

"Thy  reward!  Well;  ere  this  hour  to-morrow  it 
ahall  await  ttiee." 

Zanoni  gave  the  rein  to  his  horse;  it  sprang  forward 
witii  a  bound;  the  sparks  flew  from  its  hoofs,  and  horsa 
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ind  rider  dimppe&ied  vnidat  the  ihedoira  of  the  street 
vbence  they  h^d  emerged. 

Merv&le  wa>  aurpTisBd  to  Me  hii  friend  by  hii  lide,  a 
minute  after  they  had  parted. 
"  What  has  p«ssed  between  yon  and  Zsnoni  1 ' 
"Mervale,  do  not  ask  me  to-night  I    I  am  in  a  dream. " 
*  I  do  not  wonder  at  it,  for  even  I  am  ia  a  sleep.    Let 
na  ptuh  on." 

In  the  retirament  of  bis  obamber,  Olyndon  aooght  to 
leoolleot  his  thonghts.  He  sat  down  on  the  foot  of  his 
bed,  and  pressed  his  bands  tightly  to  his  throbbing 
temples.  The  events  of  the  last  few  houn;  tha  appari- 
tion of  the  gigantic  and  shadowy  Companion  of  the 
Mystic,  amidst  the  fires  and  clouds  of  VeanTine;  the 
strange  encounter  with  Zanoni  himself,  on  a  spot  in 
which  he  oould  never,  by  ordinary  reasoning,  bare  cal- 
onlated  on  finding  Olyndon,  filled  hie  mind  with  emo- 
tions,  in  which  tenor  and  awe  the  least  prevailed. 
A  fire,  the  train  of  which  bad  been  long  laid,  was 
lighted  at  his  heart,  —  the  asbeatoe-flre  that,  onoe  lit,  is 
never  to  be  quenched.  All  hia  early  aspirations  —  bis 
young  ambition,  hia  longings  for  the  laurel  —  were 
merged  in  one  passionate  yearning  to  overpass  the  bounds 
of  the  common  knowledge  of  man,  and  reach  that  solemn 
spot,  between  two  worlds,  on  which  the  mysterious 
stranger  appeared  to  have  fixed  his  home. 

Far  from  recalling  with  renewed  affright  the  remem- 
brance of  the  apparition  that  had  so  appalled  him,  tiie 
reooUection  only  served  to  kindle  and  ooncentnte  his 
curiosi^  into  a  burning  focus.  He  had  said  aright, 
—  love  had  vanithed  from.  Kit  heari ;  there  was  no 
longer  a  serene  space  amidst  its  disordered  elements  for 
human  affection  to  move  and  breathe.  The  enthnaiast 
was  rapt  from  this  eartti;  and  he  would  have  surtan- 
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deted  dl  that  morUl  beauty  erer  promimd,  that  mortal 
hope  ever  vhiepered,  for  one  horn  with  Zuioni  beyond 
the  portals  of  the  risible  world. 

He  toee,  oppieaaed  and  fevered  with  the  new  thonghta 
that  raged  within  him,  and  thre#  open  his  casement 
for  air.  The  ocean  lay  sufFosed  in  the  starry  light,  and 
the  stillness  of  the  heaveus  never  more  eloquently 
preached  the  morality  of  repose  to  the  madness  of 
earthly  passiona.  But  such  was  Glyndon's  mood  that 
their  very  hush  only  served  to  deepen  the  wild  desires 
that  preyed  upon  his  soul;  and  the  solemn  stars,  tfaat 
are  mysteries  in  themselves,  seemedi  hj  a  kindred  sym- 
pathy, to  agitate  the  wings  of  the  spirit  no  longer  con- 
tented with  its  cage.  As  he  gazed,  a  star  shot  from  its 
btethran,  and  vanished  from  the  depth  of  space  I 
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Br  Hmtw,  I  lore  the*  batter  (hu  mjatU,  > 

Vol  I  cMiM  hither  Mined  egalBit  mjsBlt. 

Romeo  and  Julut. 

Tbc  70QQg  sotTMS  uid  CKonetU  had  retanied  from  the 
tbutre;  and  Viola  fatigued  and  ezhauited,  had  thiovn 
heraelf  on  a  sofa,  while  Qionetta  bneied  herself  with 
the  long  trenea  which,  raleaaad  from  the  fillet  that 
bonnd  them,  half-conoealed  the  form  of  the  aetreas,  like 
a  veil  of  thnada  of  gold.  Ai  she  amoothed  the  luxu- 
riaat  looka,  the  old  nune  tan  goaaiping  on  abont  the 
little  eventa  of  the  ni^^t,  the  aeandal  and  politica  of  the 
soenea  and  Uie  tiraioom.  Qionetta  waa  a  worthy  soul. 
Almaoioi,  in  Diyden's  tragedy  of  *  AJmahide,"  did  not 
ehaage  aides  with  more  gallant  inditfeienoe  than  the 
szemplaiy  nune.  She  wu  at  last  grieved  and  soandal- 
iied  that  Viola  had  not  selected  one  chosen  oavalier. 
But  the  choice  she  left  wholly  to  her  fair  charge. 
Zegri  or  Abencerrage,  Glyudon  or  Zanoni,  it  had  been 
the  same  to  her,  except  that  the  rumors  she  bad  collected 
respecting  the  latter,  combinod  with  his  own  reoommen- 
datioQS  of  his  rival,  had  given  her  preference  to  the  Eng- 
lishman. She  interpreted  ill  the  impatient  and  heavy 
aigh  with  which  Viola  greeted  her  praises  of  Glyndon, 
and  her  wonder  that  ha  had  of  late  so  neglected  his 
attentiona  behind  the  soenea,  and  she  ezhauoted  all  her 
poweia  of  panegyrie  upon  the  supposed  olqeet  of  the 
dgb.     "And  then,  too,"  she  said,   "if  nothing  elaa 
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wan  to  be  said  tgunst  the  other  signor,  It  is  eoongh 
that  he  is  Kbont  to  le&Ta  Xaples. " 

"  Leave  Naples  I  —  Zanoni  t " 

*  Yea,  darlingl  In  passing  t^  the  Mole  to-day,  then 
was  a  crowd  round  some  outlandish-looking  ailon. 
Hii  ship  arriTed  this  morning,  and  anchors  in  the 
bay.  The  sailors  say  that  they  are  to  be  prepared  to 
sail  with  the  fint  wind;  they  were  taking  in  fresh 
stores.     They  —  " 

'  Leave  me,  Qionettal     Leave  me  I  " 

The  time  had  already  passed  when  the  girl  conld  con- 
fide in  Olonetts.  Her  thoughts  had  advanced  to  that 
point  when  the  heart  ncoils  from  all  confidence,  and 
feels  that  it  cannot  be  comprehended.  Alone  now,  in 
the  principal  apartment  of  the  house,  she  paeed  ita 
narrow  boundaries  with  tnmulous  and  agitated  steps; 
she  ncalled  the  frightful  suit  of  Kicot,  —  the  iigntious 
taunt  of  Glyndon;  and  she  sickened  at  the  ramembranoe 
of  the  hollow  applauses  which,  bestowed  on  the  actress, 
not  the  woman,  only  Bubjected  her  to  contumely  and 
insult.  In  that  room  the  recollection  of  her  father's 
death,  the  withered  laurel  and  the  brohen  chords,  rose 
chillingly  befon  her.  Hers,  she  felt,  was  a  yet  gloomier 
fate, — the  chords  may  break  while  the  launl  is  yet 
green.  The  lamp,  waning  in  its  socket,  burned  pale 
and  dim,  and  her  eyes  instinctively  turned  from  the 
darker  comer  of  the  room.  Orphan,  by  the  hearth  of 
thy  parent,  dost  thou  fear  the  pneence  of  the  dead  I 

And  was  Zanoni  indeed  about  to  quit  Naples  t 
Should  she  see  him  no  morel  Oh,  fool,  to  think  that 
there  was  grief  in  any  other  thought!  The  paati  —  that 
was  gone!  The  future!  — ^  there  was  no  futnn  to  her, 
Zanoni  absent  I  But  this  was  tbe  night  of  the  third 
day  on  which  Zanoni  had  told  hei  that,  oome  what 
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pdg^i,  he  would  risit  her  again.  It  ms,  then,  if  dte 
might  believe  him,  some  appointed  criaia  in  hei  &te; 
and  hov  ahould  she  tell  him  of  Olyndon'a  hateful 
wordaT  The  pure  and  the  piond  mind  caa  never  confide 
its  wionga  to  aoothei,  only  ite  trinmpha  and  its  happi- 
D«ea.  But  at  that  late  hour  would  Zanoni  visit  her,  — 
could  she  receive  himT  Midnight  waa  at  hand.  Still 
in  ondefined  auapenae,  in  intenae  anxiety,  she  lingered 
in  the  room.  The  quarter  before  midnight  sounded, 
dull  and  distant.  All  was  still,  and  she  was  about  to 
pass  to  her  aleeping-ioom,  when  she  heard  the  hoofs  of 
a  horae  at  full  speed  j  the  sound  ceased,  there  was  a 
knock  at  the  door.  Her  heart  beat  violently ;  but  fear 
gave  way  to  another  sentiment  when  she  heard  a  voice, 
too  well  known,  calling  on  her  name.  She  pauaed,  and 
then,  with  the  fearlessneaa  of  innocence,  descended  and 
unbured  the  door. 

Zanoni  entered  with  a  light  and  hasty  step.  Hia 
horseman'e  cloak  fitted  tightly  to  his  noble  form,  and 
hia  broad  bat  thnw  a  gloomy  shade  over  his  oommand- 


The  girl  followed  him  into  the  room  she  had  juat  left, 
trembling  and  blushing  deeply,  and  atood  before  him 
with  the  lamp  she  held  shining  upward  on  her  cheek 
and  the  long  hair  that  fell  like  a  shower  of  light  over 
the  half-dad  shoulders  and  heaving  bust. 

*  Viola,"  said  Zanoni,  in  a  voice  that  spoke  deep 
emotion,  "I  am  by  thy  side  once  more  to  save  thee. 
Not  a  moment  is  to  be  lost.     Thou  must  fly  with  me, 

or  remain  the  victim  of  the  Prince  dl .     I  would 

have  made  the  cha^e  I  now  undertake  another's;  thou 
knowest  I  would,  —  thou  knowest  it! — but  he  ia  not 
worthy  of  thee,  the  cold  Englishman!  I  throw  myself 
Kt  thy  feet;  have  trust  in  me,  and  fly," 
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He  giup«d  bei  hand  pMrionately  u  he  dropped  on  hU 
ktwe,  and  looked  up  into  hei  face  with  his  bright, 
bewBching  eTee. 

*  Flj  with  theet "  said  Viola,  scuce  believing  her 

"  Witti  me.  STune,  fune,  honor,  — all  will  be  aaotl- 
fieed  if  thon  doat  not." 

"Then  —  than,"  oaid  the  wild  girl,  falteringly,  and 
turning  aside  her  face ,  —  "  then  I  am  not  indiflerent  to 
thee;  thou  wouldst  not  gire  me  to  another  I  " 

Zanont  waa  ailent;  bat  his  breast  beared,  his  cheeks 
flnahed,  his  vjem  darted  dark  and  impassioned  fiie. 

"Speakl  "  exclaimed  Viola,  in  jealoua  suspicion  of  his 
ailenee. 

"Indiflstent  to  me  I  ^0;  bnti  dare  not  Telaay  tiiat 
I  lore  thee." 

"  Then  what  matters  my  (ate  t  "  said  Viola,  turning 
pale,  and  shrinking  firom  his  side;  "  leave  me,  ~- 1  fear 
no  danger.     Mj  life,  and  therefore  my  honor,  is  in  mine 

*  Be  not  BO  mad,"  said  Zanpni.  *  Harkl  do  you 
hear  the  neigh  of  my  steedl  —  it  is  an  alarm  that 
warns  ns  of  tiie  approaching  peril.  Haato,  en  you  are 
losti" 

■  Why  doat  thou  core  for  ma )  "  said  the  girl,  bitterly. 
"  Thou  hast  read  my  heart;  thou  knowest  that  thou  art 
become  the  lord  of  my  destiny.  But  to  be  bound 
beneath  the  weight  of  a  cold  obligation;  to  be  the 
beggar  on  the  ayes  of  indiffeienoe ;  to  cast  myself  on  one 
who  lores  ma  not,  — '  that  were  indeed  the  vilest  sin  of 
my  sex.     Ah,  Zanoni,  rather  let  me  die!  " 

She  had  thrown  back  her  clustering  hair  from  hei 
bee  while  she  spoke;  and  ss  she  now  stood,  with  hei 
arms  drooping  moumfally,  and  her  hands  olaaped  together 
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irith  tha  proud  bitt«meas  of  her  vaywud  spirit,  giving 
new  nat  and  oharm  to  her  singular  beauty  It  waa 
imposaible  to  conceive  a  aight  more  irresistible  to  the  eye 
and  the  heart. 

"  Tempt  me  not  to  thine  own  danger,  —  pethapa 
destmction  [ "  exclaimed  Zanoni,  in  faltering  accents. 
"Thou  canst  not  dream  of  what  thou  wouldst  demand, 
—  come  1 "  and,  advancing,  he  wound  hia  arm  round  her 
waist.  'Come,  Viola;  believe  at  leaat  in  mf  friend- 
ship,  vaj  honor,  my  protection  —  " 

*  And  not  thy  love,"  said  the  Italian ,  turning  on  him 
ber  reproachful  eyes.  Those  eyas  met  his,  and  he  could 
not  withdraw  from  the  charm  of  their  gaie.  Ha  felt  her 
heart  throbbing  beneath  his  own ;  her  breath  came  warm 
upon  his  cheek.  He  trembled,  —  he/  the  lofty,  tha 
mysterious  Zanoni,  who  seemed  to  stand  aloof  from  his 
race.  With  a  deep  and  burning  sigh,  h«  murmured, 
"Yiola,  I  love  thee  I  Oh  I"  he  continued  passionately, 
and,  releasing  hia  hold,  he  threw  himself  abruptly  at 
het  feet,  "  I  no  mote  command,  —  as  woman  ahould  be 
wooed,  I  woo  thee.  From  the  firat  glance  of  those  eyes, 
from  the  first  sound  of  thy  voice,  thou  bee&meet  too 
fatally  dear  to  ne.  Thou  speakestof  fasoiiiatian,  —  it 
lives  and  it  breathes  in  thee  I  I  fled  from  Naples  to  fly 
from  thy  presence,  —  it  pursued  me.  Months,  years 
passed,  and  thy  aweet  face  still  shone  upon  my  heart. 
I  returned,  because  I  pictured  thee  alone  and  sorrowful 
in  the  world,  and  knew  that  daugera,  from  which  I 
might  save  thee,  were  gathering  near  thee  and  around. 
Beautiful  Soul  I  whose  leaves  I  have  read  with  nver- 
ance,  it  was  for  thy  sake,  thine  alone,  that  I  would  have 
given  thee  to  one  who  might  make  thee  happier  on  earth 
than  I  can.  Violal  Violal  thou  knowest  not  —  never 
canst  thoa  know  —  how  dear  thou  art  to  mat  " 
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It  is  in  vun  to  seek  for  voida  to  deseribe  ttu  dsl^t 

—  th«  proud,  the  fall,  tba  oomplete,  and  the  fliitii* 
delight  — that  fiUod  th«  heart  of  the  Neapolitan.  He 
whom  ihe  had  ocauideiod  too  lofty  eTen  for  lore,  — 
more  humble  to  her  than  those  she  had  half-despiBedl 
She  waa  lilent,  hut  her  eyes  spoke  to  him;  and  then 
atowly,  as  awara,  at  last,  that  the  human  lore  had 
advanced  on  the  ideal,  she  shzonk  into  the  tenore  of  a 
modest  and  virtnona  nature.  She  did  not  daie,  —  ahe 
did  not  dieara  to  ask  him  the  queation  ahe  had  ao  fear- 
leaalj  made  to  Glyndon;  bat  ahe  felt  a  sadden  ooldneas, 

—  a  sense  that  a  barrioT  was  yet  between  love  and  love. 
"Oh,  Zanonil"  she  mannoied,  vith  dovnoast  eyea, 
"ad:  me  not  to  fly  witii  thee;  tempt  me  not  to  n^ 
shame.  Thou  vooldst  proteat  me  from  others.  Oh, 
[Hotoat  me  from  thyselfl  " 

"Poor  orphan!"  said  he,  tendaily,  "and  canst  thoa 
think  that  I  ask  from  thee  one  aacrifloe,  —  still  leas  the 
greatest  that  woman  can  give  to  lovel  Aa  my  wife  I 
woo  thee,  and  by  every  tie,  and  hj  every  vow  that  can 
hallow  and  endear  afiection.  Alast  they  have  belied 
love  to  thee  indeed,  if  tbon  dost  not  know  the  religion 
that  belongs  to  iti  They  who  truly  love  would  seek, 
for  the  toeasnre  they  obtain,  every  Ixmd  that  can  make 
it  lasting  and  secure.  Viola,  weep  not,  unless  thou 
givest  me  the  holy  right  to  kiss  away  thy  tean  I  " 

And  that  beautifal  faoe,  no  more  averted,  drooped 
upon  his  boeom;  and  as  he  bent  down,  his  lips  sought 
the  rosy  month :  a  long  and  burning  kiss,  —  danger,  life, 
tiw  world  was  forgotten  1  Saddenly  Zanonl  tore  himself 
from  her. 

*  Heareat  thou  (be  wind  that  >i^,  and  die*  away  I 
Aa  that  wind,  my  power  to  preserve  thee,  to  guard  thee, 
to  fores ne  the  storm  in  thy  skies,  Is  gone.     No  matter. 
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Hute,  haste-,  and  may  love  aapplj  tho  Iom  of  all  that 
it  has  darad  to  ascrifioel     Come." 

Tiola  heaitatfld  no  mora,  8h«  threw  her  mantle  over 
het  ahoulders,  and  gattiered  up  her  dishevelled  haic;  a 
moment,  and  shs  waa  piepoied,  when  a  sudden  crash 
waa  heard  below. 

"Tod  latel  — fool  that  I  waa,  too  late  I "  cried 
Zanoni,  in  a  sharp  tone  of  agcmj,  as  he  hurried  to  the 
door.  He  opened  it,  only  to  he  borne  hack  by  the  press 
of  armed  men.  The  room  literally  swarmed  with  the 
followeiB  of  the  nridier,  maaked,  and  armed  to  the 
teeth. 

Viola  waa  already  in  the  giaap  of  two  of  the  myrml- 
dons.  Hei  shriek  smote  the  ear  of  Zanoni.  He  sprang 
forward;  and  Viola  heard  his  wild  cry  in  a  foreign 
tongae.  She  saw  the  blades  of  the  ruffians  pointad  at 
his  bieastl  She  lost  her  senses;  and  when  sheiecor- 
ored,  she  found  herself  ga^^,  and  in  a  carriage  that 
waa  driven  rapidly,  by  the  side  of  a  maaked  and  motion- 
leaa  figure.  The  carriage  stopped  at  the  portals  of  a 
gloomy  mansion.  The  gatea  opened  noiselessly ;  a  btoad 
flight  of  steps,  brilliantly  illumined,  was  before  hei. 
She  waa  in  the  palace  ot  the  Prince  di , 
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Hi  IucEkiho,  pel  Dio,  Slgnon,  onntl 
Dl  pi^w  d'  ir^  e  di  euiUr  di  DOfte.' 

OH.  Par.,  Cuto  xvU  xrfL 

Thb  young  vsknta  was  led  to,  uid  left  slona  in  a  ohain- 
Imt  adonted  with  all  the  Inxnriona  and  hal^Eaate^l  taste 
that  at  ODe  time  charaotemed  the  palaeea  of  Ute  great 
•e^eun  of  ttalj.  Her  first  thought  vaa  for  Zanoni. 
Was  ha  fet  living  T  Had  he  escaped  onsoathad  the 
blades  of  the  foe,  — her  new  treaBuie,  the  new  light  of 
her  life,  her  lord,  at  last  her  lovert 

She  had  short  time  for  reflection.  She  heard  steps 
approaching  the  chamber;  she  drew  back,  hat  trembled 
not.  A.  eonrsge  not  of  herself,  nerer  known  before, 
sparkled  in  her  eyes,  and  dilated  her  stature.  Living 
or  dead,  she  would  be  £kithful  still  to  Zanmiil  l!beie 
was  a  new  motive  to  the  preservation  of  bonm.  The 
door  tqiened,  and  the  prince  entered  in  the  gorgeous  and 
gandj  costume  still  worn  at  that  time  in  Naples. 

"  Fair  and  cruel  one,"  said  he,  advancing  witti  a  halt- 
sneer  upon  hia  lip,  "  thou  wilt  not  too  harshly  blame 
the  violenoe  of  love."  He  attempted  to  take  her  hand 
as  he  spoke. 

"Nay,"  said  he,  aa  she  recoiled,  "reflect  that  thou 
art  now  in  the  power  of  one  that  never  faltered  in  the 
pursuit  of  an  object  less  dear  to  him  than  thou  art. 

'  Bat  leaTe  me,  I  tolenuilj  conjiue  thee,  ngnor,  to  qwak  of 
wrath,  and  to  dug  of  death. 
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Thy  lover,  prosnmphioaa  thongh  he  he,  ia  not  bj  to 
nvB  thm.  Mine  thou  artj  bat  instead  of  thy  martor, 
roffer  me  to  he  thy  slaye. " 

"Prinoe,"  ntid  Viola,  with  a  atem  graTity,  "your 
boast  ia  in  Tain.  Your  powerl  I  am  not  in  yoni 
power.  Life  and  death  are  in  my  own  handa.  t  will 
not  defy ;  but  I  do  not  fear  you.  I  feel  —  and  in  aome 
feelings,"  added  Viola,  with  a  solemni^  almost  drill- 
ing, "  there  ia  all  the  strength,  and  all  the  divinity  at 
knowledge  —  I  feel  that  I  am  safe  even  here ;  but  yon  — 

yoB,  Prince  di ,  have  brought  danger  to  yoni  home 

and  hearth  t " 

The  Neapolitan  seemed  startled  by  an  eameslnesa  and 
boldness  he  was  but  little  prepared  for.  He  was  not, 
however,  a  man  easily  intimidated  or  deterred  from  any 
purpose  he  had  formed;  and,  approaching  Viola,  he  was 
about  to  reply  with  much  warmth,  real  or  afl^ted, 
when  a  knock  was  heard  at  the  door  of  the  chamber. 
The  sound  was  repeated,  and  the  prince,  chafed  at  the 
interruption,  opened  the  door  and  demanded  impatiently 
who  had  ventured  to  disobey  his  orders,  and  invade  his 
leisure.  Moscari  presented  himself,  pale  and  agitated: 
'  Uy  lord,"  said  he,  in  a  whisper,  "  pardon  me ;  but  a 
stranger  is  below,  who  insists  on  seeing  you;  and,  from 
some  words  be  let  fall,  I  judged  it  adviisble  even  to 
infringe  your  commands.* 

"A  strangerl  —  and  at  tMs  honri  What  bosineas 
can  he  pretend  t    Why  was  he  even  admitted  f  * 

*  He  asserts  that  your  life  is  in  imminent  danger. 
The  source  whence  it  proceeds  ha  will  relate  to  your 
Excellency  alone." 

The  prince  frowned;  but  his  color  changed.  Ha 
mused  a  moment,  and  then,  re-entering  ttie  ehambei 
and  advancing  towards  Viola,  he  said,  -^ 
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*BelioT«  nw,  fall  creatim,  I  luve  aa  wish  to  taka 
advantage  of  my  power.  I  would  fain  tnut  alone  to  the 
gentler  au^orities  of  affection.  Hold  jouiaelf  queen 
within  these  walla  more  absolutely  than  you  hare  ever 
enacted  that  part  on  the  atage.  To-night,  farewell! 
Hay  yonr  sleep  be  calm,  and  your  dreaiUB  piopitiooa  to 
my  hopee." 

With  tiieae  wocds  he  retired,  and  in  a  few  momenta 
Viola  was  aunounded  by  officiooa  atteudanta,  whom 
she  at  length,  with  aome  difficulty,  diamiaaed;  and, 
lefuaiog  to  retire  to  rest,  ahe-  apent  the  night  in  exam- 
ining the  chamber,  which  she  found  was  secnred,  and  in 
thoughta  of  Zanoni,  in  whose  power  ahe  felt  an  almost 
preternatural  confidence. 

Meanwhile  the  prince  descended  the  stairs  and 
sought  the  room  into  which  the  stranger  had  been 
ehown. 

Ha  found  the  visitor  wrapped  from  head  to  foot  in  a 
long  robe,  half-gown,  half-mantle,  such  as  was  some- 
times  worn  by  eocleaiaatios.  The  face  of  thia  strainer 
was  remarkable.  So  sunburnt  and  awarlliy  were  his 
hues,  that  he  most,  apparently,  have  derived  his  origin 
amongst  the  races  of  &e  farthest  East.  His  forehead 
was  lofty,  and  his  eyes  so  penetrating  yet  so  calm  in 
their  gaze  tiiat  the  prince  shrank  ftom  them  as  we  shrink 
from  a  questioner  who  is  drawing  forth  the  goiltieat 
secret  of  our  hearts. 

*  What  would  you  with  meT"  aaked  the  prince, 
motioning  his  visitor  to  a  seat. 

"  Prince  of ,"  said  the  stranger,  in  a  voice  deep 

and  sweet,  hat  foreign  in  ite  accent,  —  *  son  of  the  most 
energetic  and  masculine  race  that  ever  applied  godlike 
genius  to  the  service  of  Human  Will,  with  its  winding 
wickedness  and  its  stubborn  grandeur;  descendant  of 
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tha  grwt  Visconti  in  whose  chroniotsa  lies  the  hlstorj 
of  Italy  ia  her  palmy  day,  acd  in  whose  rise  wsa  the 
devBlopment  of  the  mightieet  intellect,  ripened  by  the 
moat  restless  smbition,  —  I  come  to  gaze  upon  the  last 
star  in  a  daricening  firmament.  By  this  honr  to-momnr 
space  shall  know  it  not.  Man,  unless  thy  whole  nature 
change,  thy  days  are  numbered  I  " 

'What  means  this  jargon  1"  said  the  prince,  tn 
visiUe  astonishment  and  secret  awe.  "  Comsat  thon  to 
menace  me  in  my  own  halls,  oi  wouldst  thou  warn  me 
of  a  danger  t  Art  thou  some  itinerant  mountebank,  or 
some  unguessed-of  friend  T  8peak  out,  and  plainly. 
What  danger  threatens  me  I  " 

"  Zanoui  and  thy  ancestor's  sword,"  replied  the 
stranger. 

"Hal  hal"  said  the  prince,  laughing acomfolly ;  "I 
half-suspected  thee  from  the  first.  Thou  art  Uun  the 
accomplice  or  the  tool  of  that  most  dexterous,  but,  at 
present,  defeated  charlatan  t  And  I  suppose  thou  wilt 
tell  me  that  if  I  wete  to  release  a  certain  captive  I  have 
made,  the  danger  would  ranish,  and  the  hand  <rf  the 
dial  would  be  put  back  1 " 

"  Judge  of  me  as  thou  wilt,  Prince  dt .  I  con- 
fess my  knowledge  of  Zanoni.  Thon,  too,  wUt  know 
his  power,  but  not  till  it  consume  thee.  I  Vould  saTe, 
therefore  I  warn  thee.  Dost  thou  ask  me  whyt  I 
will  tell  thee.  Canet  tfaou  ramember  to  have  heard 
wild  tales  of  thy  giandeire ;  of  his  desire  for  a  knowl> 
edge  that  passes  that  of  the  schools  and  cloisters ;  of  a 
strange  man  from  the  East  who  was  his  familiar  and  . 
master  in  lore  against  which  the  Vatican  has,  from  age 
te  ^e,  launched  its  mimic  thunder  t  Dost  thou  call  to 
mind  the  fortunes  of  thy  ancestor  t  —  how  he  suooeeded 
ia  youth  to  little  but  a  name ;  how,  after  a  oareer  wild 
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•tul  diMolnte  as  thine,  he  dwppeand  bom  Hikii,  a 
ptnper,  and  a  aelf-ezile;  how,  sftor  yean  ipent,  none 
knew  in  what  olimea  or  in  what  pmnnite,  he  again 
nriaitod  the  eit;  where  his  progenitora  had  teigned; 
how  wiUi  him  eame  the  wiae  man  of  the  Eaat,  the  myf 
tio  Mejnour;  how  they  who  beheld  hia,  beheld  with 
amaxo  and  fear  that  time  bad  plooghed  no  furrow  on  hia 
blow;  that  jonth  leemed  fixed,  uhy  m apell,  upon  hia 
face  and  formt  Doat  thou  not  know  that  from  that 
hour  Mb  f  ortunea  rose  t  K  insmen  the  moat  remote  died ; 
eatate  npon  estate  fell  into  the  handa  of  the  ruined 
noUe.  He  became  the  ^ide  of  prinoee,  the  fiiat  mag- 
nate of  Italy.  He  founded  anew  the  houae  of  which 
thoa  art  the  last  lineal  upholder,  and  tianafeaed  his 
aplendor  from  Milan  to  the  Bicilian  reaima.  Visiona  of 
high  ambititm  were  then  praaa&t  with  him  nightly  and 
daily.  Had  he  liTed,  Italy  would  hare  known  a  new 
dynasty,  and  the  Tiseonti  would  btTe  reigned  over 
Magna-Gnacia.  He  was  a  nan  suoh  as  the  world  rarely 
aeea;  but  hie  ends,  too  earthly,  were  at  war  with  the 
means  he  sought.  Had  bis  ambition  been  more  or  leas, 
he  had  been  worthy  of  a  realm  mightier  than  the  Cnsaia 
ewayed;  worthy  of  om  solemn  oidei;  worthy  of  the 
fellowahip  of  M^jnoor,  whom  you  now  behold  before 
you." 

The  prince,  who  hod  listened  with  deep  and  breftth- 
leaa  attention  to  the  words  of  hie  aingnlar  gnest,  started 
from  hia  seat  at  hia  last  words.  "  Impostor!  "  he  oriMl, 
"  can  yon  dare  thus  to  play  with  my  credulity  1  Sixty 
yean  have  flown  since  my  grandaire  died;  were  he 
living,  he  had  passed  hia  hundred  and  twentieth  yen; 
and  you,  whose  old  age  is  erect  and  Tigoroua,  hare  the 
aasorance  to  pretend  to  have  been  his  oontemporary  t 
But  you  have  imperfectly  learned  your  tale.     You  know 
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not,  it  SMDU,  that  my  grandain,  wlae  and  illnrtrioiu 
indeed,  in.  all  eave  hie  faitb  in  aobarlaton,  wai  found 
dead  in  hia  bed,  in  the  reiy  houi  when  his  colossal  plana 
wan  ripe  for  execution,  and  that  Mejnour  iras  guilty  of 
hia  murder. "  ^, 

**  Alas  I  "  aoswered  the  stranger,  in  a  voice  of  great 
aadneai,  *  bad  be  bnt  listened  to  Honour,  —  bad  he  but 
delayed  the  laat  and  moat  perilous  ordaal  lA  daring  wis- 
dom until  the  isquisite  tiaiuing  and  initiation  had  been 
oompleted, — your  anoestor  would  have  stood  with  nie 
upon  an  eminenoe  which  tha  waters  of  Death  itaelf  wash 
eTerlsstingly,  hat  cannot  Dverflow.  Tour  grandsiie 
reaisted  my  ferre&t  prayers,  disobeyed  my  moet  abaoluta 
oommands,  and  in  the  sublime  raahnees  of  a  soul  that 
panted  for  eeorets,  which  be  who  deaiies  orbs  and  seep- 
tres  never  can  obtain,  perished,  the  victim  of  bis  own 
frensy." 

"  He  was  poisoned,  and  Mejnour  fied." 

*  Mejnour  fled  not,"  answered  the  stranger,  prondlj, 
— "  Mejnooi  could  not  fly  from  danger;  for  to  him 
danger  is  a  thing  long  left  behind.  It  was  the  day 
before  the  duke  took  the  fatal  draught  whiub  be 
believed  was  to  confer  on  the  mortal  the  immortal 
boon,  that,  finding  my  power  over  faim  was  gone,  I 
abandoned  him  to  bis  doom.  But  a  truce  with  this: 
I  loved  your  grandsirel  I  would  save  the  last  of  bis 
race.  Oppose  not  thyself  to  Zanoni.  Yield  not  thy 
soul  to  thine  evil  paaaions.  Draw  back  from  the  preci- 
pice while  there  ia  yet  time.  In  thy  front,  and  in 
thine  eyea,  I  detect  soma  of  that  diviner  glory  which 
belonged  to  thy  race.  Thou  hast  in  thee  some  germs  of 
their  hereditary  genius,  but  they  are  choked  up  by  worse 
than  thy  hereditary  vices.  Becollect  that  by  genius  thy 
house  rose;    by  vioe  it  aver  failed  to  perpetuate   ita 
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power.  In  tha  laws  whi<dt  tegoUte  the  QniveiM,  it  ii 
decreed  ihet  nothing  vicked  can  long  endnie.  Be  wise, 
KuA  let  hiatoiy  wun  thee.  Thon  atondert  on  the  Terge 
of  two  worlde,  tiie  put  and  the  futtue;  and  voioee  from 
either  shriek  omen  is  thy  ear.  I  have  done.  I  hid  thee 
{uewell  I " 

"Not  ao;  thou  ehalt  not  quit  theae  walla.  I  will 
make  experiment  of  thy  boaeted  power.  What,  ho 
tberel  — hoi" 

The  prince  ahonted;  the  room  waa  filled  with  hie 
minima. 

"Seiie  that  mani "  be  eried,  pointing  to  the  spot 
whioh  hed  been  filled  by  the  form  of  Mejnour.  To  hia 
ineonoeiTable  amaze  and  horror,  the  spot  wae  vacant. 
The  mTBterioua  atranger  had  raniahed  like  a  dream; 
hut  a  thin  and  fragrant  miat  nndnlated,  in  pale  vol- 
umea,  rotmd  the  walle  (4  the  ehamber.  **  Look  to  my 
lord,"  eried  Maaatri.  The  prince  had  &)Ien  to  the 
floor  inaenaible.  For  many  hours  be  aeemed  in  a  kind 
of  tranoe.  When  he  teooveied,  he  diemiieed  his  atten- 
danta,  and  his  step  was  beard  in  his  chamber,  pacing  to 
and  fro,  with  heavy  and  disordered  strides.  Not  till 
an  hour  before  bis  banquet  the  next  day  did  he  aeem 
laatoied  to  hia  wonted  aelf. 
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Amht.,  At  L  Sc  K. 

Thk  limp  of  QlTiidon,  the  night  afi«r  his  kat  mtei>- 
view  with  Zaaoni,  was  niinsnall;  profound ;  &nd  the  bod 
Btrmmed  foil  upon  his  e^ee  u  hs  opanad  thorn  to  the 
d>y.  He  roae  refreshed,  and  with  a'  atnnge  sentimeBt 
of  calnmeas  that  seemed  more  the  result  of  reaolntion 
titan  exhaustion.  The  inddeats  and  «notiona  of  the 
post  night  had  settied  into  distinct  and  clsar  impt«»- 
non<.  He  thought  of  them  but  sightly, — he  thonght 
rathei  of  the  future.  He  was  aa  one  of  the  initiated  in 
the  old  Egyptian  mysteTies  who  have  cnMsed  the  gate 
only  to  long  more  ardently  for  the  penetralia. 

He  diesaed  himself,  and  was  relieved  to  find  that 
Hervale  had  joined  a  party  of  his  eountrymen  on  an 
ezeurrion  to  Ischia.  He  spent  the  beat  of  noon  in 
thoughtful  solitude,  and  gradually  tiie  image  of '  Vi<^ 
returned  to  his  heart.  Tt  was  a  holy  —  for  it  was  a 
human  —  image.  He  had  res^pied  herj  and  though  he 
repented  not,  he  was  troubled  at  the  thonght  that  repent- 
ance would  have  oome  too  late. 

He  started  impatiently  from  his  seat,  and  strode  with 
rapid  steps  to  the  humhie  abode  of  the  actress. 

The  distance  was  considerable,  and  the  air  oppressiTe. 
OlyndoQ  arrived  at  the  door  breathless  and  heated. 
He  knocked;    no  answer  came.     He  lifted   the  latch 

'  AIm  I  bow  can  I  And  snotber  when  I  cannot  find  mjmtU  t 
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sod  attend.  Be  aaoended  tha  itun;  no  sonnd,  no 
sight  of  life  met  his  eu  and  eye.  In  the  front  ohunber, 
ua  a  fatble,  lay  the  gnitu  of  the  acbeu,  uid  boom  manu* 
script  parts  in  the  favorite  operas.  He  paosed,  and, 
Bommoning  coorage,  tapped  at  the  do<»  which  aoemod 
to  lead  into  the  inner  apartment.  The  door  was  oju ', 
and,  heaxii^;  no  sound  within,  he  poshed  it  open.  It 
was  the  8leepu^;-«hamber  of  the  young  actress,  that 
holint  giomid  to  a  lorer;  and  well  did  the  place 
become  the  presiding  dei^ :  none  of  t^  tawdry  finery 
of  tiie  profession  was  visible,  on  the  one  hand;  none  of 
dw  slovenly  disorder  common  to  the  humbler  cksses  of 
the  Sonth,  on  the  otber.  All  was  pure  and  simple; 
even  tiie  ornaments  wen  those  of  an  innocent  refine- 
ment,— a  few  books,  placed  carefully  cm  shelves,  a  few 
half-bded  flowers  in  an  earthen  vase,  which  was  mod- 
elled and  painted  in  the  Etruscan  fashion.  The  sunlight 
streamed  over  the  snowy  draperies  of  the  bed,  and  a  few 
BT^ea  of  clothing  on  the  chair  beside  it.  Viola  was 
not  there;  but  the  nnisel — was  she  gone  alsot  He 
made  the  house  resound  wiUi  the  name  of  Gionetta, 
bat  there  was  not  even  an  echo  to  reply.  At  last,  as 
be  leluotantly  quitted  the  desolate  abode,  he  perceived 
Gionetta  coming  towards  bi-m  from  the  street.  The 
poor  old  woman  uttered  an  exclamation  of  joy  ou  see- 
ing him;  but,  to  their  mutual  disappointment,  neither 
had  any  cheerful  tidings  or  satisfactory  explanation  to 
afloid  the  other.  Qionetta  had  been  aroused  from  her 
slumber  the  night  before  by  the  noise  in  the  rooms 
below;  but  ere  she  could  muster  coinage  to  descend, 
Tiola  was  gone  I  She  found  the  marks  of  violence 
on  the  door  without;  and  all  she  had  since  been  able 
to  leam  in  the  ne^rhborbood  was,  that  a  Lauarone, 
from  his  nootunal  resting-place  on  the  Chi^a,  had  seen 
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hy  ths  mocmlight  a  carriage,   wbioli  he  leeogntMd  m 

lull  ranging  to  tile  Piinoe  di ,  paM  and  repue  that 

road  about  the  fint  hour  of  moming.  Olyndon,  on  gatb- 
ering  from  the  eonfuaed  wordi  and  broken  aoba  of  ftie 
old  UTUM  the  heads  of  this  aocount,  abrnptly  left  ber, 
and  repaired  to  the  palace  of  Zanoni.  There  be  waa 
infanned  that  the  signor  ma  gon«  to  the  banquet  of 

the   Prince  di  ,  and  would  not  return  till  late. 

Ol  jndon  itood  motionlew  with  perplexity  and  dinnaj ; 
he  knew  not  what  to  belisre,  or  bow  to  act.  Eren 
Merrale  vaa  not  at  hand  to  advise  him.  His  ooDseienoe 
■mote  him  bitterly.  He  had  bad  the  power  to  save  the 
woman  hs  had  loved,  and  had  foregone  that  power;  bat 
how  was  it  that  in  tiiii  Zanoni  himself  had  hiledt 
How  was  it  that  ha  was  gone  to  the  very  banquet  of  the 
TSTishsrt  Could  Zanoni  be  aware  of  what  had  paiaedl 
If  not^  should  he  loee  a  moment  in  appriaii^  himt 
Though  mentally  irreeolnte,  no  man  was  more  physically 
loavB.  He  would  repair  at  once  to  the  palace  of  the 
prince  himself;  and  if  Zanoni  failed  in  the  tnut  he 
bad  balf.«ppeaTed  to  arrogate,  he,  the  humble  foreigner, 
would  demand  the  captive  of  fraud  and  foroa,  in  the 
vary  hall*  aikd  before  tiu  assembled  guests  of  Um  Prince 

di — . 
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Wx  most  go  1»ck  some  honn  in  the  prognM  of  thii 
namtiva.  It  ma  the  first  hint  uul  gndud  t«Mk  of 
the  Bummsi  dftwn;  and  two  man  stood  in  «  faaleany 
overitanging  a  garden  fngnnt  with  the  Ments  of  the 
awakening  flowen.  The  atua  had  not  ^et  left  the  sky, 
—  the  birdi  wate  jot  nlent  on  the  boughs:  all  was 
■till,  hashed,  and  toanqnilj  but  how  different  the  tian- 
qoilli^  <ii  leTiTing  day  from  the  solemn  repcee  of  night! 
In  tile  mone  of  nleDoe  there  an  a  thounnd  variatiimB. 
These  men,  who  alone  seemed  awake  in  Naples,  were 
Zanoni  and   the  mysterions  stranger  who  had  but  an 

hour  or  two  ago  startled  the  Frinee  di in  hia  volup- 

tnons  palace. 

"UTo,"  said  the  latter;  "  hadst  thon  delayed  the 
aeeeptanee  of  tlie  Areh-gift  until  thon  hadst  attained 
to  the  jeais,  and  passed  through  all  the  desolate  beieave- 
menta  that  ohiiled  and  seared  myself  ere  my  reaearchea 
had  made  it  mine,  thon  wonldst  have  eeoaped  the  coree 
of  whi^  thon  oomplainest  now, — thon  wouldst  not  have 
mourned  over  the  brerity  of  hnman  affection  as  com- 
pared to  the  daration  of  thine  own  ezistenoe ;  for  thou 
wouldst  bare  surriTed  the  very  desire  and  dream  of  the 
love  of  woman.  Brightest,  and,  but  fat  that  error,  pei^ 
bapa  &e  loftiest,  of  the  secret  and  scdemn  race  that  ftlb 
*  Lol^  wMom  Is  drdsd  ronnd  with  mgged  rocks. 
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ap  Om  intoTT*!  in  creatioii  between  mankind  and  tbe 
chiUira  of  the  Empyreal,  age  after  age  wilt  titon  nie 
the  splendid  folly  whioli  made  thee  ask  to  earry  the 
beanty  and  the  paaeiooe  of  youth  into  the  dieary 
'  grau^UT  of  earthly  immortality. " 

"I  do  not 'repent,  nor  shall  I,"  auewered  Zanoni. 
"The  transport  and  the  Bomw,  bo  wildly  blended, 
which  have  at  interrala  dirersified  my  doom,  are  better 
than  the  calm  and  bloodless  tenor  of  thy  solibiry  way  — 
thon,  who  lovest  nothing,  hatest  nothing,  feeleat  noth- 
ing, and  walkeat  the  world  with  the  ntnselen  and 
joyless  footeteps  of  a  dieaml " 

"  You  mistake, "  repliad  he  who  had  owned  the  name 
of  Mejnonr,  —  "  though  I  can  not  for  love,  and  am  dead 
to  every  piutum  that  agitates  the  eons  of  clay,  I  am  not 
dead  to  their  more  serene  eDJoyments.  I  carry  down 
the  stream  of  the  countless  years,  not  the  turbolent 
desires  of  youth,  but  the  calm  and  spiritnal  delights  of 
age.  Wisely  and  deliberately  t  abaaidoned  youth  for- 
ever when  I  separated  my  lot  from  men.  Let  na  not 
envy  or  reproach  each  Other.  I  would  haye  saved  thia 
Neapolitan,  Zanoui  (since  ao  it  now  pleases  thee  to  be 
odled),  partly  because  his  gruidsire  was  but  divided 
by  the  last  airy  barrier  from  our  own  brotherhood, 
partiy  because  I  know  that  in  the  man  himself  lurk 
the  elemente  of  ancestral  course  and  power,  which  in 
earlier  life  would  have  fitted  him  for  one  of  us.  Earth 
holds  but  few  to  whom  Nature  has  given  the  qualities 
that  can  besir  the  ordeal.  Bnt  time  and  excess,  that 
have  quickened  his  groeser  senses,  have  Uunted  hie 
imagination,     I  relinquish  bim  to  his  doom." 

"  And  still,  then,  Mejnour,  you  cherish  the  desire  to 
revive  our  order,  limited  now  to  ourselves  alone,  by 
new  oonveits  and  allies.     Suialy  —  auraly  —  thy  ezperi- 
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«n«e  might  hare  toaght  thee,  th&t  scarcely  once  in  a 
thotiMnd  jeus  is  boni  t^e  being  who  can  pus  through 
the  horrible  gates  that  lead  into  the  worlds  without! 
Is  not  thy  path  already  strewed  with  thy  rictims  1  Do 
not  their  ghastly  faces  of  agony  and  fear  —  the  blood- 
stained snicide,  the  raving  maniac  —  rise  before  &iae, 
and  warn  what  is  yet  left  to  thee  of  human  sympathy 
from  thy  insane  ambition  1 " 

"Nay,*  amweied  Mejnoar;  "have  I  not  had  saceeaa 
to  oonnterbalance  failure  1  And  can  I  forego  this  loft; 
and  august  hope,  worthy  alone  of  our  high  condition,  — 
the  hope  to  form  a  mighty  and  nnmeroas  laoe  with  a 
force  and  power  sufficient  to  permit  them  to  acknowl- 
edge to  mankind  their  majestic  conquests  and  dominion, 
to  become  the  true  lords  of  this  planet,  invaders, 
perchance,  of  othere,  masteis  of  the  inimical  and 
malignant  tribes  by  which  at  this  moment  we  are  sut- 
toDsded:  a  race  that  may  proceed,  in  their  deathless- 
destinies,  from  stage  to  stage  of  celestial  glory,  and 
tank  at  last  amongst  the  nearest  ministrants  and  agents 
gathered  round  the  Throne  of  Thrones  T  What  matter 
a  thousand  victims  for  one  convert  to  our  bond  T  And 
you,  Zauoni, "  continued  Hejnour,  after  a  pause,  —  "  you, 
even  yon,  should  this  affection  for  a  mortal  beauty  that 
yon  have  dared,  despite  yourself,  to  cherish,  be  more 
than  a  passing  fancy  j  should  it,  once  admitted  into 
your  inmoat  nature,  partake  ot  its  bright  and  enduring 
esaenoe, — even  you  may  brave  all  things  to  raise  the 
beloved  one  into  your  equal.  TSity,  interrupt  me  not. 
Can  you  see  siekness  menace  her;  danger  hover  around ; 
years  creep  on;  Uie  eyes  grow  dim;  the  beauty  fade, 
while  Hia  heart,  youthful  still,  clings  and  fastens  round 
your  own, —  oan  you  see  thi^  and  know  it  is  yours 
to— - 
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"  Cmm)  *  crud  Zutotti,  fiend;.  "  Wliat  ia  all  other 
fate  as  oompored  to  the  death  of  toiroil  What,  when 
the  coldest  sags,  ths  moat  heated  euthnaiaat,  the  hardiest 
warrior  with  his  nerres  of  iron,  have  been  found  dead 
in  titeir  beds,  with  straining  eyeballs  and  honrent  hair, 
at  the  first  step  of  the  Dread  Frogreas,  —  thinkest  thou 
that  this  weak  woman— from  whose  cheek  a  sound  at 
the  window,  the  screech  of  the  night-owl,  the  sight  of 
a  drop  of  blood  on  a  man's  sword,  would  start  the  color 
—  oould  brave  one  glance  of  —  Away  I  the  very  thought 
of  such  sighta  for  her  mokes  even  myself  a  cowardl  " 

"  When  you  told  her  you  loved  her,  —  when  you 
daaped  het  to  your  bieas^  you  renounced  all  power  to 
foresee  ber  future  lot,  or  protect  her  from  harm.  Hence- 
forth te  her  yoa  aie  human,  and  human  only.  How 
know  you,  then,  to  what  you  may  be  tempted ;  how  know 
yon  what  ber  curiosity  may  learn  and  her  courage  brave  I 
But  enough  of  this,  —  you  ore  bent  on  your  puimiit  T " 

"  The  fiat  has  gone  forth." 

"  And  to-morrow  t " 

"  I<Hnorrow,  at  this  hour,  our  bark  will  be  bounding 
over  yonder  ocean,  and  the  weight  of  ages  will  have  fallen 
from  my  heart!  I  compassionate  thee,  0  foolish  sage, — 
<Aou  hast^Ten  up  thy  youtiti  " 
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AUB.    noa  ahnja  ■peskeit  riddles    Tall  ms  If  tboa  art  tlwl 
fomit>in  of  which  Bemud  Lord  TnTiian  writ  < 

KwKi.    I  tm  not  that  foimtBiii,  but  I  >m  the  mter.    The  footrtain 
aamptMeCh  nw  sbont. 

SAXDiToaiua,  iftie  Lii^t  of  Al^gmi/. 

Thc  Prince  di was  not  &  man  whom  Naples  could 

anppose  to  be  addicted  to  auperstitioua  fanciea.  Still, 
in  the  South  of  Italy,  there  was  then,  and  then  still 
lingeTB  a  certain  spirit  of  credulity,  which  may,  ever 
and  anon,  be  yiaible  amidat  the  boldest  dogmas  of  their 
phiioeophers  and  eceptics.  In  his  childhood,  the  prince 
had  learned  strange  tales  of  the  ambition,  the  genius, 
and  the  career  of  his  grandsire,  — and  secretly,  perhaps 
influenced  by  ancestral  example ,  in  earlier  youth  he  him- 
self had  followed  science,  not  only  through  her  legiti- 
mate coarse,  but  her  antiquated  and  erratic  windings. 
I  have,  indeed,  been  shown  in  Naples  a  little  volume, 
blazoned  with  the  arms  of  the  Visconti,  and  ascribed  to 
the  nobleman  I  refer  to,  which  treats  of  alchemy  in  a 
■pint  half-mocking  and  half -reverential. 

Pleasure  soon  distracted  him  from  such  speculations, 
and  his  talents,  which  were  unquestionably  great,  were 
whoUy  perverted  to  extrav^ant  intrigues,  or  to  the 
embellishment  of  a  gorgeous  ostentation  with  something 
of  classic  grace.  His  immense  wealth,  his  imperious 
pride,  his  unscnipnloua  and  daring  character,  made  him 
an  oljeot  of  no  inconsiderable  fear  to  a  feeble  and  timid 
conn;  and  the  ministers  of  the  indolent  government 
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willingly  DonniTed  at  excMses  whiob  alloted  liim  «t  least 
froia  ambition.  The  Btronge  Tieit  and  yet  moie  atnnge 
departure  of  Mejnoui  filled  the  breast  of  the  yeapol' 
itan  with  awe  and  wander,  against  which  all  the  hao^ty 
arroganee  and  learned  scepticism  of  his  maturer  manhood 
combated  in  vain.  The  apparition  of  Mejnonr  served, 
indeed,  to  invest  Zanonl  with  a  chancter  in  which  the 
prinoe  bad  not  hitherto  r^arded  him.  He  felt  a 
atrai^^e  alarm  at  the  rival  he  had  Imved,  —  at  the  foe 
he  had  provoked.  When,  a  little  before  his  bonqnet, 
be  had  resumed  bis  self-posseseion,  it  was  with  a  fell 
and  gloomy  resolution  that  he  brooded  over  the  perfidious 
Bchemefl  he  had  ptevionaly  formed.  He  felt  as  if  the  death 
of  the  mysterious  Zanoni  were  necessary  for  the  preser- 
vation of  his  own  lite;  and  it  at  an  earlier  period  of  their 
rivalry  he  had  determined  on  the  fate  of  Zanoni,  the 
warnings  of  Mejnoor  only  served  to  confirm  his  resolve. 
"  We  will  try  if  his  magic  can  invent  an  antidote  to 
the  bane,"  said  he,  halt-aloud,  and  with  a  stem  smile, 
aa  he  summoned  Mascari  to  his  presence.  The  poison 
which  the  prince,  with  bis  own  hands,  mixed  into  the 
wine  intended  for  his  guest,  was  compounded  from  mate- 
rials, the  secret  of  which  bad  been  one  of  the  proudest 
heir-looms  of  that  able  and  evil  race  which  gave  to  Italy 
her  wisest  and  guiltiest  tyrants.  Ita  operation  was  quick 
yet  not  sudden:  it  produced  no  pain,  —  it  left  on  the 
form  no  grim  convulsion,  on  the  skin  no  purpling  spot, 
to  arouse  suspicion;  yon  might  have  out  and  carved 
every  membiane  and  fibre  of  the  corpse,  but  the  sharpest 
eyes  of  the  leedi  would  not  have  detected  the  presence 
of  the  subtle  life-qneller.  For  twelve  hours  the  victim 
felt  nothing  save  a  joyous  and  elated  exhilaration  of  the 
blood ;  a  delicious  languor  followed,  the  sore  foieranner 
of  apoplexy.     No  lancet  then  could  save  I    Apopleigr 
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had  ran  much  in  the  familiee  of  the  enemiaa  of  the 
TiMontil 

The  hour  of  the  feast  orriTed,  —  the  guests  aaeembled. 
There  were  the  fiowar  of  the  Neapolitan  tvignone,  the 
densendantfl  of  the  Norman,  the  Tenton,  the  Gh>tb ;  foT 
Naples  had  then  a  nobility,  but  derived  it  from  the 
North,  which  haa  indeed  been  the  Nvtrix  Leonum,  — 
the  nuTBB  of  the  lion-hearted  chivalij  of  the  world. 

Last  of  the  gnesta  came  Zanoni ;  and  the  crowd  gare 
way  as  the  dazzling  foreigner  moved  along  to  the  lord  of 
the  palace.  The  prince  greeted  him  with  a  meaning 
smile,  to  which  Zanoni  answered  by  a  whisper,  "  He 
who  plajB  with  loaded  dice  does  not  always  win." 

The   prince   bit  his   lip,    and   Zanoni,    passit^   on, 
seemed  deep  in  converaation  with  the  fawning  Mascari. 
"  Who  is  the  prince's  heir  I  "  asked  the  guest, 
"A  distant  relation  on  tJie  mother's  side;  with  his 
Excellency  dies  the  male  line." 
"  Is  the  heir  present  at  our  host's  banquet  t " 
"  No ;  they  are  not  friends. " 
"  No  matter;  he  will  be  here  to-morrow." 
Haecari  stired  in  surprise;  but  the  signal  for  the 
banquet  was  given,  and  the  guesta  were  marshalled  to 
the  board.     As  was  the  custom  then,  the  feast  took  place 
not  long  after  mid-day.     It  was  a  long,  oval  hall,  the 
whole  of  one  side  opening  by  a  marble  colonnade  upon  a 
court  or  garden,  in  which  the  eye  rested  gratefully  upon 
cool  fountains  and  statues  of  whitest    marble,  half- 
sheltered  by  orange-trees.     Bveij  art  that  luxury  could 
invent  to  give  freshneaa  and  coolness  to  the  languid  and 
hreeseless  heat  of  the  day  without  (a  day  on  which  the 
breath  of  the  sirocco  was  abroad)  had  been  called  iiit» 
;existeiioe.     Artificial  currents  of  air  through  invisible 
tubes,  dlken  blinds  waving  to  and  fro,  as  if  to  cheat 
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Uie  BenseB  into  tlie  belief  of  an  April  wind,  and  minia- 
ture jMt  d'eau  in  each  comer  of  the  apartment,  gave  to 
the  ItaUana  the  same  sense  of  exhilaration  and  eomfort 
(if  I  may  use  the  word)  which  the  well-drawn  curtains 
and  the  bladng  hearth  afford  to  the  children  rS  colder 
climea. 

The  conYersation  was  somewhat  more  lively  and  intel- 
lectual than  is  common  amongst  the  languid  pleasure- 
hunters  of  the  South;  for  the  prince,  himself  accom- 
plished, sought  his  acquaintance  not  only  amongst  the 
beaux  etprita  of  his  own  country,  but  amongst  the  gay 
foreigners  who  adorned  and  relieved  the  monotony  of 
the  Ifeapolitan  circles.  There  were  present  two  or  three 
of  the  brilliant  Frenchmen  of  the  old  rigimt,  who  had 
already  em^rated  from  the  advancing  Revolution;  and 
their  peculiar  turn  of  thought  and  wit  was  well  calcu- 
lated for  the  meridian  of  a  society  that  made  the  dole« 
far  niente  at  once  its  philosophy  and  its  faith.  The 
prince,  however,  was  more  sUent  than  usual;  and  when 
be  sought  to  rouse  himself,  his  spirits  were  forced  and 
ex^geiated.  To  the  manners  of  his  host,  those  of 
Zanoni  afforded  a  striking  contrast.  The  bearing  of  this 
singular  person  was  at  all  times  characterized  by  a  calm 
and  polished  ease,  which  was  attributed  by  the  courtieTs 
to  the  long  habit  of  society.  He  could  scarcely  be 
called  gay ;  yet  few  persona  more  tended  to  animate  the 
general  spirits  of  a  convivial  circle.  He  seemed,  by  a 
kind  of  intuition,  to  elicit  from  each  companion  the 
qualities  in  which  he  most  excelled;  and  if  occasion- 
ally a  certain  tone  of  latent  mockery  characterized  his 
remarks  upon  the  topics  on  which  the  conversation  fell, 
it  appeared  to  men  who  took  nothing  in  earnest  to  be  the 
language  both  of  wit  and  wisdom.  To  the  Frenchmen, 
in  particular,  &ere  was  something  startling  in  his  mti- 


n,s,t,..d:,i.  Google 


ZAHOHI  231 

mate  knovledge  <A  tiw  minutest  evento  in  their  own 
capital  and  eormtrj,  and  his  profoond  penetration 
(evinced  bat  in  apigiamB  and  earcaanu)  into  the  eminent 
chatactera  who  vers  then  playing  a  part  npon  the  great 
stage  of  oontinental  intrigue.  It  vaa  while  this  eonver- 
satioD  grew  animated,  and  the  feast  was  at  ita  height, 
that  Glyndon  arrived  at  the  palace.  The  porter,  per- 
ceiving by  bis  dress  that  he  was  not  one  of  the  invited 
gnesta,  told  him  that  hia  Excellency  was  engaged,  and 
on  no  account  could  be  distntbed;  and  Glyndon  then, 
for  the  first  time,  became  aware  bow  strange  and 
embarrassing  was  the  duty  he  had  taken  on  himself.  To 
force  an  entrance  into  the  banquet-hall  of  a  great  and 
powerful  noble,  surrounded  by  the  rank  of  Ifaples,  and 
to  arraign  bim  for  what  to  his  boon-companions  would 
appear  but  an  act  of  gallantry,  waa  an  exploit  that  could 
not  fail  to  be  at  once  ludicrous  and  impotent.  He  muaed 
a  moment,  and,  slipping  a  piece  of  gold  into  the  porter's 
hand,  said  that  he  waa  commissioned  to  seek  the  Signor 
Zanoni  upon  an  errand  of  life  and  death,  and  easily 
won  his  way  acroaa  the  court,  and  into  the  interior 
building.  He  passed  up  the  broad  ataircaae,  and  the 
voices  and  merriment  of  the  revellers  amote  his  ear  at  a 
distance.  At  the  entnnoe  of  tiie  reoeption'Tooms  he 
found  a  page,  whom  he  despatched  with  a  message  to 
Zanoni.  The  page  did  the  errand;  and  Zanoni,  on 
hearing  the  whispered  name  of  Qlyndon,  turned  to  his 

'Pardon  me,  my  lord;  an  Engliah  friend  of  mina, 
the  9ignor  Glyndon  (not  unknown  by  name  to  your 
Excellency)  waita  without,  -^  the  business  must  indeed 
be  urgent  on  which  he  baa  sought  me  in  such  an  hour. 
Ton  will  forgive  my  momentary  absence. " 

'Nay,   signor,"   answered   the    prince,    courteously. 
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tmt  with  a  sinieier  tmiU  on  his  ooontenuiee,  *  would  it 
not  be  better  for  your  friend  to  join  luT  An  Engliih- 
man  is  w«loome  eveiTwhere;  and  even  were  he  a  Ihitoh- 
man,  your  friendship  would  invest  his  pteoence  with 
attrsctiou,  Pny  his  attendance  j  we  would  not  spare 
yon  even  for  a  moment." 

Zanoni  bowed;  the  pi^  was  despstched  with  all 
flattering  messages  to  Glyndon,  —  a  seat  next  to  Zanoni 
was  plaoed  for  him,  and  the  young  Englishman  entered. 

"  You  are  most  welcome,  sir.  I  trust  your  business 
to  our  illustrious  guest  is  of  good  omen  and  pleasant 
import     If  you  bring  evil  news,  defer  it,  I  pray  you." 

Olyndon's  brow  was  sullesj  and  be  was  about  to 
startle  the  guests  by  his  reply,  when  Zanoni,  touching 
his  aim  significantly,  whispered  in  English,  "  I  know 
why  you  have  sought  me.  Be  silent,  and  witness  what 
ensues." 

*  You  know  tiien  that  Viola,  whom  you  boasted  you 
had  the  power  to  save  from  danger  —  " 

"  Is  in  this  house !  —  yes.  I  know  also  that  Murder 
sits  St  the  right  hsnd  of  our  host.  But  his  fate  is  now 
separated  ^m  hers  forever;  and  the  mirror  which 
glasses  it  to  my  eye  is  clear  through  the  streams  of 
blood.  Be  still,  and  learn  the  fate  that  awaits  the 
wicked  I 

"  My  lord,"  said  Zanoni,  speaking  aloud,  "  the  Signor 
Glyndon  has  indeed  brought  me  tidings  not  wholly 
unexpected.  I  am  compelled  to  leave  Naples,  —  an 
additional  motive  to  make  the  most  of  the  present 

"And  what,  if  I  may  venture  to  ask,  may  he  the 
cause  that  brings  such  afSiction  on  the  fair  dames  of 
Naples  1 " 

"  It  is  the  approaching  death  of  one  who  honored  me 
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witb  molt  loyal  friendaliip,"  replied  Zanoai,  gnvely, 
"Let  as  not  Bpeok  of  it;  grief  cannot  put  l»ok  the 
dial.  Afl  we  supply  by  new  flowers  those  that  fade 
in  am  vaus,  so  it  is  the  secret  of  worldly  wisdom  to 
replace  }rf  fresh  friendships  those  that  fade  from  onr 
path." 

"Xroe  philosophy!"  exclaimed  the  prince.  "'  Ifot 
to  admire,'  was  the  Roman's  maxim;  '  Never  to  mourn,' 
is  nine.  There  is  nothing  in  life  to  grieve  for,  save, 
indeed,  Signor  Zanoni,  when  some  young  beauty,  on 
whom  we  have  set  our  hearts,  slips  from  our  grasp.  In 
such  a  moment  we  have  need  of  all  our  wisdom,  not  to 
succumb  to  deapair,  and  shake  hands  with  death.  What 
Bay  you,  signor t  Yon  smile!  Such  never  could  be 
your  lot.  Fledge  me  in  a  sentiment,  '  Long  life  to 
the  fortunate  lovai,  —  a  quick  release  to  the  baffled 
suitor ' ) " 

"I  pledge  you,"  said  Zanoni;  and,  as  the  fatal  wine 
was  poured  into  his  glass,  he  repeated,  fixing  his  eyes  on 
the  prinoe,  "  1  pledge  you  even  in  this  wine  I  " 

He  lifted  the  glass  to  his  lips.  The  prince  seemed 
ghastly  pale,  while  the  gaze  of  his  guest  bent  upon  him, 
with  an  intent  and  stem  brightness,  beneath  which  the 
oonacienoe-stricken  host  covered  and  quailed.  Not  till 
he  had  drained  his  draught,  and  replaced  the  glass  upon 
the  board,  did  Zanoni  turn  his  eyes  from  the  prince; 
and  he  then  said,  "Toui  wine  has  been  kept  too  long; 
it  has  lost  its  virtues.  It  might  disagree  with  many, 
but  do  not  fear;  it  will  not  harm  me,  prince.  Signor 
Hascari,  you  are  a  judge  of  the  grape ;  will  you  favor  us 
with  yonr  opinion  1 " 

'Nay,"  answered  Maecari,  with  well-afTected  com- 
poanre,  "I  like  not  the  wines  of  Cyprus;  they  are  heat- 
ing.    Perh^w  Signor  Glyndon  may  not  have  the  same 
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disbwtsf  Th«  English  ue  said  to  lore  thnr  potetioni 
wum  and  pungnnt." 

*Do  70U  wish  mj  friend  also  to  taste  the  wine, 
princel"  said  Zanoni.  'Becollect,  all  cannot  drink 
it  with  the  same  impunity  as  myself." 

"Ho,"  said  the  prince,  hastily ;  "if  you  do  not 
recotninend  the  wine,  Heaven  forbid  that  we  should 
constrain  our  guests!  My  lord  duke,"  turning  to  one 
of  the  Frenchmen,  *  yonrs  is  the  true  soil  of  Bacchus, 
What  think  you  of  this  cask  from  Burgundy  I  Has  it 
home  the  jonmey  t  * 

"Ah,"  said  Zanoni,  "let  ns  change  both  the  wine 
and  the  theme.  * 

With  that,  Zanoni  grew  yet  more  animated  and  bril- 
liant. Never  did  wit  more  sparkling,  airy,  exhilarating, 
flash  from  the  lips  of  reveller.  His  spirits  fascinated 
all  present  —  even  the  prince  himself,  even  Glyndon  — 
with  a  strange  and  wild  contagion.  The  former, 
indeed,  whom  the  words  and  gaze  of  Zanoni,  when  he 
drained  the  poison,  had  filled  with  fearful  misgivings, 
now  hailed  in  the  brilliant  eloquence  of  his  wit  a  certain 
sign  of  the  operation  of  the  bane.  The  wine  circulated 
fast ;  but  none  seemed  conscious  of  its  eflecta.  One  1^ 
one  the  rest  of  the  party  fell  into  a  charmed  and  spell- 
bound silence,  as  Zanoni  continued  to  pour  forth  mlly 
upon  sally,  tale  upon  tale.  They  hung  on  his  words, 
they  almost  held  their  breath  to  listen.  Yet,  how  bitter 
was  hie  mirth;  how  full  of  contempt  for  the  triflers 
present,  and  for  the  trifles  which  made  their  lifet 

Hight  came  on ;  the  room  grew  dim,  and  tho  feast  had 
lasted  several  hours  longer  than  was  the  customary 
duration  of  similar  entertainmente  at  that  day.  Still  the 
guesta  stirred  not,  and  still  Zanoni  continued,  with  gilt* 
taring  eye  and  mocking  lip,  to  lavish  his  stores  d  intellect 
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ind  anecdote;  when  suddenly  the  moon  roae,  anS  ahed 
ito  nya  over  the  flowers  and  fountains  in  the  court  with- 
out, learing  the  room  itself  half  in  shadow,  and  half 
tinged  h^  a  quiet  and  ghostly  light. 

It  was  then  that  Zanoni  roae.  "Well,  gentlemen," 
■aid  he,  "  we  bave  not  yet  wearied  oar  host,  I  hope ;  and 
hia  gaiden  offen  a  new  temptation  to  protract  our  stay. 
Have  yon  no  miuiciana  among  your  trun,  prince,  that 
might  regale  our  ean  while  we  inhale  the  fragrance  of 
your  orange-trees  f  " 

*  An  excellent  thought  [  "  said  the  prince.  "  Mascari, 
aee  to  the  mueic." 

The  party  rose  simultaneonsly  to  adjourn  to  the 
garden;  and  then,  for  the  firat  time,  the  efiect  of  the 
wins  tiiey  had  dnmk  teemed  to  make  itself  felt. 

With  flnehed  cheeks  and  onateady  steps  they  came 
into  tiie  open  air,  which  tended  yet  more  to  stimulate 
that  glowing  fever  of  the  grape.  Aa  if  to  make  up  for 
the  silence  with  which  the  gueats  had  hitherto  listened 
to  Zanoni,  every  tongue  was  now  loosened,  —  every  man 
talked,  no  man  listened.  There  was  something  wild  and 
feaiful  in  the  oontraat  between  the  calm  beauty  of  the 
night  and  scene,  and  the  hubbub  and  clamor  of  these 
disorderly  loyatere.     One  of  the  Frenchmen,  in  especial, 

the  jonng  Due  de  B ,  a  nobleman  of  the  highest 

tank,  and  of  all  the  quick,  vivacious,  and  irascible  tem- 
perament of  his  countrymen,  was  particularly  noisy  and 
excited.  And  as  circamstances,  the  remembrance  of 
which  is  still  preserved  among  certain  circles  of  Naples, 
rendered  it  afterwards  necessary  that  the  duo  should 
himself  give  evidence  of  what  occurred,  I  will  here  trana- 
bte  &a  short  aoeount  he  drew  up,  and  which  was  kindly 
■abmittad  to  me  some  few  years  ago  by  my  aocompliahed 
tad  lively  friend,  II  Gavalieie  di  B — ~. 
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"t  aera  remembo','*  writw  the  dne,  "to  bave  felv  my 
■pirita  so  excited  as  on  tbst  evening ;  we  were  like  >o  rngmj 
boyi  nleaaed  from  acbool,  jofrtling  each  otber  oh  we  reeled  or 
tBD  down  the  flight  of  seven  or  eight  etain  that  led  from  the 
colonnade  into  the  garden,  —  mme  langhing,  lome  whooping, 
■ome  Kolding,  aome  bttbbling.  The  wine  had  bronght  out, 
a*  it  were,  each  man't  inmort  character.  Some  were  load  and 
qnanelBome,  oAet*  wntimental  and  whining;  wme,  whom 
we  had  hitherto  thought  dull,  moat  mirthfol;  some,  whom  wb 
hod  evei  regarded  as  discreet  and  tacitom,  moat  gurulona 
and  uproarious.  I  remember  that  in  the  midat  of  our 
clamoTons  gajetj,  mj  eje  fell  upon  the  cavalier  Sigaar 
Zauoni,  wboae  conveTsadon  bad  so  enchanted  na  all ;  and 
I  felt  a  certain  chill  come  ovet  me  to  perceive  that  he  wore 
die  same  calm  and  onajmpathinng  amile  upon  his  counte- 
nance which  had  characterized  it  in  his  aingular  and  cnrioua 
atones  of  the  court  of  Louis  XIV.  I  felt,  indeed,  half-inclined 
to  seek  a  quarrel  with  cme  whose  compoaure  was  almost  an 
insult  to  oar  disorder.  Nor  was  anch  an  effect  of  thia  irri- 
tating and  mocking  tranquilli^  confined  to  myaelf  alone. 
Several  of  the  pai^  have  told  me  since,  that  on  looking  at 
Zanoni  they  felt  their  blood  yet  more  heated,  and  gayety 
change  to  resentment.  There  seemed  in  his  icj  amile  a  very 
eharm  to  wotind  vanity  and  provoke  rage.  It  was  at  thia 
taomant  that  the  prince  came  up  to  me,  and,  passing  his  arm 
into  mine,  led  me  a  little  apart  from  the  lest.  He  bad 
oeitainly  indulged  in  the  same  exoeas  aa  onnelvea,  bat  it  did 
not  produee  the  aame  effect  of  noiaj  excitement.  There  inu, 
on  the  contrary,  a  certain  cold  arrogance  and  aupercilioua 
soom  in  his  bearing  and  language,  which,  even  while  affecting 
M  much  careasiiig  courtesy  towards  me,  ronsed  my  self-love 
against  him.  He  seemed  as  if  Zanoni  had  infected  him; 
and  in  imitating  the  manner  of  his  gueat,  he  surpassed  the 
original.  He  rallied  me  on  some  court  gossip,  which  had 
honored  my  name  by  associating  It  with  a  certain  beautifnl 
and  diatingnished  Sicilian  lady,  and  affected  to  treat  with 
ooatempt  that  which,  had  it  beea  trne,  I  ahoald  have  i^jarded 
as  a  boast.    He  apoke,  indeed,  m  if  he  himself  had  gathered 
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■n  tlia  flowen  of  Naples,  and  left  va  fonder*  only  thh 
gleaning*  he  bad  Komed.  At  thi«  my  nataral  and  national 
gallantry  was  piqned,  and  I  Tetorted  by  some  larcBenu  that  I 
ahoold  certainly  have  epared  had  mj  blood  been  cooler.  He 
laughed  heartily,  and  left  me  in  a  strange  fit  of  leaenlmant 
and  anger.  Perhaps  (I  roust  own  the  truth)  the  wine  had 
produced  in  me  a  wild  disposition  to  take  offence  and  proroke 
quarrel.  Aa  the  prince  left  me,  I  tnmed,  and  saw  Zanoni  at 
my  side. 

" '  The  prince  is  a  braggart,'  said  he,  with  the  same  smile 
that  displeased  me  before.  '  He  would  monopoliie  all  fttftone 
and  all  lore.    Let  us  take  our  revenge.' 

" '  And  how  t ' 

"'  He  has  at  this  moment,  in  his  house,  the  most  enchant- 
ing singer  in  Naples,— the  celebrated  Viola  Pisani.  She 
it  here,  it  ia  true,  not  by  her  own  choice;  he  earned  her 
hither  by  force,  but  he  will  pretend  that  she  adores  him. 
Let  us  insist  on  his  producing  this  secret  treasure,  and  when 

she  enters,  the  Due  de  R can  have  no  doubt  that  his 

flatteries  and  attentions  will  charm  the  lady,  and  provoke 
«U  the  Jealous  feare  of  our  host.  It  would  be  a  fair  revenge 
upon  his  imperious  self-concett' 

"This  su^estion  delighted  me.  I  hastened  to  the  prince. 
At  that  iostant  the  musicians  had  just  commenced ;  I  waved 
my  band,  ordered  the  music  to  stop,  and,  addrening  the 
prince,  who  was  standing  in  the  eentfe  of  one  of  the  gayeat 
groups,  complained  of  his  want  of  hospitality  in  affording  to 
us  such  poor  proficients  in  the  art,  while  he  reserved  for  hi* 
own  Bolace  tbe  Inte  and  voice  of  the  fint  performer  in  Naples. 
I  demanded,  half-laughingly,  hair-aeriously,  that  he  should 
produce  the  Pisani.  Uy  demand  was  received  with  shonta  of 
applause  by  the  reet.  We  drowned  the  repliee  of  our  boat 
with  uproar,  and  would  hear  no  denitd.  'Qentlemen,'  at  laat 
said  the  prince,  when  he  could  obtain  an  andieaoe^  '  even 
were  I  to  assent  to  your  proposal,  I  conld  not  induce  the 
ngnoia  to  present  heiaelf  before  an  aaiemblage  as  riotous  as 
they  ai»  noble.    Tou  have  too  much  chivalry  to  use  compul- 
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■offldsotlj'  b>  ndminuter  it  to  me.' 

"I  wu  ataog  bf  thn  tumt,  however  well  dewmd. 
'Prince,'  Mid  I, ' I  hkra  for  the  indeiicacj  of  compoldou  m 
illMtiioiu  an  uomple  that  I  coauot  heaitate  to  punoe  the 
path  honored  1^  your  own  footatepe.  All  Naple*  knows  that 
the  Pisani  dnpisea  at  once  jonr  guld  aud  your  love ;  that 
force  alone  conld  have  brought  her  nnder  your  roof;  and 
that  yon  refuse  to  prodnce  her,  becanae  you  feai  her  com- 
pUiuta,  and  know  enough  of  the  chivalry  yonr  vanity  nieen 
at  to  feel  aaanied  thnt  the  gentlemen  of  Prance  are  not  more 
disposed  to  worship  beauty  than  to  defend  it  from  wrong.' 

" '  Ton  speak  well,  air,'  said  Zanoni,  gravely.  '  The  print* 
dam  not  prodnoe  his  priae  I  * 

"The  prince  remained  speechleaa  for  a  few  momenta,  as  If 
with  indignation.  At  last  he  broke  out  into  exprewiona  the 
moat  iiynrions  and  imnlting  gainst  Signer  Zanoni  aud  myself. 
Zanoni  replied  not;  I  was  more  hot  and  hasty.  The  gnetta 
^peored  to  delight  in  out  dispute.  None,  except  Mascari, 
whom  we  pnshed  aside  and  disdained  to  hear,  strove  to  con- 
ciliate; some  took  one  side,  some  another.  The  issne  may  be 
well  foreaeen.  Swords  were  called  for  and  piocnred.  Two 
wer«  offered  me  by  one  of  the  party.  I  was  about  to  choose 
one,  when  Zanoni  placed  in  my  hand  the  other,  which,  from 
ita  hil^  ^peered  of  antiquated  workmanship.  At  the  same 
moment,  looking  towards  the  prince,  he  said,  smilingly,  'The 
dac  take*  yonr  grandiire'a  sword.  Prince,  yon  are  too  brave 
a  man  for  superstition ;  you  have  forgot  tiie  forfeit  1 '  Oar 
heat  aeeaed  to  me  to  recoil  and  turn  pale  at  those  words  ; 
neverthdeas,  he  returned  Zanonfs  smile  with  a  look  of 
deftance.  ^e  next  moment  all  was  broil  and  disoider. 
There  might  be  some  six  or  eight  peisons  engaged  in  a  attange 
and  conAued  kind  of  nMe,  but  t^e  prince  and  myaelf  only 
aooght  each  othn>  The  noise  around  us,  the  confusion  of 
the  goeata,  the  cries  of  the  musidana,  the  clash  of  our  own 
■worda,  only  served  to  stimulate  our  unhappy  fnry.  We 
baied  to  he  interrupted  by  the  attendants,  and  fought  like 
r"*^™*")  without  skill  or  method.     I  thrust  and  parried 
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tnedMnleallj,  bUnd  and  rnuttlc,  m  if  a  demon  had  entered 
into  me,  till  I  mw  the  prince  atretebed  at  laj  feet,  bathed  in 
hia  Unod,  and  Zanoni  bending  over  him,  and  whispering  in  his 
ear.  That  light  cooled  na  all.  The  strife  oeaaed;  we  gathered, 
in  shame,  remone,  and  horror,  rooud  onr  ill-fUed  boat ;  but 
It  WBB  too  late,  —  hii  eyes  rolled  fearfollf  in  his  head.  I  hare 
•MD  many  men  die,  but  never  one  who  wore  such  htwtor  on 
liis  coimtetuuice.  At  last  all  wa«  over !  Zanoni  loae  &oui  the 
corpse,  and,  taking,  with  gnai  compoaaK,  the  sword  from  my 
hand,  said  calmlj^,  'Ye  are  witneaeee,  gentlemen,  that  the 
prince  iHonght  hie  fate  upon  himself.  The  last  of  that  illna- 
trioDB  hooae  bit  perished  in  a  brawl.' 

"1  saw  no  more  of  Zanoni.  1  haatened  to  our  niTnj  to 
narrate  the  event,  and  abide  the  iaane.  I  am  grateful  to  the 
Neapolitan  government,  and  to  the  illnatriouH  heir  of  the 
unfortunate  nobleman,  for  the  lenient  and  generoua,  yet  juat, 
iutetprettttiou  pat  upon  a  misfortune  the  memory  at  whioh 
will  afflict  me  to  the  last  hooi  of  my  life. 

(Signed)  "  LoDiB  Victob,  Ddo  d«  B." 


Ib  the  a1»Te  memorial,  the  reader  will  find  the  most 
exact  and  minnte  account  yet  given  of  an  event  which 
created  the  moat  lively  senaation  at  Kaplea  in  that  day. 

Qljndon  hftd  tatcen  no  part  in  the  affisy,  neither  had 
he  participated  largely  in  the  excaaaee  of  the  revel.  For 
hiB  exemption  from  both  he  was  perhaps  indebted  to  the 
whispered  exhortstionB  of  ZauonL  When  the  last  roee 
from  the  corpee,  and  withdrew  from  that  scene  of  eonhi- 
non,  Glyndon  remailced  that  in  passing  the  crowd  he 
touched  Kascari  on  the  shonlder,  and  nid  something 
which  the  EngUahman  did  not  overhear.  Qlyndon 
followed  Zanoni  into  the  benqnet-Toom,  which,  save 
where  %e  moonlight  slept  on  the  marble  floor,  was 
msppeu  in  the  sad  and  gloomy  ahadowa  of  the  ai^vnnctng 
ni^t. 


n,s,t,..d:,i.  Google 


240  zivom. 

"  H<nr  ooold  70a  foMtell  this  fearfnl  ercnt  t  He  fall 
not  by  f  ooi  aim  t "  said  Glyndon,  in  s  tiemolooa  and 
hollow  tone. 

"  The  general  who  calcnlatee  on  the  victory  does  not 
fight  in  person, "  answered  Zanoni ;  "  let  the  past  sleep 
with  the  dead.  ICeat  me  at  midnight  by  the  sesrshore, 
half  a  mile  to  the  left  of  yonr  hoteL  You  will  know 
the  spot  by  a  lude  pillar — tiie  only  one  near — to  whieh 
a  broken  chain  is  attached.  There  and  ttien,  if  thoq 
wonldst  learn  our  lore,  thou  shalt  find  the  master,  Qo ; 
I  have  bnsinesB  here  yet.  Bemembei,  Tiola  is  still 
in  the  boose  of  the  dead  man ! " 

Here  Mascari  approached,  and  Zancaii,  turning  to  the 
Italian,  and  waving  his  hand  to  Qlyndon,  drew  the 
former  aside.     Glyndon  slowly  departed, 

"Masoari,"  said  Zanoni,  "your  patron  is  no  more; 
your  serricea  will  be  valueless  to  bis  heir,  — a  sober 
man  whom  poverty  has  preserved  from  vice.  For  your- 
self, tbank  me  thst  I  do  not  give  you  up  to  the 
executioner;  recollect  the  wine  of  Cyprus.  Well,  never 
tremble,  man ;  It  could  not  act  on  me,  though  it  might 
react  on  others;  in  that  it  is  a  common  type  of  crime,  I 
forgive  you;  and  if  the  wine  should  Vill  me,  I  promise 
you  that  my  ghost  shall  not  baunt  so  worshipful  a 
penitent.  Enough  of  this ;  conduct  me  to  the  chamber 
of  Viola  Fisani,  You  have  no  further  need  of  her.  The 
death  of  the  jailer  opens  the  cell  of  the  captive.  Be 
quick;  I  would  be  gone." 

Maacari  muttered  some  inaudible  words,  bowed  low, 
and  led  Hm  way  to  the  chambei  in  which  Viola  was 
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Memo.    IUIbm,  tlwi«A>i«,  wlt«ttIi(maBA«rti#ter,ud  wkMthos 

wfitlwT«L    WbUdoMtfaoadMiretoaiakel 
JUOH,    Tb*  FhUoMphar'a  Bum. 

Buroiroonm. 

It  mated  aeTusl  mmutoB  of  midniglit,  and  Qljndon 
npMied  to  the  eppointed  spot.  The  mysterious  empire 
which  ZuuMii  hod  acquired  OTer  him,  was  still  more 
■olemnlj  eonfiimed  by  the  erente  of  the  last  few  bonn; 
the  nidden  fate  of  the  prince,  ao  delibeiatel;  foto- 
shadowed,  and  jet  so  aeeminglj  acddental,  bnnight  oat 
bj  oauea  the  most  commonplace,  and  jet  associated 
with  woids  the  most  prophetic,  impTflseed  him  with  the 
deepest  sentiments  of  admiiation  and  awe.  It  was  as  if 
Utis  dark  and  wondnma  being  could  conrert  the  most 
ordinary  events  and  the  meanest  instrumenti  into  the 
agenoiee  of  bis  inscrutable  will;  yet,  it  so,  why  have 
permitted  the  capture  of  Viola  t  Why  not  hare  pre- 
vented the  crime  ntber  than  punish  the  criminal  t  And 
did  Zan<mi  really  feel  love  for  Viola  t  Love,  and  yet 
vBa  to  resign  her  to  himself  —  to  a  rival  whom  bia  arts 
could  not  have  foiled  to  baffle.  He  no  longer  raverted  to 
ttie  belief  that  Zanoni  or  Viola  had  sought  to  dupe  him 
into  marriage.  His  fear  and  reverence  for  the  former 
now  forbade  the  notion  of  so  poor  an  impoetura.  Did  he 
any  longer  lore  Viola  himself  T  Ho;  when  that  morning 
he  had  heard  of  her  danger,  he  bad,  it  is  true,  returned 
to  the  sympathies  and  the  fears  of  aflection ;  but  with  the 
death  of  the  prince  her  image  faded  again  from  his  heart, 
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And  he  felt  no  jeolmu  pang  >t  the  thought  that  ahe  hod 
been  nved  hy  Zanoni,  —  that  at  that  moment  she  was 
perhaps  beneath  his  roof.  Whoever  has,  in  the  comse 
of  his  life,  indulged  the  absorbing  panion  of  the  gamester, 
will  remember  how  all  other  puieuita  and  objects  Tsnished 
from  his  mind;  how  solely  be  was  wrapped  in  the  one 
wild  delasu»;  wiUi  what  a  sceptre  of  magic  power  the 
despotdemon  ruled  every  feeling  and  every  thought. 
Far  more  intense  tihan  Ute  paseion  of  the  gamester  was 
the  fiantio  yet  suUima  desire  that  mastered  the  breast  of 
Glyndon.  He  would  be  the  rival  of  Zanoni,  not  in 
buman  and  peiiahable  afiections,  but  in  preternatural  and 
etemal  lore.  He  would  have  laid  down  life  with  content 
—  nay,  laptore — as  the  price  of  leamixig  those  solemn 
secrets  which  separated  the  stranger  from  manltinH. 
Enamoured  of  the  goddess  of  goddesses,  he  stretched  forth 
his  arms  —  the  wild  Ixion  —  and  embraced  a  cloud  1 

The  night  was  most  lovely  and  aeiene,  and  the  waves 
Bcaioely  rippled  at  his  feet  as  the  Englishman  glided  on 
by  the  cool  and  starry  beach.  At  length  he  arrived  at 
Uie  spot,  and  there,  leaning  against  the  broken  pillar,  he 
beheld  a  man  wrapped  in  a  long  mantle,  and  in  an 
attitude  of  profound  repose.  He  approached,  and  uttered 
the  name  of  Zaooni.  The  figure  turned,  and  he  saw  the 
face  of  a  stranger:  a  face  not  stamped  by  the  glorious 
beauty  of  Zanoni,  but  equally  mt^estic  in  its  aspect,  and 
perhaps  still  more  impressive  from  the  mature  age  and  the 
passionlesB  depth  of  thought  that  characterised  the 
expanded  forehead,  and  deep-set  but  piercing  eyes. 

"Yon  seek  Zanoni,"  said  the  stranger;  "he  will  be 
here  anon ;  but,  perhaps,  he  whom  you  see  before  you  is 
more  otmneeted  with  your  destiny,  and  more  disposed  t« 
realise  your  dreams." 

"  Hath  the  earth,  then,  another  7ifif*tni  I " 
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"  If  not,"  nplled  the  etranger,  "  why  do  jaa  cbwish 
the  hope  and  the  wild  ^th  to  be  jourseU  a  Zauonil 
Think  yon  that  none  othan  have  burned  with  the  some 
godlike  dieam  t  Who,  indeed,  in  his  fiist  youth,  — 
youth  when  the  aoul  is  nearer  to  the  heaven  fiom  which 
it  sprang,  and  ite  divine  and  primal  longings  are  not  all 
effaced  by  the  soidid  passions  and  petty  caros  that  are 
begot  in  time^  —  who  is  there  in  youth  that  has  not 
nouriehed  the  belief  that  the  universe  haa  aeorets  not 
known  to  tlie  Gommon  herd,  and  panted,  as  Uie  hart  for 
the  wat«r<piings,  for  the  fountains  that  lie  hid  and  far 
away  anudst  iba  broad  wilderness  of  trackless  sciancet 
The  music  of  the  fountain  is  heard  in  the  soul  withtn, 
till  the  steps,  deceived  and  erring,  rovs  away  from  its 
waters,  and  the  wanderer  dies  in  the  mighty  desert. 
Think  yon  that  none  who  have  cherished  the  hope  have 
found  the  truth,  or  that  the  yearning  after  the  IneSable 
Knowledge  was  given  to  us  utterly  in  vaint  Nol 
Every  desire  in  human  hearts  is  but  a  glimpse  of  things 
that  exist,  alike  distant  and  divine.  (I4'oI  in  the  world 
there  have  been  from  age  to  age  some  brighter  and 
happier  spirits  who  have  attained  to  the  air  in  which  the 
beings  above  mankind  move  and  breathe  j  Zanoni,  great 
though  he  be,  stands  not  alone.  He  has  had  his  pre- 
decesaors,  and  long  lines  of  sucoesson  may  be  yet  to 
oome." 

"And  will  you  tell  mo,"  said  Glyndon,  "that  in 
yourself  I  behold  one  of  that  mighty  few  over  whom 
Zanoni  has  no  superiority  in  power  and  wisdom  I " 

"In  me,"  answered  the  stranger,  "yon  see  one  from 
vhom  Zanoni  himself  learned  some  of  his  loftiest  secrets. 
On  these  shores,  on  this  spot,  have  I  stood  in  ages  that 
your  chronideiB  but  feebly  raach.  The  Phoenician,  the 
Greek,  the  Oscao,  the  Roman,  the  Lombard,  I  have  seen 
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theraalll  —  k&VHgBy  sad  glittering  on  the  trunk  ot  th* 
nnivereal  life,  scattered  in  due  season  and  again  renewed; 
till,  indeed,  tlie  same  race  that  gave  ite  glory  to  the 
ancient  worid  bestowed  a  second  youth  upon  the  new. 
For  the  pui«  Greeks,  the  Hdlleaes,  whose  origin  has 
bewildwnd  70UI  dreoiniiig  scholars,  were  of  the  same  great 
family  as  (he  Korman  taibe,  bom  to  be  the  lords  of  the 
oniTsrse,  and  in  no  land  on  earUi  destined  to  become 
the  hewers  of  wood.  Even  the  dim  traditions  of  the 
teamed,  which  bring  the  sons  of  Hellu  from  the  vast 
and  undetermined  territories  of  Northern  Thiaoe,  to  be  the 
victors  of  tiie  pastoral  Pelaagi,  and  the  founders  of  the 
line  of  demi-gods;  which  assign  to  a  population  bronzed 
bensatii  tjie  suns  of  the  West,  the  Uue-eyed  UJnerva 
and  the  yellow-haired  Achilles  (phync&l  oharacteriBtics  of 
the  Korth) ;  which  introduce,  amongst  a  pastoral  peo^^ 
warlike  aristocracies  and  limited  monarchies,  the  feudal- 
ism of  the  clasrio  time,  —  even  these  might  serve  you  to 
trace  back  the  primeval  settlements  of  the  Hellenes  to  tiie 
same  rc^<Hi  whence,  in  later  times,  the  ITorman  warriors 
broke  on  the  dull  and  savage  hordes  of  the  Celt,  and 
became  the  Greeks  of  the  Christian  world.  But  thia 
InterestB  yon  not,  and  you  are  wise  in  your  indifference. 
2Tot  in  the  knowledge  of  things  witiiout,  but  in  tho 
perfection  of  Hm  soul  within,  Uea  the  empire  of  man 
aspiring  to  be  more  than  man." 

'  And  what  books  contain  that  science ;  &om  what 
laboratory  is  it  wrought  t  " 

*  Xature  supplies  the  materials;  they  are  around  yon 
in  your  daily  walks.  In  the  herbs  that  the  beast 
devours  and  the  chemist  disdains  to  cull;  in  the  ele- 
menta  from  which  matter  in  its  meanest  and  its  might- 
iest shapes  is  deduced ;  in  the  wide  bosom  of  the  air;  in 
the  black  abjases  of  the  earth;  everywhere  are  given  to 
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1itffT*fi?'  tiia  leBonraoB  lod  libnriei  of  immortal  lore. 
But  as  the  simplest  prablems  in  the  simplest  of  all 
stodiM  an  olsciire  to  one  who  braces  not  hia  mind  to 
their  comprehenaiou;  as  the  rower  in  jonder  Teasel  can- 
not tell  you  why  two  circles  can  touch  each  other  only 
in  one  point,  —  so  thoi^h  all  earth  were  carved  orer  and 
inscribed  with  the  letters  of  diviner  knowledge,  the 
characters  would  be  valueless  to  him  who  does  not  pause 
to  inquire  the  language  and  meditate  the  truth.  Young 
man,  if  thy  imagination  is  vivid,  if  thy  heart  is  daring, 
if  thy  curiosity  is  insatiate,  I  will  accept  thee  as  my 
pupil.     But  the  first  lessom  are  stem  and  dread. " 

"  If  thou  hast  maetered  them,  why  not  It"  answered 
Glyndon,  boldly.  "  I  have  felt  from  my  boyhood  that 
strange  mysteries  were  leeerved  for  my  career;  and  &om 
the  proudest  ends  of  ordinary  ambition  I  have  carried 
my  gate  into  the  cloud  and  darkness  that  stretch  beyond. 
The  instant  I  beheld  Zanoni,  I  felt  as  if  I  bad  discov- 
ered the  guide  and  the  tutor  for  which  my  youth  had 
idly  languished  and  vainly  burned." 

"And  to  me  his  duty  is  transferred,"  replied  the 
ittanger.  "  Yonder  lies,  anchored  in  the  bay,  &s. 
vessel  in  which  Zanoni  seeks  a  fairer  homej  a  liUle 
while  and  the  hieete  will  rise,  the  sail  will  swell,  and 
the  stranger  will  have  passed,  like  a  wind,  away. 
Still,  like  tile  wind,  he  leaves  in  thy  heart  the  seeds 
that  may  bear  the  bloesom  and  the  fruit.  Zanoni  hath 
performed  his  task,  —  he  is  wanted  no  more;  the  per- 
fecter  of  his  work  is  at  Uiy  side.  He  comes  I  I  hear 
the  dash  of  the  oar.  You  will  have  your  choice  sub- 
mitted to  you.  Aoeording  as  you  decide  we  shall  meet 
again. "  With  these  words  the  atraoger  moved  atowly 
•way,  and  dia^peared  beneath  the  shadow  of  the  clifis. 
A  boat  glided  rapidly  across  the  waters:    it  touched 
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land;  s  man  lei^md  on  ■hon,  and  Gljmdoa  neogniMa 
Zanoni. 

*  I  give  thee,  GlTiidoii,  —  I  give  thee  bo  man  the 
option  of  happy  love  and  serene  eqjojmant.  That 
hour  is  put,  and  fate  has  linked  the  hand  that  might 
have  heen  thine  own  to  mine.  But  I  have  ample  gifta 
to  bestov  upon  thee,  if  thou  vrilt  abandon  the  hc^  that 
gnawB  thy  heart,  and  the  lealiiatioa  of  which  even  / 
have  not  the  power  to  foresee.  Be  thine  ambiticai 
human,  and  I  can  gratify  it  to  the  fall.  Uen  deaira 
four  things  in  life,  —  love,  wealth,  fame,  power.  The 
first  Z  cannot  give  thee,  the  rest  are  at  my  disposal. 
Select  which  of  tiiem  &oa  wilt,  and  let  ns  part  in 
peace." 

"  Such  are  not  the  gifte  I  covet.  I  chooM  knowledge ; 
that  knowledge  must  be  tiiine  own.  Foi  this,  and  for 
this  alone,  I  sorrendeied  the  love  of  Yiola;  tbia,  and 
this  alone,  must  be  my  recompense." 

"  I  cannot  gainsay  thee,  though  I  can  warn.  '  The 
desire  to  leam  does  not  always  contain  the  faculty  to 
acquire,  j  I  can  give  thee,  it  is  true,  the  teacher,  —  the 
rest  must  depend  on  thee.  Be  wise  in  time,  and  take 
that  which  I  con  asauie  to  thee." 

"  Answer  me  bnt  these  questions,  and  according  to 
yoar  answer  I  will  decide.  Is  it  in  the  power  of  man 
to  attain  intercourse  with  the  beinga  of  other  worlds! 
Is  it  in  the  powei  of  man  to  influence  the  elements,  and 
to  insure  life  sg^nst  the  swoid  and  against  disease  t  " 

'All  this  may  be  possible,"  answered  Zononi,  eva- 
sively, "to  the  few;  but  for  one  who  attains  soc^ 
secrela,  millions  may  perish  in  the  attempt. " 

"  One  qnestion  more.     Thou  —  " 

"Beware!  Of  myself,  as  I  have  said  before,  I  rendei 
no  Booount." 
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"  Well,  then)  tiie  atianger  I  have  met  tbis  night,  — 
tT«  his  boAsta  to  be  believed  T  Is  he  in  truth  one  of 
the  chosen  teers  vhom  yon  allow  to  hare  mastered  the 
mysteries  I  yearn  to  fatbom  t  " 

"  Bash  man,"  said  Zanoni,  in  a  tone  of  compassion, 
"thf  erisis  is  past,  and  thy  choice  madet  I  can  only 
bid  thee  be  bold  and  prosper;  yes,  I  resign  thee  to  a 
master  who  hat  the  power  and  the  will  to  open  to  thee 
the  gates  of  an  awfnl  world.  Thy  weal  or  woe  are 
as  nought  in  the  eyes  of  his  relentless  wisdom.  I 
would  bid  him  spare  thee,  but  he  will  heed  me  not. 
UejnouT,  receive  thy  pupilt  "  Glyndon  turned,  and  his 
beart  beat  when  he  peioeived  that  the  stranger,  whose 
footsteps  be  had  not  heard  upon  the  pebbles,  whose 
approach  he  had  not  beheld  in  the  moonlight,  was  once 
more  by  his  side. 

"  Farewell,"  resumed  Zauoni ;  "  thy  trial  commences. 
When  next  we  meet,  thou  wilt  be  the  victim  or  the 
victor," 

Glyndon's  eyes  followed  the  receding  form  of  the 
mysterious  stranger.  He  saw  bim  enter  the  boat,  and 
he  then  for  the  first  time  noticed  that  besides  the  rowers 
there  was  a  female,  who  stood  up  as  Zsnoni  gained  the 
boat.  Even  at  the  distance  he  recognized  the  once* 
adored  fonn  of  Tiola.  She  waved  her  hand  to  him,  and 
acroBB  the  still  and  shining  aii  came  her  voice,  mourn- 
folly  and  sweetly,  in  her  mother's  tongue,  "Farewell, 
Clarence,  —  I  foi^ve  thee!  —  farewell,  farewell!  " 

He  strove  to  answer;  but  the  voice  touched  a  chord 
at  his  heart,  and  the  words  failed  him.  Viola  was  then 
lost  forever,  gone  with  this  dread  stranger;  darkness 
was  round  her  lott  And  he  himself  had  decided  her 
fate  and  his  own  I  The  boat  bounded  on,  the  soft  waves 
flashed  and  sparkled  beneath  the  oara,  and  it  was  along 
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fine  H^phin  tauk  of  moonlight  that  the  bail  TSMel 
bon  kway  tfao  loTera,  Farther  and  farther  from  his 
gaie  iped  the  boat,  till  at  laat  the  speck,  scarcely  Tisible, 
touched  the  side  of  the  ship  that  laj  lifeless  in  the 
glorious  bay.  At  that  ins^t,  as  if  l^  magio,  np 
sprang,  with  a  glad  muimar,  the  playful  and  freshening 
wind:  and  Glyndon  turned  to  Mejnour  and  broke  the 
silenoe. 

"  Tell  me  —  if  thon  canat  read  the  future  —  tell  me 
that  her  lot  will  be  fair,  and  that  her  choice  at  least  is 
wiset " 

"  My  pnpill  "  answered  Mejnour,  in  a  voice  the  calm- 
ness of  which  well  accorded  with  the  chilling  words, 
"  tby  first  task  must  be  to  withdraw  all  thought,  feeling, 
sympathy  from  others.  The  elementary  stage  of  knowl- 
edge is  to  make  self,  and  self  alone,  thy  study  and  thy 
world.  Thou  hast  decided  thine  own  career;  thou  bast 
renounced  love;  thou,  hast  rejected  wealth,  famct  and 
the  Tulgar  pomps  of  power.  What,  then,  are  all  man- 
kind to  thee  T  To  perfect  thy  faculties,  and  concentrate 
thy  emotions,  is  henceforth  thy  only  aimi  * 

"  And  will  happiness  be  the  end  t  ' 

'  If  happiness  exist, "  answered  Mejnour,  *  it  must 
be  centred  in  a  sslf  to  which  all  passion  is  unknown. 
But  happiness  is  the  last  state  of  being;  and  as  yet  thon 
art  on  the  threshold  of  the  first. " 

As  Mejnour  spoke,  the  distant  vessel  spread  its  sails 
to  the  wind,  and  moved  slowly  along  the  deep.  Glyn- 
don sighed,  and  the  pupil  and  the  master  retraced  their 
stapa  towards  the  city. 
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THE  DWBLUB  OF  THE  THRESHOUX 


It  wu  about  a  month  after  the  date  of  Zanoni's 
departure  and  Olyndon's  introdnctiou  to  Mejno<ir,  when 
two  Ecgligluneu  were  walking,  arm-iD'ann,  through  the 
Toledo. 

"I  tell  you,"  said  one  (who  spoke  warmly),  "that 
if  jou  hare  a  particle  of  common-seDse  left  in  you,  you 
will  aoeoiDpany  ma  to  England.  This  Mejnour  is  an 
impostor  more  dangeroug,  because  more  in  earnest,  than 
Zaaoni.  After  all,  what  do  hia  promiaes  amount  tot 
Ton  allow  that  nothing  can  he  more  equivocal.  You 
say  that  he  baa  left  Kaples,  —  that  he  has  selected  a 
retreat  more  congenial  than  the  crowded  thorough- 
fikres  of  men  to  the  studies  in  which  he  is  to  initiate 
you;  and  this  retreat  is  among  the  haunta  of  the 
fiaroeet  handita  of  Italy,  —  haunta  which  justice  itself 
dares  not  penetrate.  Fitting  hermitage  for  aaage!  I 
tremble  for  you.  What  if'  this  stranger  —  of  whom 
notiiing  la  known  —  be  leagued  with  the  robbera;  and 
these  loiea  for  your  credulity  bait  but  the  trape  for 
I  As  a  victim  I  g»  to  Um  abar. 
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7oar  property,  —  perhaps  yom  lifet  Yon  might  oome 
off  cheaply  hj  a  ransom  of  half  your  fortune.  Yon 
smile  indignantly]  Well,  put  oomnum-BenM  oat  of 
the  qneation;  take  yonr  own  view  of  the  matter.  Yoa 
are  to  undergo  an  ordeal  which  Uejnoui  himself  does 
not  profesB  to  desciibe  as  a  very  tempting  one.  It 
may,  or  it  may  not,  succeed:  if  it  does  not,  yoa  are 
menaced  with  the  darkest  erils;  and  if  it  does,  yon 
cannot  he  better  off  than  the  dull  and  joyless  mystio 
whom  you  have  taken  tat  a  master.  Away  witik  this 
folly;  enjoy  youth  while  it  is  left  to  you;  retain  with 
me  to  England;  forget  these  dreams;  enter  your  proper 
career;  form  affections  more  respectable  than  those 
which  lured  yon  awhile  to  an  Italian  adventntesa. 
Attend  to  your  fortune,  make  money,  and  beotmie  a 
happy  and  distinguished  man.  This  is  the  advioe  of 
sober  friendship;  yet  the  promises  I  hold  out  to  you  are 
fairer  than  thoee  of  Mejnour." 

"Merrale,"  said  Glyndon,  doggedly,  "I  eannot,  if  I 
would,  yield  to  yonr  wishes.  A  power  that  ia  ahoTe 
me  uiges  me  on;  I  cannot  resist  its  influence,  I  will 
proceed  to  the  last  in  the  strange  career  I  hare  com- 
menced. Think  of  me  no  more.  Follow  yoozself  the 
advice  you  give  to  me,  and  be  happy." 

"This  ia  madness,"  said  Mervale;  "your  health  is 
already  failing;  you  are  so  changed  I  should  scaioely 
know  yoa.  Coma;  I  have  already  had  your  name 
entered  in  my  passport;  in  another  hour  I  shall  be  gone, 
and  you,  boy  that  you  are ,  will  be  left,  without  s  friend, 
to  the  deceits  of  your  own  fancy  and  the  machinations 
of  this  relentless  mountebsnk." 

"Enough,"  said  Glyndon,  coldly;  'you  cease  to  be 
sn  effective  counsellor  when  you  suffer  your  prejudices 
to  be  thus  evident.     I  have  already  had  ample  proof," 
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iddod  the  Englishman,  and  his  pale  ehMk  gnv  mon 
pale, "  of  Qte  power  of  &ii  man,  —  if  man  h«  be,  whieh 
I  sometimeB  doubt,  —  and,  come  life,  come  death,  I  will 
not  abrink  fiom  the  paths  that  allure  me.  Farewell, 
Uerralfl ;  if  we  never  meet  sgAiu,  —  if  you  hear,  amidst 
our  old  and  cheerful  hannta,  that  Clarence  Olyndon 
aleepa  the  last  sleep  by  the  shores  of  Naples,  oi  amidst 
yon  distant  hills,  say  to  the  friends  of  our  youth,  *  He 
died  worthily,  as  thousands  of  martyr-stadenta  have  died 
before  him,  in  the  pnisnit  of  knowledge.'  " 

He  wrong  Mervale's  hand  as  he  spoke,  darted  from 
his  side,  and  diaappeaied  amidst  the  crowd. 

By  the  comer  of  the  Toledo  he  was  arrested  by  Kieot, 

"Ah,  Gljndont  I  have  not  seen  you  this  month. 
Where  have  yon  hid  yourself  t  Have  you  been  absorbed 
in  your  studies  I " 

"Tea." 

"I  am  about  to  leave  Naplea  for  Paris.  Will  jou 
accompany  me  T  Talent  of  all  order  is  eagerly  sought 
for  there ,  and  will  be  sure  to  rise. " 

"  I  thank  yon ;  I  have  other  schemes  for  the  present. " 

"So  laconicl  —  what  ails  youT  Do  yOu  grieve  for 
the  loss  of  the  Pisanit  Take  example  by  me.  I  have 
.  already  consoled  myself  with  Bianca  Sacchini,  —  a  hand- 
some woman,  enlightened,  no  prejudices.  A  valuable 
creature  I  shall  find  her,  no  donbt.  Bat  as  for  this 
Zanonil " 

"Whatof  himt* 

'  If  ever  I  paint  an  all^orical  subject,  I  will  take 
hia  likeness  as  Satan.  Ha,  ha!  a  true  painter's 
revenge, — eht  And  ttie  way  of  the  world,  tool 
When  we  can  do  nothing  ulae  against  a  man  whom  we 
hate,  we  can  at  least  paint  his  effigies  as  the  Devil's. 
Seriotisly,  ^ongh:  I  abhor  tiiat  man." 
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"WliM«foi«T" 

*  Wheiefonl  Has  ha  not  eairied  df  the  vife  and 
tha  dowTj  I  had  marked  for  mfseUl  Yet,  after  all," 
added  Nioot,  musingly,  "had  be  served  instead  of 
Injured  me,  I  should  have  hated  him  all  the  same.  His 
very  form,  and  his  very  face,  made  me  at  once  envy  and 
detest  him.  I  feel  that  there  is  something  antipathetio 
in  oni  natnies.  I  feel,  too,  that  we  shall  meet  again, 
when  Jean  Kicot's  hate  may  be  less  impotent.  We, 
too,  ehtir  eort^rim,  —  we,  too,  may  meet  again!  7iv9 
la  Bipvbliqu»/    I  to  my  new  world!  ' 

*  And  I  to  mine.     Farewell  1 " 

That  day  Mervale  left  ^Taples;  the  next  morning 
Glyndon  also  quitted  the  City  of  Delight  alone,  and  on 
horseback.  He  bent  his  way  into  those  pictmesqae  bnt 
dangerous  parts  of  the  oountry  which  at  that  time  were 
infested  by  banditti,  and  which  few  travellers  dared  to 
pssa,  even  in  broad  daylight,  without  a  strong  escort. 
A  road  more  lonely  cannot  well  be  conceived  than  that 
on  which  the  hoofs  of  his  steed,  striking  upon  the  trtg- 
ments  of  rock  that  snoumbered  the  neglected  way,  woke 
a  dnll  and  melancholy  echo.  Lai^  tracts  of  waste  land, 
varied  by  the  rank  and  profose  foliage  of  the  South, 
lay  before  him;  oocasionslly  a  wild  goat  peeped  down 
from  some  rocky  crag,  or  the  discordant  cry  of  a  bird  of 
prey,  startled  in  its  sombre  haunt,  was  heard  above  the 
hills.  These  were  the  only  signs  of  life ;  not  a  human 
being  was  met,  —  not  a  hut  was  visible.  Wrapped  in 
bis  own  ardent  and  solemn  thoughte,  the  young  man 
etmtinued  his  way,  till  the  sun  had  spent  its  noonday 
heat,  and  a  brmsa  that  announced  the  approach  of  eve 
sprung  up  from  the  unseen  ocean  which  lay  far  distant 
to  his  right.  It  was  then  tiiat  a  turn  in  the  road 
brought  before  him  one  of  those  long,  desolate,  gloomy 
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TiUagtt  vhidi  in  foond  in  the  interior  of  the  ye«pol' 
itan  domiaions:  and  now  he  came  apon  a  imall  ohajml 
on  one  Bide  the  mad,  vith  a  gatulily  painted  image  of 
the  Virgin  in  the  open  shrine.  Aionnd  ttiis  spot, 
which,  in  the  heart  of  a  Christian  land,  letained  tjie 
Teetiga  of  the  old  idoUtt;  (for  jnat  such  were  the 
chapela  that  in  the  pagan  age  were  dedicated  to  the 
demon-saints  of  mTthology),  gathered  six  or  seven 
miserable  and  squalid  wretchee,  whom  the  curse  of  the 
leper  had  cat  off  from  mankind.  Thej  set  np  a  shrill 
cry  as  they  tamed  their  ghaatlj  Tissges  towards  the 
horseman;  and,  withontstiiring from  the  spot, stretched 
out  their  gaunt  arms,  and  implored  charity  in  the  name 
of  the  Hercifol  Motherl  Glyndon  hastily  threw  them 
some  small  coins,  and,  taming  away  hia  face,  clapped 
spnrs  to  his  horse,  and  relaxed  not  his  speed  till  he 
entered  the  village.  On  either  side  the  narrow  and 
miry  street,  fierce  and  hazard  forms  — some  leaning 
i^inst  the  mined  walls  of  blackened  huts,  some  seated 
at  the  threshold,  some  lying  at  fall  length  in  the  mod 
—  preaanted  groups  that  at  once  invoked  pity  and 
aronsed  alarm:  pity  for  their  squalor,  alarm  for  the 
fsrocity  imprinted  on  their  savage  aspects.  They  gaied 
at  him,  grim  and  sullen,  as  he  rode  slowly  np  the  ragged 
street ;  sometimes  whispering  significantly  to  each  other, 
but  without  attempting  to  stop  his  way.  Even  the  chil- 
dren hashed  their  babble,  and  ragged  atchins,  devouring 
him  with  sparkling  eyes,  muttered  to  their  mothers, 
"  We  shall  feast  well  to-morrowl "  It  was,  indeed,  one 
of  those  hamleta  in  which  Lav  sets  not  its  sober  step, 
in  which  Violenoe  and  Murder  house  secnie,  —  hamlets 
common  then  in  the  wilder  parte  of  Italy,  in  which  the 
peasant  was  but  the  gentler  name  tor  the  robber. 

Glyndon's  heart  Bomewhat  &iled  him  as  he  looked 
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amind,  and  ttw  qaeitioii  he  dedied  to  uk  di«d  apoa 
his  lipa.  At  length  fiDiB  one  of  Hie  i1i«t»»l  oabina 
ameiged  ■  form  snperioc  to  the  nuL  Iiut«ad  of  the 
ptttehed  uid  ragged  over-ftll,  which  nude  the  only  gtf 
ment  of  the  uea  he  hod  hitherto  seeD,  the  drew  of  this 
person  was  charxiterizad  by  all  the  trappings  of  the 
national  hiarery.  Upon  his  raven  hair,  the  glossy  curls 
of  which  mede  a  notable  contrast  to  the  matted  and 
elfin  locks  of  the  savages  around,  vas  placed  a  cloth  cap, 
with  a  gold  tassel  that  hong  down  to  his  shoulder ;  his 
mosteches  were  trimmed  with  eaie,  and  a  silk  ketchiaf 
of  gmy  bnea  was  twisted  roond  a  well -shaped  but  sinewy 
throat;  a  short  jacket  of  roogh  cloth  was  decorated  with 
several  rows  of  gilt  filagree  battons ;  his  nether  garments 
fitted  tight  to  his  limbs,  and  were  onrtously  braided; 
while  in  a  broad  parti-colored  sash  were  placed  two 
silver-hitted  pistols,  and  the  sheathed  knife,  usually 
worn  by  Italians  of  the  lower  order,  mounted  in  ivory 
elaborately  carved.  A  small  carbine  of  handsome  work- 
manship was  slung  across  his  shoalder  and  completed 
hia  costume.  The  man  himself  was  of  middle  aise, 
athletic  yet  slender,  with  straight  and  regular  feattirea, 
sonbumt,  but  not  swarthy;  and  an  expression  of  coun- 
tenance which,  though  reckless  and  bold,  bad  in  it 
frankness  nther  tban  ferocity,  and,  if  defying,  was  not 
altogether  unprepossessing. 

OlyndoD,  after  eying  this,  flgnie  for  some  moments 
with  great  attention,  checked  his  lein,  and  asked  the 
way  to  the  "  Castle  of  the  Mountain." 

The  man  lifted  his  cap  as  he  heard  the  question,  and, 
approaching  Olyndon,  laid  his  band  upon  the  neck  of 
the  horse,  and  said,  in  a  low  voice,  "  Then  you  an  the 
cavalier  whom  oai  patron  the  signor  expected.  He 
bade  me  wait  for  you  here,  and  lead  you  to  the  castle. 
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And  indsed,  signor,  it  might  have  bMn  unfortuiute  if 
I  hftd  neglwted  to  otwj  the  commud." 

Th«  man  than,  dnwing  a  litUe  uide,  called  o«t  to 
the  bystandera  in  a  loud  voice,  "  Ho,  hoi  my  frienda, 
pay  banoefoiib  and  foTever  all  respect  to  thla  worshipful 
caTaliei.  He  ia  the  expected  gueat  of  our  blessed  patroo 
erf  the  Gaatle  of  the  Uountain.  Long  life  to  himi  May, 
he,  like  hia  boat,  be  lafe  by  day  aod  by  night;  on  ttie 
hill  and  in  the  waste ;  gainst  the  daggei  and  the  bullet, 

—  in  limb  and  in  life  I  Cursed  be  he  who  tonehea  a 
hair  of  hia  head,  or  a  faaioceho  in  hia  pooeb.  Now  and 
forever  we  will  protect  and  honor  him,  —  for  the  law  or 
againat  the  law;  with  the  faith  and  to  the  death. 
Amen  I  Amen  I  " 

"Amen I"  responded,  in  wild  chorus,  a  hundred 
voices;  and  the  scattered  and  atiaggling  groupe  preaaed 
up  the  street,  nearer  and  nearer  to  the  horseman. 

"And  that  he  may  be  known,"  continued  the  Eug- 
liahman'a  atntnge  pnitootor,  "  to  the  eye  and  to  the  ear, 
I  place  around  him  the  white  sash,  and  I  give  him  the 
aacred  watchword, '  Peace  to  the  Brave. '  Signer,  when 
you  wear  thia  sash,  the  proudest  in  these  parts  will  bare 
the  bead  and  bend  the  knee.  Signor,  when  you  utter 
this  watchword,  the  braveat  hearts  will  be  bound  to 
yonr  bidding.     Desire  you  safe^,  or  ask  you  ravei^, 

—  to  gain  a  beauty,  or  to  lose  a  foe,  —  q>eak  but  the 
word,  and  we  are  yonis:  we  are  yourst  la  it  not  so, 
comrades)  " 

And  again  the  hoarse  voices  shouted, "  Amen,  Amen  I  " 
"  Now,  signor,"  whispered  the  biavo,  "  if  you  have  a 

few  eoina  to  spare,  scatter  them  amongst  the  crowd,  and 

let  us  be  gone. " 

Glyndim,  not  diapleaaed  at  the  concluding  aentenca, 

emptied  hia  pniae  in  the  streets;  and  while,  with  min- 
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gled  cmUu,  blesBings,  shrieks,  and  yells,  men,  iromeii, 
And  children  scrambled  for  the  money,  the  braTO,  taking 
the  rein  of  the  hone,  led  it  a  few  poOM  thioogh  tbe 
village  at  a  brisk  trot,  and  then,  turning  up  ■  narrow 
lone  to  tbe  l«ft ,  in  a.  few  minnteB  neither  honsea  nor 
men  were  visible,  and  the  mountains  dosed  tbeir  path 
on  either  aide.  It  was  then  Utat,  releasing  tlu  bridle 
and  slackening  his  pace,  the  guide  turned  bis  dark  eyas 
OD  Glyndon  with  an  arch  expression,  and  said,  — 

"  Your  Excellency  was  not,  perhape,  prepared  for  the 
hear^  welcome  we  bave  given  you." 

"  Why,  in  tmtb,  I  ought  to  have  been  prepared  for  it, 
since  the  signor,  to  whose  house  I  am  bound,  did  not 
disguise  from  me  the  character  of  the  neighborhood. 
And  your  nam«,  my  friend,  if  I  may  so  call  yon  t  " 

"  Ob,  no  ceremonies  with  me.  Excellency.  In  ttie 
village  I  am  generally  called  Maestro  Paolo.  I  had  a 
Bomame  once,  though  a  very  equivocal  one;  and  I  have 
forgotten  that  Bince  I  retired  from  the  world. " 

"  And  was  it  from  disgust,  from  poverty,  or  from 
some — some  ebullition  of  passion  which  enteiled  pun- 
ishment, that  you  betook  yourself  to  the  rooontains!  " 

"Why,  signor,"  said  the  bravo,  with  a  gay  langh, 
"  hermits  of  my  class  seldom  love  the  confessional. 
However,  T  have  no  secrete  while  my  step  is  in  these 
defiles,  my  whistle  in  ray  pouch,  and  my  carbine  at  my 
back."  With  that  the  robber,  as  if  he  loved  pennisBion 
to  telk  at  his  will,  hemmed  thrice,  and  b^an  with 
much  humor^  though,  as  his  tele  proceeded,  the  memo- 
ries it  ronsed  seemed  to  carry  him  farther  than  he  at  firat 
intended,  and  reckless  and  light-hearted  ease  gave  way 
to  that  fierce  and  varied  play  of  countenance  and  passion 
of  gesture  which  characterize  tbe  emotions  of  his 
countrymen. 
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*IirubomtttT«iiaGina,  '~afairBpot,  iiituotf  M; 
Ikther  waa  &  iMmed  monk  of  high  birth;  mj  mothar 
—  HaaTan  rest  herl  —  an  iunkeeper'a  ptetty  danghUr. 
Of  eooiu  there  oonld  be  no  nutrriage  in  the  case ;  and 
vhen  1  vaa  bom,  the  monk  gravel;  declared  my  appear- 
ance to  be  miracnlona.  I  waa  dedicated  from  my  cradle 
to  the  altar;  and  my  head  was  nnivenaJly  deolaied  to 
be  the  orthodox  ahape  for  a  cowl.  Aa  I  grew  np,  the 
monk  took  great  paina  with  my  education ;  and  I  learned 
Latin  and  pealmody  aa  aoon  aa  less  mimcnlons  infanta 
lean  crowing.  Nor  did  the  holy  man'i  care  atint 
itaaU  to  my  interior  accoraplishmenta.  Althongh 
vowed  to  poverty,  he  always  contrived  that  my  mother 
■hould  havk  her  pocketa  full ;  and  between  her  pockets 
and  mine  there  was  soon  establiihad  a  clandestine  com- 
mnnication;  aeGordii^;ly,  at  foniteen,  I  wore  my  cap 
on  one  side,  stock  pistols  in  my  belt,  and  aasumed  the 
swagger  of  a  cavalier  and  a  gallant.  At  that  age  my 
poor  mother  died;  and  about  the  same  period  my  father, 
having  written  a  History  at  the  Pontifical  Bulls,  in 
forty  volnmes,  and  being,  aa  I  said,  of  high  birth, 
obtained  a  cardinal's  hat.  Prom  that  time  he  thought 
fit  to  disown  your  humble  servant.  He  bound  me  over 
to  an  honest  notary  at  Xaples,  and  gave  me  two  hundred 
crowns  by  way  of  provision.  Well ,  signor,  I  saw  enough 
of  the  law  to  convince  me  that  I  should  never  ba  rogue 
enough  to  shine  in  the  profession.  So,  instead  of 
spoiling  parchment,  I  made  love  to  the  notary's  daugh' 
ter.  My  master  discovered  onr  innocent  amaaement, 
and  turned  me  out  of  doors;  that  was  disagreeable.  But 
my  Kinetta  loved  me,  and  took  care  that  I  should  not 
lie  out  in  the  streets  with  the  Lszzaroni.  Little  jadel 
I  think  I  see  her  now  with  her  bare  feet,  and  her  finger 
to  bat  lips,  opening  the  door  in  the  summer  nights,  and 
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bidding  me  creep  aoftl;  into  the  kitoben,  where,  pnieed 
be  the  nintal  a  flask  and  a  nunobet  alw&ys  awaited  the 
hongiy  amoroao.  At  laat,  however,  Xinetta  grew 
eold.  It  is  the  way  of  the  sex,  Bignor.  Her  father 
found  her  an  excellent  nutrrii^  in  the  penon  of  a  with- 
ered old  piotnre -dealer.  She  took  the  epouae,  and 
Teiy  properly  clapped  the  door  in  the  face  of  the  loTsr. 
I  waa  not  disheartened.  Excellency ;  no,  not  I.  Women 
ate  plentiful  while  we  aie  young.  So,  without  a  ducat 
in  my  pocket  or  a  crust  for  my  teeth,  I  aet  out  to  aeek 
my  fortune  on  board  of  a  Spanish  nterchantman.  That 
was  dnllor  work  than  I  expected ;  but  luckily  we  were 
attacked  by  a  pirate,  —  half  tbe  crew  were  butchered, 
the  rest  captoied.  I  was  one  of  the  last:  always  in 
luck,  you  see,  signor,  —  monks'  bods  have  a  kuack  that 
way  I  The  captain  of  tbe  pirates  took  a  fancy  to  me. 
'  Serre  with  ual'  said  he,  'Too  happy,'  said  I. 
Beboldme,  then,  a  pintel  Ojollylifel  bow  I  blessed 
die  old  notaty  for  turning  me  out  td  doorsi  What  feast- 
ing, what  fighting,  what  wooing,  what  quarrelling! 
S<nnetimes  w«  rai^  ashore  and  enjoyed  ourselTea  like 
prinees ;  sometimeB  we  lay  in  a  calm  for  days  bother 
on  the  loveliest  sea  that  lusn  ever  traTeised.  And  then, 
if  the  loeese  rose  and  a  sail  came  in  sight,  who  ao  merry 
as  we  I  I  passed  three  years  in  that  charming  profes- 
si<Mi,  and  then,  signor,  I  grew  ambitious.  I  caballed 
against  tiie  captain;  I  wanted  his  post  One  still 
night  we  struck  the  blow,  Tbe  ship  was  like  a  log 
in  the  sea,  no  land  to  be  seen  from  the  mast-head,  the 
wares  like  glass,  and  the  moon  at  its  full.  Up  we 
roe,  tbir^  of  as  and  more.  Up  we  rose  with  a  shout; 
we  poured  into  tbe  captain's  cal»n,  I  at  the  head.  Tbe 
hnve  (4d  bc^  bad  caught  tbe  alarm,  and  there  he  stood 
■t  the  doocwsy,  a  pistol  in  each  band;  and  his  ona 
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•fe  (h»  had  oaij  one)  wotm  to  meet  thui  the  jnetols 
were. 
"'YieHl '  cried  I;  'joni  life  ahall  be  sife.' 
'  'Take  that,'  eeid  he,  and  whis  went  the  pietol;  but 
the  Mmti  took  care  of  their  own,  and  the  boll  pateed  1^ 
m;  cheek,  and  shot  the  boatswain  behind  me.  1  oloeed 
with  the  captain,  and  the  other  pistol  went  off  without 
miachi^  in  the  straggle.  Such  a  fellow  he  was,  -^  six 
feet  four  without  his  shoes  I  Over  we  went,  rolling  each 
on  the  o&er.  Santa  Maria!  no  time  to  get  hold  of  one's 
knife.  Ifeanwhile  all  the  crew  were  up,  some  for  Hm 
captain,  some  for  me,  —  clashing  and  firing,  and  swear- 
ing and  groaning,  and  now  and  &en  a  heavy  splash  in 
ttie  sea.  Fine  supper  for  the  sharks  that  nightl  At 
last  old  Bilboa  got  appermoet;  out  flashed  his  knife; 
down  it  came,  but  not  in  my  heart.  No  I  I  gave  mj 
left  arm  as  a  shield;  and  the  blade  went  through  to  the 
hilt,  with  the  Uood  spurting  up  like  the  rain  from  a 
whale's  noetrill  With  the  weight  of  the  blow  the  stout 
fellow  came  down  so  that  hia  foce  touched  mine;  with 
JDj  right  hand  I  caught  him  bj  the  throat,  turned  him 
over  like  a  lamb,  signor,  and  faith  it  was  soon  all  up 
with  him :  the  boatswain's  brother,  a  tat  Dutchman,  ran 
him  through  with  a  pike. 

"  'Old  fellow,'  said  I,  as  he  turned  his  terrible  eye  to 
me,  *  I  bear  you  no  malice,  bat  we  must  try  to  get  on  in 
&e  world,  you  know.'  The  captain  grinned  and  gave 
np  the  ghost.  I  went  npon  dedi^  —  what  a  sight  I 
Twenty  bold  fellows  stork  and  cold,  and  the  moon 
spaiklisg  on  the  puddles  of  blood  as  calmly  as  if  it  were 
water.  Well,  signer,  the  victory  was  ours,  and  the  ship 
mine ;  I  niled  merrily  enough  for  six  months.  We  then 
attacked  a  French  ship  twice  our  sise;  what  sport  it  wast 
And  we  had  not  had  a  good  fight  so  Umg,  we  were  quite 
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Hk«  Tirgina  &t  iti  We  got  tba  beat  of  it,  and  won  abtp 
and  cargo.  They  wanted  to  pistol  the  captain ,  but  that 
was  against  mj  laws:  ao  we  ftagged  him,  for  he  scolded 
as  lond  aa  if  we  wete  married  to  hjmj  left  him  and  the 
lest  of  his  ciew  on  board  onr  own  Teasel,  which  was 
terribly  battendi  clapped  out  black  flag  on  tho  French- 
man's, and  set  off  merrily,  with  a  brisk  wind  in  our 
favor.  Bat  Inck  deserted  as  on  forsaking  our  own  dear 
old  ship.  A  storm  came  on,  a  plank  Btmck;  ssTeral  of 
OB  escaped  in  a  boat ;  we  had  lots  of  gcAA  with  us,  but  no 
water.  For  two  days  and  two  nighta  we  suffered  horri- 
Uy ;  but  at  last  we  ran  ssh<»e  near  a  French  seaport. 
Our  sorry  plight  moved  compasaion,  and  as  we  had 
money,  we  were  not  euepected,  — people  only  suspect 
ttie  poor.  Here  we  soon  recovered  onr  htiguee,  rigged 
onreelvee  out  gayly,  and  your  humble  servant  was  con- 
sidered as  nobis  a  captain  as  ever  walked  deck.  But 
DOW,  alas!  my  fate  would  have  it  that  I  should  fall  in 
love  with  a  Bilk-meicer'B  daughter.  Ah,  how  I  loved 
hert  — the  pretty  Olarat  Yea,  I  loved  her  so  well  that 
I  was  aeised  with  horror  at  my  past  lifel  I  resolved  to 
repent,  to  marry  her,  and  settle  down  iato  an  honest 
man.  Accordingly,  I  snmmoned  my  mewmates,  told 
them  my  resolution,  resigned  my  command,  and  per- 
auaded  them  to  depart  They  were  good  fellows,  engt^^ 
wiUi  a  Dutchman,  against  whom  I  heard  aftOTwards  they 
made  a  aucceesful  mutiny,  but  I  never  saw  them  more. 
I  had  two  thousand  crowns  still  left;  with  thia  sum  I 
obtained  the  consent  of  the  silk-mercer,  and  it  was  agreed 
that  I  should  become  a  partner  in  the  firm.  I  need  not 
say  that  no  one  suspected  that  I  had  been  so  great  a  man, 
and  I  passed  for  a  Neapolitan  goldsmith's  son  instead 
of  a  cardinal's.  I  was  very  happy  then,  signor,  very, 
—  I  conld  not  have   harmed  a  fly.'     Had  I   married 
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CUifti  I  bad  been  aa  gentle  a  meroer  aa  ever  handled  a 


Tlie  ImTO  paoaed  a  moment,  and  it  was  easy  to  see 
that  he  felt  mon  thaa  his  words  and  tone  betokened. 
"Well,  well,  we  mnat  not  look  back  at  the  past  too 
earneatly,  —  the  nmligt^  upon  it  makes  one's  eyes 
water.  The  day  was  fixed  for  our  wedding,  —  it 
approached.  On  the  evening  before  the  appointed  day, 
Clara,  her  mother,  her  little  sister,  and  myself,  were 
walking  by  the  port ;  and  as  we  looked  tm  the  sea,  I 
was  telling  &em  otd  goasip-taleB  of  mermaids  and  aea- 
■eipents,  when  a  red-faoed,  botUa-nosed  Frenchman 
clapped  himself  right  before  me,  and,  placing  his  speo- 
tatdea  very  deliberately  aatride  his  proboscis,  echoed  out, 
'  Sacri,  imII«  tonnermf  this  is  the  damned  pirate  who 
boarded  the  "  Niobe  "  1 ' 

"  'N<me  of  your  jesto,'  said  I,  mildly.  '  Ho,  ho! ' 
aaid  he;  'Ican't  be  mistaken;  help  ^erel'  and  he 
griped  me  by  t^e  collar.  I  replied,  as  you  may  mipposo, 
h<f  laying  him  in  the  kennel;  but  it  would  not  do. 
The  French  captain  had  a  French  lientenont  at  his 
back,  whose  memory  was  as  good  as  his  chief's,  A 
crowd  aasembled;  other  sailors  came  up:  the  odds  were 
against  me.  I  slept  that  night  m  prison ;  and  in  a  few 
weeks  afterwards  I  was  sent  to  the  galleys.  They 
spared  my  life,  because  the  old  Frenchman  politely 
averred  that  I  had  made  my  oiew  spare  his.  You  may 
believe  that  the  oar  and  the  chain  were  not  to  my  taite. 
I  and  two  othsis  escaped;  tiiey  took  to  the  mad,  and 
have,  no  doubt,  been  long  sinca  Woken  on  the  wheel. 
I,  aott  soul,  would  not  commit  another  crime  to  gain 
my  bread,  for  Clara  was  still  at  my  heart  with  her  sweet 
eyea;  ao,  limiting  my  rogneries  to  the  ttieft  of  a  beggar's 
ngS)  which  I  oompensated  1^  leaving  him  my  galley 
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ftttue  tiutMtd,  I  bagged  my  mj  to  tiie  town  when  1 
left  ClanL  It  wu  a  eleu  winter'B  d»j  wh«n  I 
apptoaehed  ths  outskdrt*  of  th«  town.  I  had  no  faat 
of  detection,  for  my  beard  and  hair  were  ai  good  aa  a 
mask.  Oh,  Mother  of  Mercjrt  then  eame  aoroM  mj 
way  a  foneral  procaBaioDl  There,  now  yoa  know  it; 
I  can  tell  yoa  no  mon.  She  had  died,  perhapa  of  love, 
more  likely  of  shame.  Can  yon  gneaa  how  I  spent  that 
night  I  —  I  stcde  a  pickaxe  from  a  maaon's  ahed,  and  all 
alone  and  nnaeen,  under  the  froety  heavona,  I  dng  the 
fresh  mould  from  the  grave;  I  lifted  the  oo&i,  I 
wrenched  &e  lid,  I  saw  her  again — againl  Seeay  had 
not  touched  her.  She  was  always  pale  in  life  I  I  oould 
have  sworn  she  liredl  It  was  a  blessed  thing  to  see  her 
once  more,  and  all  alone  too!  But  than,  at  dawn,  togive 
her  back  to  the  earth, —  to  close  the  lid,  to  throw  down  the 
mould,  to  hear  the  pebbles  rattle  on  the  otdDn:  that  was 
dreadful  1  Signor,  I  nerer  knew  befon,  and  I  dont 
wish  to  think  now,  how  valuable  a  thing  human  life  ia. 
At  annrise  I  was  again  a  wanderer ;  but  now  that  Clan  was 
gone,   my  ecraples  vanished,  and  again  I  was  at  war 

with  my  betters.     I  oontrived  at  last,  at  O ,  to  gut 

token  on  board  a  vessel  bound  to  Leghorn,  working  out 
my  passage.  From  L^hom  I  went  to  Home,  and 
stationed  myself  at  the  dooi  of  the  cardinal's  palaee. 
Out  he  came,  his  gilded  coach  at  the  gate. 

"■  Ho,  father  I' said  I;  'don't  you  know  met' 

"  '  Who  an  you  t ' 

"  '  Tour  son,'  said  X,  in  a  whisper. 

"  The  cardinal  drew  back,  looked  at  me  eameatly,  and 
mused  a  moment.  'All  men  an  my  sons,'  quoth  he 
then,  very  mildly;  'there  is  gold  for  thee  I  To  him  who 
begs  onoe,  alms  are  due ;  to  him  who  begs  twice,  jails 
an  open.     Take  the    hint  and  molest  me  no  mon. 
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Heaven  blew  ttiest '  'Vnth  l^t  he  got  into  his  ooMh, 
and  dnve  off  to  the  Vatioan;  His  puise  which  he  had 
left  behind  was  well  sapplied.  I  waa  grateful  and  con- 
tented, and  took  my  way  to  Temeina.  I  had  not  long 
paaaed  the  matshes  when  I  saw  two  honemen  approach 
at  a  canter. 

"  'Yon  look  poor,  friend,'  said  one  of  them,  halting; 
'  jet  yoa  ots  Btiong.' 

"  *  Poor  men  and  rtttrng  are  both  eerrioeable  and  dan- 
gerons,  Signor  Cavalier.' 

"  'Well  said;  follow  us.' 

"  I  obeyed,  and  became  a  bandit  I  rom  by  degreea; 
and  as  I  have  always  been  mild  in  my  oalling,  and  have 
taken  purses  without  cutting  throats,  I  bear  an  excellent 
character,  and  can  eat  my  macaroni  at  Kaples  without 
any  danger  to  life  and  limb.  For  the  last  two  years  I 
have  settled  in  theae  parti,  where  I  hold  sway,  and 
where  I  have  purchased  land.  I  am  called  a  farmer, 
signor;  and  I  myself  now  only  rob  for  amusement, 
and  to  keep  my  hand  in.  I  trust  I  have  satisfied 
your  ooiiosity.  We  an  within  a  huudrod  yards  of  the 
castle." 

"And  how,"  asked  the  TUngliBhrnun,  whose  interest 
had  been  much  excited  by  his  companion's  namtiva,  — 
"and  how  came  you  acquainted  with  my  hoetT  —  and 
by  what  means  has  he  so  well  conciliated  the  goodwill 
of/^oorself  and  friends  t  " 

^'^Uaestro  Paolo  tonied  his  Uaok  eyes  very  gravely 
towards  bis  questioner.  "  Why,  signor, "  said  he ,  "  yon 
must  surely  know  more  of  the  foreign  cavalier  with  the 
hard  name  than  I  do.  All  I  can  say  is,  that  about  a 
fortnight  ago  I  chanced  to  be  standing  by  a  booth  in 
the  Toledo  at  Naples,  when  a  sober-looking  geutlemau 
touched  me  l^  the  aim,  and  said,   'Maestro  Paolo,  i 
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want  to  maks  yonr  soqauntuice;  do  ra«  the  &Tor  to 
oome  iuto  yonder  taTem,  uul  dnnk  a  flaak  of  laorima.* 
>  WUliogly, '  Mid  I.  So  we  entered  tlie  favem.  Wben 
we  were  seated,  my  new  aoqnaintanoe  thus  aoooeted  roe: 
'  The  Count  d'O— —  has  offered  to  let  me  hire  his  old 
oaetie  near  fi .     Yoa  know  the  spot  I ' 

"  'Extremely  well;  no  one  has  inhabited  it  for  a  obd- 
tniy  at  leaat;  it  is  half  in  rains,  signor.  A  queer  pUoe 
to  hire;  I  hope  the  rent  is  not  heavy.' 

"  '  Maestro  Paolo, '  eaid  he,  '  I  am  a  philosopher,  and 
don't  care  for  loxories.  I  want  a  quiet  retreat  for  some 
Boientific  ezperimenta.  The  castle  will  suit  me  rety 
well,  provided  you  will  accept  me  as  a  neighbor,  and 
place  me  and  my  friends  under  your  special  ptatecti<Hi. 
Z  am  rich;  bnt  I  ahall  take  nothing  to  the  oestle  worth 
roblUDg.  I  will  pay  one  rmt  to  the  count,  and  another 
to  you.' 

"  With  that  we  boob  came  to  terms;  and  aa  the  strange 
signor  doubled  the  earn  X  myself  proposed,  he  is  in  high 
favor  with  all  bia  neighbors.  We  would  guard  the 
whole  castle  against  an  army.  And  now,  signor,  that  I 
have  been  thus  frank,  be  frank  with  me.  Who  is  this 
■Jagolar  cavalier  t " 

"Whot  —  he  hinuelf  told  yon,  a  philoMpher." 

"Hem I  Bearohing  for  the  Philosopher's  Stone,  —eh; 
a  bit  of  a  magician;  afraid  of  the  priests  t " 

"  Precisely ;  yon  have  hit  it. " 

"  I  bought  bo;  and  yoa  are  his  pupUl " 

"I  am." 

"  I  wish  yon  well  Enough  it, "  said  the  robber,  seri- 
oua^,  and  crossing  himself  with  much  devotion; "  I  am 
not  much  bettec  than  other  people,  but  one's  soul  is  one's 
sooL  I  do  not  mind  a  little  honest  robbery,  or  knock- 
ing a  man  on  the  head  if  need  be,  —  but  to  make  a 
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la^ain  with  tha  derill    Ab,  take  care,  young  geiitl»- 
nuui,  take  au«l  " 

"You  need  not  fear,"  said  Glyndon,  amilingi  "m; 
pnoeptor  ie  too  win  and  too  good  for  such  a  compact. 
Bat  here  vs  are,  I  snppoae.     A  noble  ruin,  —  a  glorioua 

pRM^WCtl  " 

GlTndtoi  paused  delightedlj,  and  eurveyed  the  scene 
before  and  below  with  ^e  eye  of  a  painter.  Insensibly, 
while  listening  to  the  bandit,  he  hod  wound  up  a  con- 
aideiable  aaoent,  and  now  he  was  upon  a  broad  ledge  of 
rook  covered  with  moBses  and  dwarf  shruba.  Between 
this  aminanoe  and  another  of  equal  height  \ipoa  which 
the  castle  was  built,  there  was  a  deep  but  narrow  fiasuie, 
overgrown  with  the  moat  piofuae  foli^je,  so  that  the  eye 
eould  not  penetrate  many  yards  below  the  rugged  surface 
ci  the  abysa;  but  the  profoondnesB  mi^t  be  well  con- 
jeotUFsd  by  the  hoarse,  low,  monotonous  roar  of  waters 
Tmseeu  that  nlled  below,  and  the  subsequent  coarse  of 
which  was  visible  at  a  distance  in  a  perturbed  and  rapid 
stream  that  intersected  the  waste  and  desolate  vaUeys. 
To  the  left,  the  prospect  seemed  fJmost  boundless,  —  the 
extreme  cleamess  of  the  purple  air  serving  to  render 
distinct  the  features  of  a  rai^^  of  oonntiy  that  a  con- 
queror of  old  might  have  deemed  in  itself  a  kingdom. 
Lonely  and  desolate  as  the  road  which  Glyndon  had 
passed  that  day  had  appeared,  the  landscape  now  seemed 
studded  with  castles,  spires,  and  villages.  Afar  o^ 
Naples  gleamed  wbitely  in  the  laat  tays  of  the  sun,  and 
the  roee-Qnts  at  the  horizon  melted  into  the  oiuie  of  her 
glorious  bay.  Yet  more  remote,  and  in  another  part  of 
the  prospect,  might  be  caught,  dim  and  shadowy,  and 
backed  hj  the  darkeet  foliage,  the  mined  pillars  of  the 
ancient  Poaidonia.  There,  in  the  midst  of  his  blackened 
and  sterile  realms,  rose  tiie  dismal  Mount  of  Fire;  while 
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on  the  otbsr  hud,  winding  through  nriegkted  ^iabiM, 
to  vhich  distance  lent  b11  its  magic,  glittoied  many  tud 
many  a  stnam  by  whieb  Btnucan  and  Sybarite,  Boman 
and  Soncen  and  Nonnan  had,  at  intervals  of  age% 
pitched  the  invading  tent.  All  the  Timona  of  the  paet 
—  the  stormy  and  jlnrgling  historieB  of  Southern  Italy  — 
rushed  over  the  artist'e  mind  as  he  gazed  below.  And 
then,  slavly  taming  to  look  behind,  be  saw  the  gray  and 
mouldering  walls  of  tiie  castle  in  which  he  eongbt  tha 
secrete  that  were  to  give  to  hope  in  &e  future  a  m^^htier 
empire  than  memory  owns  in  the  past.  It  was  one  of 
those  baronial  fortresses  with  which  Italy  was  studded 
in  the  earlier  middle  ages^  having  bat  little  of  the  Gothic 
grace  or  grandeur  which  belongs  to  the  eodesiastical 
architecture  of  the  same  time,  but  rude,  vast,  and  menac- 
ing, even  in  decay.  A  wooden  bridge  was  thrown  over 
the  chasm,  wide  enoogh  to  admit  two  horsemen  alweastj 
and  the  planks  tremUed  and  gave  back  a  hollow  sound 
as  Glyndoa  urged  his  jaded  steed  across. 

A  road  which  had  coioe  been  broad  and  paved  with 
rough  fli^  hut  which  now  was  half-obliterated  by  long 
grass  and  rank  weeds,  c(Hiducted  to  the  outer  court  of  the 
castle  hard  by ;  the  gates  were  open,  and  half  the  build- 
ing in  this  part  was  dismantled ;  the  ruins  partially  hid 
hy  ivy  that  was  the  growth  of  centuries.  Bat  on  enter- 
ing the  inner  oonrt,  Olyndon  was  not  sorry  to  notice  that 
there  was  less  appearance  of  neglect  and  decay ;  some  wild 
roses  gave  a  smile  to  the  gray  walls,  and  in  the  centre  there 
was  a  fountain  in  which  the  waters  still  trickled  coolly, 
and  with  a  pleasing  mnrmnr,  from  the  jaws  ot  a  gigantic 
Triton.     Here  he  was  met  by  Uejnoni  with  a  smile. 

"  Welcome,  my  friend  and  papil, "  said  he ;  "  he  who 
seeks  for  Truth  can  find  in  these  solitodee  an  immortal 
Academe." 
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Aad  Abuii,  io  lax  bom  Mteemug  PytlmgtirM,  who  tanght  thaw 
things,  ■  necTomuicet  or  niiud,  nthei  lereied  and  admired 
him  M  MniieUiiiig  diTine.  —  luaucH,,  ViX,  Pyikag. 

Ths  Bttendonte  whom  Uejnouc  had  engaged  for  Ue 
■tnuiga  ftbode  trere  moh  as  might  anit  a  philoaopher  of 
fev  wants.  An  old  Armeniaii  whom  Qlyndon  lecc^ 
niied  aa  in  the  mystie's  eerrice  at  2TapleB,  a  tall, 
hatd-featoied  woman  from  the  village,  recommended  \(j 
Uaeotto  Paolo,  and  two  long-haired,  nnootb-spoken,  bat 
fieroe-viaaged  jroutha  from  the  same  place,  and  honored 
hj  the  aame  aponaorahip,  oonstitnted  the  establiahment. 
The  Tooma  naed  by  tiie  aage  were  commodioiu  and 
weather-proof,  with  aome  remains  (A  ancient  splendor  in 
the  faded  arma  that  clothed  the  walls,  and  the  hnge 
tables  of  coat^  marble  and  elaborate  earring.  Glyndon'a 
aleeping  apartment  communicated  with  a  kind  of  bel- 
Tedere,  or  terrace,  that  commanded  prospects  of  unrivalled 
beantf  and  extent,  and  was  separated  on  the  other  side 
bj  a  long  galle>7,  and  a  flight  of  ten  or  a  doseu  staira, 
from  the  private  chambers  of  the  mystic.  There  was 
about  the  whole  place  a  sombre  and  yet  not  displeasing 
deptti  of  repose.  It  suited  well  with  the  studies  to 
which  it  waa  now  to  be  appropriated. 

For  several  days  Honour  lefnsed  to  ctmfer  with 
Glyndon  on  the  aabjects  nearest  to  his  heart 

"All  without,"  said  he,  "ia  prepared,  bnt  not  all 
vitiim;  your  own  soul  must  grow  aocustomed  to  the 
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■po^  ami  filled  with  the  eanonnding  natare ;  for  Koton 
is  the  aooice  ot  all  inapiiatioii. " 

With  these  words  Uc{jnoaz  turned  to  lighter  topics. 
He  made  the  TCnglimtimnn  accompany  him  in  long  two- 
hies  thiongh  the  wUd  soenee  around,  and  he  smiled 
approvii^ly  whan  the  young  artist  gave  way  to  the 
enthujriaeia  which  their  fearful  beauty  could  not  hare 
failed  to  rouse  in  a  duller  breast;  and  than  Mejnour 
poured  forth  to  his  WMidering  pupil  iha  stores  of  a 
knowledge  that  seemed  inexhaustible  and  boundlesB. 
He  gave  accounts  the  most  curious,  graphic,  and  minute 
of  the  various  races  (their  characters,  habits,  creeds,  and 
manners)  by  which  that  fair  land  had  been  sncoessirely 
overrun.  It  is  true  titat  his  descriptions  could  not  be 
found  in  books,  and  wen  unsupported  by  learned  aulhori- 
ties;  but  he  possessed  the  true  charm  of  the  (ale-teller, 
and  spoke  of  all  with  the  animated  confidence  of  a  per- 
sonal witness.  Sometimes,  too,  he  would  converse  upon 
tiie  more  durable  and  1^  loftier  mysteries  of  Nature  with 
an  eloquence  and  a  reseaich  whioh  invested  them  with  all 
the  colon  rather  of  poetry  &aji  scienoe.  InsensiUy  the 
yooi^  artist  found  himself  elevated  and  soothed  by  ttte 
lore  of  his  companion ;  the  fever  of  his  wild  desjiea  was 
slaked.  His  mind  became  more  and  more  lulled  into  the 
divine  tranquillity  of  contemplation;  he  felt  himself  a 
noUer  being;  and  in  the  silence  of  his  senses  he  imagined 
that  he  heard  the  voice  of  his  soul. 

It  was  to  this  stato  that  Mejnour  evidently  sought 
to  bring  the  neophyte,  and  in  this  elementary  initia- 
tion the  mystio  was  like  every  more  ordinary  sage.  iFor 
he  who  seeks  to  dibcovxb  must  first  reduce  himself 
into  a  kind  of  abstract  idealism,  and  be  rendered  np, 
in  sc^emn  and  sweet  bondage,  to  the  faculties  which 
I  and  iMAouiB. 
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Glyndon  noticed  that,  in  theii  nmblBs,  Hejooiu  often 
paused,  where  the  foliage  ms  tifest,  to  gather  some 
herb  or  floveri  and  this  reminded  him  that  be  had  seen 
Zanoni  similarly  occupied.  "  Can  these  bomhle  children 
of  Nature,"  eaid  he  one  day  to  Mejnour, —  "things 
that  bloom  and  wither  in  a  day,  be  serviceaUe  to  the 
Bdence  of  the  higher  seoretB  T  Is  there  a  pharmacy  for 
the  sonl  as  well  as  the  body,  and  do  the  nnrslinga  ot  the 
snmmer  miniater  not  only  to  human  health  but  epiiitual 
immortality)  " 

"  If,"  angwerod  Mejnour,  "  a  stranger  had  Tinted  a 
wandering  tribe  before  one  property  of  herbalism  was 
known  to  them;  if  he  had  told  the  savages  that  the 
herbs  which  every  day  th^y  trampled  under  foot  were 
endowed  with  the  moat  potent  virtues;  that  one  would 
ntstore  to  health  a  brother  on  the  verge  of  death;  that 
another  would  paralyze  into  idiocy  their  wisest  sage; 
that  a  third  would  strike  lifeless  to  the  dust  Iheii  most 
stalwart  champion;  that  tears  and  laughter,  vigor  and 
disease,  madness  and  reason,  wakefulness  and  sleep, 
existence  and  dissolution,  wore  coiled  np  in  those  unre- 
garded leaves, — would  they  not  have  held  hiin  a  sorcerer 
or  a  liar  t  To  half  the  virtues  of  the  vegetable  world 
mankind  are  yet  in  the  HarVnaM  of  the  savages  I  have 
supposed.  There  are  faeultiM  within  us  with  which 
certain  herbs  have  affinity,  and  over  which  ^y  have 
power.     The  moly  of  Uie  anciente  is  not  all  a  fable. " 

The  apparent  character  of  Mqjnonr  differed  in  much 
from  that  of  Zanoni;  and  while  it  fascinated  Glyndon 
less,  it  subdued  and  impressed  him  more.  The  con- 
venation  of  Zanoni  evinced  a  deep  and  general  inter- 
est  for  mankind, —  a  feeling  approaching  to  enthusiasm 
in  art  and  beauty.  The  stories  circulated  c<xicenung 
his  habits  elevated  the  mystery  of  his  life  by  acticms  ol 
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oharity  and  beneficenoe.  And  in  all  this  then  wta 
something  genial  and  humane  that  aoftened  the  awe  he 
created,  and  tended,  perhaps,  to  taiae  siupicicHis  as  to 
tile  loftier  aacreta  that  he  arrogated  to  himaelf.  But 
Hejnoui  seemed  wholly  indiffeient  to  all  the  actual 
world.  If  he  committed  no  evil,  he  seamed  equally 
apathetic  to  good.  Hie  deeds  relieved  no  want,  hia 
words  pitied  no  distieaa.  What  we  caU  the  heart 
appealed  to  hare  merged  into  the  intollect.  He  moved, 
thongbt,  and  lived  like  some  regular  and  calm  abstrac- 
tion, rather  than  one  who  yet  retained,  with  the  fonn, 
the  feelings  and  sympathiea  of  his  Idnd. 

Glyndoa  once,  obeervii^  the  tone  of  supreme  indif- 
ference with  which  he  spoke  of  those  dumges  on  the 
face  of  earth  which  he  asserted  he  had  witneBsed,  ven> 
tured  to  remark  to  him  the  distinction  he  had  noted. 

"  It  is  true, "  said  M^nour,  coldly.  "  My  life  is  the 
life  that  oontemplates, —  Zanoni's  is  the  life  ibaX  enjoys ; 
when  I  gather  the  herb,  I  think  but  of  ita  uses;  Zaooni 
will  pause  to  admire  ita  beantiea.'' 

"  And  you  deem  your  own  the  superior  and  the  Itdtier 
existence  T " 

"  TSo.  Bis  is  Uie  ezistonce  of  youth,  —  mine  of 
age.  We  have  cultivated  different  faculties.  Each  has 
powers  the  other  cannot  aspire  to.  Those  with  whom 
he  associates  live  bettor,  —  those  who  associate  with  me 
know  more. " 

"I  have  heard,  in  truth,"  said  Glyndon,  "that  his 
companions  at  Kaples  were  observed  to  lead  purer  and 
noUer  lives  after  intercourse  with  Zononi;  yet  were 
ttiey  not  strange  oompani<MU,  at  the  best,  for  a  st^t 
This  terriUe  power,  too,  that  he  exercises  at  will,  as  in 

the  death  of  the  Prince  di ,  and  that  of  the  Count 

ITgbelli,  scarcely  beoomea  the  tranquil  seeker  after  good," 


n,s,t,..d:,i.  Google 


suton.  271 

"Tnie,^  nid  Uqjnour,  with  an  k^  mile;  "raeh 
moat  BTsr  b«  the  em»  of  thoM  philosophets  who  woold 
meddle  with  the  ictava  life  of  tnankiod.  Yon  nauot 
Mrre  some  without  injmiiig  others;  you  cuuvot  pro- 
tect the  good  witbont  warring  on  the  bad;  »ad  if  you 
desire  to  nform  the  bulty,  why,  yon  moit  lower  yaur- 
mU  to  live  with  the  faulty  to  know  their  fiinlta.  Even 
M  aaith  Faracelaun^  a  great  man,  though  oft«D  wrong.* 
Not  mine  this  folly )  I  lire  but  in  knowledge,  —  I  hara 
no  life  in  mankind  I  " 

Another  time  OlyndtMi  qneationed  Oie  myitic  ai  to  the 
nature  of  that  unioi  or  fratemi^  to  whi^  Zaooni  had 
once  referred. 

"I  am  right,  I  auppoee,"  nid  be,  'in  conjecturiog 
that  yon  and  hinuelf  profe«  to  be  the  Inothert  oi  the 
Hoay  Croaal" 

"Do  yon  imagine,"  anawend  Hejnonr,  "that  there 
were  no  mystic  and  solemn  unions  of  men  seeking  the 
same  end  through  the  nme  means  before  the  Arabians 
of  Damns,  in  1378,  taught  to  a  wandering  Qerman  the 
aecreta  which  founded  the  Institution  of  the  Boaicmoians  I 
I  allow,  however,  that  the  Boaiomcians  formed  a  sect 
descended  from  the  greater  and  earlier  school.  They 
were  wiser  than  the  Alcbenusta,  —  their  maateia  are 
wiser  than  they." 

"  Ajid  of  this  early  and  {nimaiy  order  how  many  still 
•xistt" 

'  Zancsi  and  myself." 

"Wha^  two  {mlyt  — and  you  profess  the  power  to 
teach  to  all  the  seei«t  that  halBea  Deathf  " 

"Tour  ancestor  atteined  that  secret;  he  died  rather 

>  "KiaaanecMMrf  to  know  erfl  thingi  ai  good;  for  who  caa 
know  what  is  good  without  tha  kaowing  what  U  •Tiir"etG.— 
PAKAcai4oi,  A  ^oi.  Rtr.,  Hb.  I. 
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thia  BunrlTs  the  only  thing  he  loved.  We  hftve^  n^ 
pupil,  no  uts  by  which  ve  can  put  DeatK  ovt  of  our 
option,  or  out  of  the  will  of  Heftven.  TheM  walls  may 
cnuh  me. as  I  stand.  All  that  we  piofeee  to  do  is  hut 
thii,  — to  find  out  tile  secreta  of  the  hnmon  fnme;  ta 
know  whj  the  .perta  ossify  end  the  bkmd  etagnatea;  and 
to  apply  Continual  preventiTea  to  the  effects  of  time. 
This  ia  not  magic;  it  is  the  art  of  medicine  rightly  under- 
stood. In  our  oidei  we  hold  moat  noble,  —  flrat,  that 
knowledge  which  elevates  the  intellect;  secondly,  that 
which  preaenrea  the  body.  But  the  meie  art  (extracted 
from  the  juices  and  simplaa)  which  reoroiU  the  ^"'"'■1 
vigor  and  arrests  the  pn^reas  of  decay,  or  that  mora 
noUe  secret,  which  I  will  only  hint  to  thee  at  present, 
hy  which  hbat,  or  OU.OKIO,  as  ye  osU  it^  being,  as 
HeiaclittiB  wisely  taugh^  the  primordial  principle  <d 
life,  can  be  made  its  perpetual  renovator,  —  these,  I  say, 
would  not  suffice  for  safety.  It  is  ours  also  to  disarm 
and  elude  the  wrath  of  men,  to  turn  the  swords  <^  our 
foes  against  each  other,  to  glide  (if  not  incorporeal) 
invisible  to  eyaa  over  which  we  can  throw  a  mist  and 
da^nesB.  And  this  soma  seers  have  professed  to  be  the 
virtue  of  a  stone  of  agate.  Abaria  plaoed  it  in  hia  arrow. 
I  will  find  yon  an  herb  in  yon  valley  that  will  give  a  anrer 
charm  thtm  the  agate  and  the  arrow.  In  (ste  WOid, 
know  this,  that  the  hamblest  and  meanest  products  of 
Nature  are  those  from  which  the  snblimest  properties  ace 
to  be  drawn. " 

"But,"  said  Olyndon,  "if  poesesaed  of  these  great 
■ecreta,  why  so  churlish  in  withholding  their  diffiuioni 
Does  not  the  false  or  charlatanic  scieoee  differ  in  this 
from  the  true  and  indisputable,  —  that  the  last  communi* 
cates  to  the  world  the  process  by  which  It  attains  its 
discoveries;  the  first  boasts  of  marvellous  result^  and 
nfoses  to  explain  tbo  oauseal " 
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"W«ll  Mid.  O  Logician  of  the  Schools ;  bat  think' 
agiin.  SnppoM  wb  were  to  impart  all  our  knowledge  to 
all  mankind  indiiicriminately,  —  alike  to  the  vicious  and 
the  viitnons^  —  should  we  be  henefactors  oi  scouigeBt 
Im^ine  the  tjnnt,  the  senaualiat,  the  eril  and  corrupted 
being  poaaessed  of  these  tremendous  powers;  would  he 
not  be  a  demon  let  loose  on  earth  }  Grant  that  the  same 
privilege  be  accorded  also  to  tbe  good ;  and  in  what  state 
would  be  society  t  Eng^ed  in  a  Titan  war,  —  the  good 
forever  on  the  defensivB,  the  bad  forever  in  assault.  In 
the  present  condition  of  tiie  earth,  evil  is  a  more  active 
principle  than  good,  and  the  evil  would  prevail.  It  is 
for  these  leasoua  that  we  are  not  only  solemnly  bound  to 
administer  out  lore  only  to  those  who  will  not  misuse 
and  pervert  it,  but  that  we  place  our  ordeal  in  tests  that 
purify  the  paBsions  and  elevate  the  desires.  And  Kature 
in  this  controls  and  aaeists  us :  for  it  places  awful  guar- 
dians and  insarmountable  barriets  between  the  ambition  of 
vice  and  the  heaven  of  the  loftier  science.''' 

Such  made  a  small  part  of  the  numerous  conversations 
Uejnour  held  with  his  pupil,  —  conversations  that, 
while  they  appeared  to  address  themselves  to  the  reason, 
inflamed  yet  more  the  6uicy.  It  was  the  very  disclaim- 
ing of  all  powers  which  Nature,  properly  investigated, 
did  not  suffice  to  create,  that  gave  an  air  of  probability 
to  thoM  which  Mejuour  asserted  Nature  loight  bestow. 

Thus  days  and  weeks  rolled  on;  and  the  mind  of 
Olyndon,  gradually  fitted  to  this  sequestered  and  musing 
liffl)  fo^t  at  lost  the  vanities  and  chimeras  of  the 
world  without. 

One  evening  he  had  lingered  alone  and  late  upon  the 
nmpaits,  watching  the  stars  as,  one  by  one,  they  broke 
npon  Uie  twilight  Never  had  he  felt  so  sensibly  the 
migh^  power  ot  the  heavens  and  the  earth  upon  man ; 
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how  mooh  the  springs  of  oui  utellectiul  being  tn 
mored  and  acted  upon  hy  the  aolenin  inflnences  of  Kafon. 
A>  a  patient  on  whom,  slowly  and  by  degrees,  the 
aganoies  of  mesmerisin  are  brought  to  bear,  he  acknowl- 
edged to  hit  heart  the  growing  force  of  that  raat  and 
universal  magnetiBin  which  ia  the  life  of  creation,  and 
Unds  the  atom  to  tiie  whole.  A  strange  and  ineffable 
couBciouBnesB  of  power,  of  the  sombthikb  qssat  within 
tiie  perifihable  clay,  appealed  to  feelings  at  once  dim  uid 
glorious,  —  like  the  faint  recognitions  of  a  holier  and 
former  being.  An  impulse,  that  he  could  not  resist,  led 
him  to  seek  the  mystic  He  would  demand,  that  hour, 
his  initiation  into  the  worlds  beyond  our  world, — be 
was  prepared  to  breathe  a  diviner  aii.  He  entered  the 
castle,  and  strode  the  shadowy  uid  atarlit  gallery  whkh 
conducted  to  Meinour's  apsitment. 
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Hu  laibaaftal  thing*.  —  EnmB ,  de  VU.  Bam. 
,  .  .  Than  ii,  tharefora, »  caiUin  teiUtkal  oi  trvuportug  pmret, 
which,  if  »t  anj  time  it  ilxall  b«  exrit«d  or  itined  np  by  an 
ardent  deaire  and  moat  soaug  ImagiuatioD,  ii  able  to  coudnet 
tbe  apirtt  of  the  more  outward  area  to  iOBie  absent  and  far- 
dlHast  object.— ToH  Sximoxt. 

Thi  nxmu  that  Mejnoar  occnpiad  conuated  of  two 
chamben  communicating  with  each  other,  and  a  third 
io  which  he  slept.  All  these  rooms  were  plaoed  in  the 
hnge  aquaie  tower  that  beetled  over  the  dark  and  bush- 
grown  precipice.  The  first  chamber  which  OljadoD 
entered  was  empty.  With  a  noiselesa  step  he  paaaed 
on,  and  opened  the  door  that  admitted  into  the  inner 
one.  He  drew  bock  at  the  threshold,  orerpowered  l^  a 
strong  fragrance  which  filled  the  chamber;  a  kind  of 
mist  thickened  the  air  rather  than  obscured  it,  for  this 
▼apor  was  not  dark,  but  resembled  a  snow-cloud  moring 
■lowljr,  and  in  heavy  undulationa,  wave  npon  wave 
regularly  over  the  space.  A  mortal  eold  struck  to  the 
Englishman's  heart,  and  his  blood  fiou.  He  stood 
rooted  to  the  spot;  and  as  his  eyes  strained  involun- 
tarily through  the  vapor,  he  fancied  (for  he  could  not 
be  sure  that  it  was  not  the  trick  of  his  imagination)  that 
he  nw  dim,  speetre-like,  but  gigantic  forms  floating 
through  the  miit;  or  was  it  not  rather  the  mist  itself 
that  formed  its  vapors  fantastically  into  those  moving, 
impalpable,  and  bodiless  apparitions  t  A  great  painter 
'of  antiquity  is  said,  in  a  picture  of  Hades,  to  have  repr»- 
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eented  the  monstorB  tbat  glide  throagh  the  ghostly 
Biver  of  the  Desd,  so  artfully,  that  the  eye  perceived  at 
once  that  the  river  itself  was  hut  a  spectre,  and  the 
bloodless  things  that  tenanted  it  had  no  life,  their  forms 
blending  with  the  dead  naters  till,  as  the  eye  continued 
to  gate,  it  ceased  to  discern  them  from  the  preternatural 
element  they  were  supposed  to  inhabit.  Such  were  the 
moving  outlines  that  coiled  and  floated  throogh  the  mist ; 
but  before  Glyndon  had  even  drawn  breath  in  this 
atmosphere  —  for  his  life  itself  seemed  arrested  or 
changed  into  a  kind  of  horrid  trance  —  be  felt  his  hand 
seized,  and  he  was  led  from  that  room  into  the  outer 
one.  He  beard  the  door  close,  —  his  blood  rushed  agaid 
through  his  veins,  and  he  saw  Uejooor  by  his  sLie. 
Strong  oonvulsions  then  suddenly  seized  his  whole 
frame,  ■ —  he  fell  to  the  ground  insensible.  When  he 
recovered,  he  found  himself  in  the  open  air  in  a  rude 
balcony  of  stone  that  jutted  from  the  chamber,  the  stars 
shining  serenely  over  the  dark  abyss  below,  and  resting 
oalmly  upon  the  face  of  the  mystic,  who  stood  beside 
him  with  folded  arms. 

"Young  man,"  said  Mejnoni,  "judge  by  what  you 
have  just  felt,  how  dangerous  it  is  to  seek  knowledge 
until  prepared  to  receive  it.  Another  moment  in  the 
air  of  that  chamber  and  yon  had  been  a  corpse. " 

"Then  of  what  nature  was  the  knowledge  that  you, 
once  mortal  like  myself,  oould  safely  have  sought  in 
that  icy  atmosphere,  which  it  was  death  for  me  to 
breathel  Hejnour,"  continued  Qlyadon,  and  bis  wild 
desire,  sharpened  by  the  very  dai^^r  he  had  passed, 
once  more  animated  and  nerved  him,  "  T  am  prepared 
at  least  for  the  first  steps.  I  come  to  you  aa  of 
old  the  pupil  to  the  Hieiopbant,  and  demand  the 
initiatioo. " 
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Mejnoai  pasmd  hia  hand  over  the  yonog  num's  heart, 
—  it  beat  loud,  regulaily,  and  boldly.  He  looked  ^^ 
him  with  something  almoet  like  admiratioii  in  his  pas- 
sionless  and  frigid  features,  and  muttered,  half  to  him- 
self, "Surely,  in  so  mvtch  ooorage  the  true  disciple  is 
found  at  last."  Then,  speaking  aloud,  he  added, 
"Be  it  Bo;  man's  first  initiation  is  in  trance.  In 
dreams  commences  all  human  knowledge;  in  dieama 
hoTets  over  measureless  spaoe  the  first  faint  brii^e 
between  spirit  and  spirit, —  this  world  and  the  worlda 
beyondl    Look  steadfastly  on  yonder  star!  " 

Glyndon  obeyed,  and  Mejnour  retired  into  the  cham- 
ber, from  which  tiiere  then  slowly  emeiged  a  vapor, 
somewhat  paler  and  of  fainter  odor  than  that  which  had 
nearly  prodoced  so  &ita1  an  effect  on  his  frame.  This, 
on  the  contrary,  as  it  coiled  around  him,  and  then 
melted  in  thin  spires  into  the  air,  breathed  a  refreshing 
sad  healthful  fragrance.  He  still  kept  his  eyea  on  the 
star,  and  the  star  seemed  gradually  to  fix  and  command 
his  gaze.  A  sort  of  languor  next  seized  his  frame,  but 
without,  as  he  thought,  communicating  itself  to  the 
mind;  and  as  this  crept  over  him,  he  felt  his  temples 
sprinkled  with  some  volatile  and  fiery  essence.  At  the 
same  moment  a  slight  tremor  shook  his  limbs  and 
ttiriiled  through  his  veins.  The  languor  increaeed, 
•till  he  kept  his  gaie  upon  the  star,  and  now  its  lumi- 
nous circumference  seemed  to  expand  and  dilate.  It 
became  gradually  aofter  and  clearer  in  its  light;  spread- 
ing wider  and  broader,  it  diffused  all  space,  —  all  space 
seemed  swallowed  up  in  it.  And  at  last,  in  the  midst 
of  a  silver  shining  atmosphere,  he  felt  as  if  something 
burst  within  his  brain,  —  as  if  a  strong  chain  were 
broken ;  and  t^  that  moment  a  sense  of  heavenly  liberty, 
of  tmntterable  delight,  of  freedom  from  the  body,  of 
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Iriidlika  lightneaa,  SMmed  to  float  him  into  the  ipw* 
itMlf.  "Whom,  now  upon  euth,  doat  tbon  with  to 
seel"  whupeied  the  voice  of  jtfejnoar.  'Viola  and 
Zationil "  ansveted  Oljndon,  in  his  heart;  but  he  felt 
that  Mb  lipe  moTod  not.  Suddenly  at  that  thought,  — 
through  thia  apace,  in  which  nothing  save  one  mellow 
tranalucant  light  had  been  discernible,  —  a  swift  aoc- 
ceaaion  of  shadowy  landacapes  seemed  to  roll:  traes, 
mouaUins,  cities,  seas,  glided  along  like  the  changes  of 
a  phantasmagoria;  and  at  last,  settled  and  stationary,  he 
saw  a  cava  by  the  gradual  marge  of  an  ocean  shore,  — 
myrtles  and  orange-trees  clothing  the  gentle  banks.  On 
a  height,  at  a  distance,  gleamed  the  white  but  shattered 
relics  of  soma  ruined  heathen  edifice;  and  the  moon,  in 
calm  splendor,  shining  over  all,  literally  bathed  with 
its  light  two  forms  withoat  the  cave,  at  whose  feet  the 
blue  waters  crept,  and  he  thought  that  he  even  heard 
them  murmur.  He  recognited  both  the  figures.  Zenoni 
was  seated  on  a  fragment  of  stone;  Viola,  half-reclining 
by  his  side,  was  looking  into  his  face,  which  was  bent 
down  to  her,  and  in  her  countenance  was  the  expiesBion 
of  that  perfect  happiness  which  belongs  to  perfect  love. 
" Wonldst  thou  hear  them  speakt  "  whispered  Hejnoat; 
and  again,  without  somid,  Glyndon  inly  answered, 
"  Yesl  "  Their  voices  then  came  to  his  ear,  bnt  in  tones 
that  aeemed  to  him  strange;  so  subdued  were  they,  and 
sounding,  as  it  were,  so  far  off,  that  they  were  as  voices 
heard  in  the  visions  of  some  holier  men  from  a  distant 
sphere. 

"  And  how  is  it,"  said  Viola,  "  that  thou  canst  find 
pleasure  in  listening  to  the  ignorant  1 " 

*  Because  the  heart  is  never  ignorant;  because  the  mys- 
teries of  the  feelings  are  as  full  of  wonder  as  those  of  the 
intellect.     If  at  times  thou  canst  not  comprehend  the 
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IsngTUige  of  1117  thm^ts,  at  timea  alw  I  hmt  sweat 
enigmas  in  tiiat  of  thy  emotions." 

"  Ah,  aaj  not  bo]  "  said  Viola,  winding  her  um  ten- 
derly loimd  his  neck,  and  under  that  heavenly  light  her 
face  seemed  lovelier  for  its  Unshes.  "  For  the  enigmas 
aie  bnt  love's  common  lai^:nage,  and  love  should  solve 
them.  Till  I  knew  thee,  —  till  I  lived  with  thes;  till 
I  learned  to  watch  for  thy  footstep  when  absent:  yet 
even  in  absence  to  we  thee  everywheiel  —  I  dreamed  not 
how  strong  and  all-pervading  is  the  oonneotion  between 
natoie  and  the  human  soul  I  .  .  . 

*  And  yet,"  she  oontinned,  "  I  am  now  assoied  of 
what  I  at  first  believed, —  that  the  feeli:^  which 
attnoted  me  towards  thee  at  first  were  not  those  of  love. 
I  know  that,  by  comparing  the  present  with  the  past, 
—  it  was  a  sentiment  then  wholly  of  the  mind  01  the 
spirit!  I  could  not  hear  thee  now  say,  '  Viola,  be 
happy  with  another  I '  " 

"  And  Z  eonld  not  now  tell  thee  sol  Ah,  Viola, 
never  be  weary  of  assuring  me  that  thou  art  happy  I  " 

"Happy  while  thou  art  so.  Yet  at  times,  Zononi, 
tiumartso  sadi " 

"Because  human  life  is  so  short;  beoauae  we  must 
part  at  last;  because  yon  moon  shines  on  when  the- 
nightingale  sings  to  it  no  morel  A  little  while,  and 
thine  eyes  will  grow  dim,  and  thy  beauty  haggard,  and 
these  locks  that  I  toy  with  now  will  be  gray  and 
loveless." 

"And  tiion, oruel  onet"  said  Viola,  touchingly,  "I 
shall  never  see  the  signs  of  age  in  thee)  But  shall  we 
not  grow  old  together,  and  our  eyes  be  accustomed  to  a 
change  which  the  heart  shall  not  share  I  " 

Zuioni  sighed.  He  turned  away,  and  seemed  to 
oommune  with  himself. 
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Glyiulon'B  attantion  giev  yet  more  eanwai. 
"But  were  it  so,"  mattoied  Zanoni ;  and  then  looking 
Bteadfutly  at  ViaU,  he  aaid,  with  a  half-amile,  "  Host 
thou  oo  curiosity  to  loam  more  of  the  lorai  thou  onoa 
couldst  belioTe  the  agent  of  the  Evil  One  t  " 

"  None;  all  that  one  wishes  to  know  of  the  beloved 
one,  I  know  —  that  thou  loveat  me/  " 

"  I  have  told  thee  that  mj  life  is  apart  from  others. 
Wouldst  thou  not  seek  to  share  Itt  " 
"  I  share  it  nowl  " 

"  But  were  it  possible  to  be  thus  yom^  and  feir  for- 
ever, till  the  world  biases  round  na  as  one  funeral 
pytel" 

"  We  shall  be  so,  when  we  leave  the  world  I  " 
Zanoni  was  mute  for  some  momeuts,  and  at  length  he 
said,  — 

"  Canat  thou  recall  thoae  brilliant  and  atrial  dreams 
which  once  visited  thee,  when  thou  didst  fancy  that 
thou  wert  preordained  to  some  fat«  aioU  and  a<ar  from   ' 
the  common  children  of  the  earth  t  " 
*  Zanoni,  the  fate  ie  found." 
"  Xnd  hast  thou  no  terroi  of  the  futniel  " 
"The  fntorel     I  forget  it  I     Time  past  and  present 
and  to  come  reposes  in  thy  smile.     Ab,  Zanoni,  play 
not  with  tbe  foolieh  cndulities  of  my  youth  1    I  bave 
been  better  and  humbler  since  tby  presence  has  dispelled 
the  mist  of  the  air.     The  future!  —  well,  when  I  have 
cause  to  dread  it,  I  will  look  up  to  heaven,  and  remem- 
ber who  guides  our  fate  I  " 

As  she  lifted  her  eyes  above,  a  dark  cloud  swept  sud- 
denly over  the  scene.  It  wrapped  the  orange-trees,  the 
azure  ocean,  the  dense  sands;  but  still  the  last  images 
that  it  veiled  from  the  charmed  eyes  of  Olyndon  were 
the  forms  of  Viola  and  Zanoni.     The  face  of  the  one 
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npt,  nmie,  and  ndumt;  the  fue  of  ttw  other,  dark, 
thooghtful,  and  locked  in  more  than  its  wsaai  rigidneaa 
of  nwlsncbolf  beaaty  and  profoond  repow. 

'  Boiue  thyaelt,"  said  Mejnour;  *  thy  ordaal  has  com- 
menoedl  Iheie  are  pretenden  to  the  solemn  Bcieaoe 
who  oould  havft  ahown  thee  the  absent^  and  prated  to 
thee,  in  their  charlatanic  jaigon,  of  the  secret  electriei- 
tiea  and  the  magnetic  fluid  of  whose  tme  propertiea 
thej  know  but  the  germs  and  elementa.  I  will  lend 
thee  the  books  of  those  glorioua  dupes,  and  thou  wilt 
find,  in  the  dark  ages,  how  many  erring  steps  have 
stumbled  upon  the  threshold  of  the  might;  learning, 
and  fancied  they  had  pierced  the  temple.  Hermes  and 
Albert  and  Pataoelsus,  I  knew  ye  ill:  but,  nobis  as 
jre  wsra,  ;e  were  fated  to  be  deoeived.  Te  had  not 
souls  of  faith,  and  daring  fitted  for  the  destinies  at 
which  ye  aimed  1  Yet  Paracelsus  —  modest  Paraoelsos 
—  had  an  am^ance  that  soared  higbei  than  all  our 
kaowlei^.  Hoi  ho!  —  he  thought  he  oould  make  a 
race  of  men  from  chemiaby;  he  arrogated  to  himself  the 
DiTine  gift,  —  the  breath  of  life.*  He  would  have  made 
men,  and,  after  all,  oonfeBsed  that  they  could  be  but  pjg- 
miesl  My  art  is  to  make  men  above  mankind.  But 
you  are  impatient  of  my  dlgiessions.  Forgive  me. 
All  these  men  (they  were  great  dreamers,  as  you  desire 
to  be)  were  intimate  friends  of  mine.  But  they  are  dead 
and  rotten.  They  talked  of  spirits,  —  but  they  dreaded 
to  be  in  other  company  than  that  of  men.  Like  orators 
whom  I  hsve  heard,  when  I  stood  by  the  Pnyx  of 
Aliens,  blazing  with  words  like  comets  in  the  assembly, 
and  extinguishing  their  ardor  like  holiday  rockets 
when  they  were  in  the  field.  Ho!  hoi  Demosthenes,  my 
hen-coward,  how  nimble  were  thy  heels  at  Gheeroneal 
1  Pauoums,  IM  Hat.  Ar,  Ub.  L 
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And  thoa  art  impatient  still  t  Bo;,  I  eoold  tolLtheo 
such  tratha  of  the  post  as  would  make  thee  the  laminu; 
of  schools.  But  thou  luateat  only  for  the  shadovs  of 
the  future.  Thou  sbalt  have  tb;  wish.  But  llie  mind 
must  be  first  exercised  and  trained.  Qo  to  thj  room, 
and  sleep;  fast  austerely;  read  no  books;  meditate, 
imagine,  dream,  bewilder  thyself  if  thou  wilt. 
Thought  shapes  out  ite  own  chaoe  at  last.  Before 
midnight,  s«ek  me  again  I  " 
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hUH  thkt  w«  who  eudMTor  to  riw  to  an  Blantkai  ta  rabliin*, 
■honld  ttaij  Ant  to  leave  b«hia<I  cunal  aflectloiui,  the  f lall^  of 
tb»  aeiUM,  the  paMions  that  belong  to  matter  j  MeouHj,  to 
lauii  bf  what  meaiu  we  may  aecend,  to  the  cHmaz  ot  pore 
inlellBct,  nnited  with  the  powen  abore,  without  which  nerer  can 
we  gain  the  lore  of  aeciet  thing*,  nor  the  magic  that  eSacti  tnw 
wooden.  —  TuTUftai  On  Stcrtl  Thlagi  and  Stent  Spintt. 

It  wanted  still  manf  minutea  of  midnight,  uid  Oljndon 
was  ttDce  mora  Id  the  Bpftrtment  of  the  mystic.  He  had 
rigidly  observed  the  fast  ordained  to  him ;  and  in  the 
npt  and  intense  reveries  into  which  hia  excited  fancy 
hod  plonged  him,  he  was  not  only  insensihle  to  the 
wvits  of  Uie  flesh,  —  he  felt  shore  them. 

Mqjnour,  seated  heeide  his  disciple,  thus  addressed 
him:  — 

"Han  is  srr(^ant  in  proportion  to  his  ignorance. 
Han's  natural  tendency  is  to  ^otism.  Man,  in  his 
infancy  of  knowledge,  thinks  that  all  creation  was 
formed  for  him.  For  several  ages  he  saw  in  the  connt- 
less  worlds  that  sparkle  through  space  like  the  buhbles 
of  a  shoreless  ocean  only  the  petty  candles,  the  house- 
hold torches,  that  Providence  had  been  pleased  to  light 
for  no  other  purpose  but  to  make  the  night  more  agree- 
able to  man.  Astronomy  has  corrected  this  delusion  of 
human  vanity;  and  man  now  reluctantly  confesses  that 
the  stars  are  worlds  larger  and  more  glorious  than  bis 
own,  —  that  the  earth  on  which  he  crawls  is  a  scarce 
visible  speck  on  the  vast  chart  of  creation.     But  in  ib» 
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bhibII  u  in  the  vut,  Ood  is  eqoallj  profuse  of  tifa. 
The  tnveller  looks  upon  the  tree,  tmd  fancies  its  bougha 
were  formed  foi  his  shelter  in  the  summeF  Bun,  or  Mb 
fuel  in  the  winter  frosts.  But  ia  each  leaf  of  these 
boughs  the  Creator  lias  made  a  world ;  it  swarma  with 
innumerable  races.  Each  drop  of  the  water  in  yon 
moat  is  an  orb  more  populous  than  a  kii^om  is  of 
men.  Ererywheie,  then,  in  this  immense  design, 
science  bnngs  new  life  to  light.  Life  is  the  one  pervad- 
ing principle,  and  even  the  thing  that  seems  to  die  and 
pntrify  hut  engenders  new  life,  and  changes  to  fresh 
forms  of  matter.  Reasoning,  then,  hj  evident  anali^y: 
if  not  a  leaf,  if  not  a  drop  of  water,  but  is,  no  lees 
than  yonder  star,  a  habitable  and  breathing  world,  — 
nay,  if  even  man  himself  is  a  world  to  other  lives,  and 
millions  and  myriads  dwell  in  the  rivers  of  his  blood, 
and  inhabit  man's  frame  as  man  inhabits  earth,  common* 
sense  (if  your  schoolmen  had  it)  would  suffice  to  teach 
that  the  circumfluent  infinite  which  you  call  space  — 
the  boundless  Impalpable  which  divides  earth  from  the 
moon  and  stars  —  is  filled  also  with  ita  correspondent 
and  appropriate  life,  tie  it  not  a  visible  absurdity  to 
suppose  that  being  is  crowded  upon  every  leaf,  and  yet 
absent  from  the  immensities  of  space  ?j  The  law  of  the 
Great  System  forbids  the  waste  even  of  an  atom;  it 
knows  no  spot  where  something  of  life  does  not  breathe. 
In  the  very  chamel-houae  is  the  nursery  of  production 
and  animation.  Is  that  truel  Well,  then,  can  you 
conceive  that  space,  which  is  the  infinite  itself,  is  alone 
a  waste,  is  alone  lifeless,  is  less  useful  to  the  one  design 
of  ttniveraal  being  than  the  dead  carcass  of  a  dog,  than 
the  peopled  leaf,  than  the  swarming  globule?  The 
microscope  shows  you  the  creatures  on  the  leaf;  no 
meclianioal  tube  is  yet  invented  to  discover  the  noblei 
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aad  mow  giftad  things  that  hover  in  the  illimitable  air. 
Yet  btttween  theae  last  and  man  ii  a  mjatezimu  and 
terrible  affinity.  'AnA  henes,  by  tales  and  l^«ndi,  not 
ThoUy  falae  nor  wholly  trne,  hare  ariiea  from  time 
to  time,  beliefs  in  apparitions  and  speotna.  If  mar* 
oommoD  to  the  earlier  and  aimplar  tribos  than  to  the 
men  of  your  duller  age,  it  is  bnt  that,  with  the  first, 
the  senses  are  more  keen  and  quiek.  And  as  ttte  aav^e 
can  see  or  eoent  milee  away  the  traces  of  a  fos,  inviaiUe 
to  the  gKMS  sense  of  the  oiviliced  animal,  ao  the  barrier 
itself  between  him  and  the  creatures  of  Qia  af^  world  is 
less  thickened  and  obscured.  Do  you  listen  I " 
"  With  my  soul  1  " 

"  But  first,  to  penetrate  this  barrier,  the  soul  with 
which  you  listen  must  be  sharpened  by  intense  entha* 
siasra,  purified  from  all  earthlier  deaiies.  Not  without 
reason  hare  the  so-atyled  magicians,  in  all  lands  and 
times,  insisted  on  chastity  and  abetemiona  reverie  as 
the  commanioants  of  inspiration.  Wfasn  thus  prepared, 
science  can  be  brought  to  aid  it;  the  sight  itself  may 
be  rendered  more  subtle,  the  nerves  more  acute,  the 
spirit  more  alive  and  outward,  and  the  elomant  itMlf -~- 
the  air,  the  space  —  may  be  made,  by  certain  seoieta  of 
tin  higher  chemistry,  more  palpable  and  clear.  And 
this,  too,  is  not  magic,  as  the  credulous  call  it;  as  I  have 
so  often  said  before,  magic  (or  seienoe  that  violatea 
ITature)  exists  not:  it  is  bat  the  seienoe  by  which 
Xature  can  be  controlled.  Vow,  in  space  there  are 
miltions  of  beings  not  literally  spiritual,  for  th^  hav« 
all,  like  the  animalouln  unseen  by  the  naked  eye,  oer-' 
t«in  forms  of  matter,  though  matter  so  delicate,  air- 
drawn,  and  subtle,  that  it  is,  as  it  were,  but  a  film,  a 
gossamer  that  clothes  tiie  spirit.  Henoe  the  Sosioru- 
eian's  lovely  phantoms  of  sylph  and  gnome.     Tet,  iU' 
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troth,  tiiMe  iMM  &ad  ttibM  differ  mon  widely,  each 
from  sMh,  than  the  Calmuc  from  the  Gheek,  —  diffec  ia 
attributes  asd  powers.  In  the  drop  ot  water  you  see  how 
the  animalouln  Tary,  how  rast  and  terrible  are  some  of 
tikoae  monster  mitea  aa  compared  with  othert.  Equally 
■o  with  the  inbsbitonta  of  the  atnuMphere:  some  of 
surpassing  wisdom,  some  of  horrible  malignity;  some 
hostile  ma  fiends  to  men,  oUien  gentle  aa  meaaengera 
between  earth  and  heaven.  He  who  would  eetabliBh 
intetcouxse  with  these  varying  beings  lesemblea  the 
traveller  who  would  penetrate  into  unknown  lands. 
He  is  exposed  to  sbange  dangen  and  unconjeotured 
tenors.  That  tTUeroourae  once  gained,  I  cannot  uetire 
theefroM  the  ehancet  to  vihvsh  thy  journey  it  expoied. 
I  oannot  direct  tiiee  to  paths  free  from  the  wanderings 
of  the  deadliest  foes.  Thou  must  alone,  and  of  thyself, 
faoe  and  hazaid  all.  But  if  thou  art  so  enamoured  of 
life  as  to  oare  only  to  live  on,  no  matter  for  what  ends, 
recruiting  the  nerves  and  veins  with  the  alchemist's 
vivifying  elixir,  why  seek  these  dangers  from  Uw  inter* 
mediate  tribes  t  Because  the  very  elixir  that  pours  a 
more  glorious  life  into  the  frame,  so  sharpens  the  senses 
that  those  larvn  of  the  air  become  to  thee  audible  and 
apparent;  eo  that,  unless  trained  by  degrees  to  endure 
the  phantoms  and  subdue  their  malice,  a  life  thus  gifted 
would  be  the  most  awful  doom  man  could  bring  upon 
himself.  Hence  it  is,  that  though  the  elixir  be  com- 
pounded of  the  simplest  herba,  his  frame  only  is  pre- 
pared to  receive  it  who  has  gone  through  the  subtlest 
trials.  Nay,  some,  scared  and  daunted  into  the  most 
intolerable  horror  by  the  sights  that  burst  upon  their 
eyes  at  the  first  draught,  have  found  the  potion  less 
powerful  to  save  than  the  agony  and  travail  of  Nature  to 
deatroy.     To  the  unprepared  the  elixir  ia  thna  but  the 
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deadliest  poieon.  Amidst  the  dwellen  of  the  tbieshold 
ia  ONE,  too,  turpuBing  in  malignity  end  hatzed  oil  her 
tribe,  —  one  whoee  eyes  have  paralyied  the  brsTeit,  and 
Those  power  inereasea  over  the  spirit  praciselj  in  pro- 
pottion  to  its  feai.     Does  thy  courage  falter  t  " 

"Nay;  thy  words  but  kindle  it." 

"Follow  me,  then,  aud  aulonit  to  the  initiatory 
labors." 

With  that,  Mejnour  led  him  into  the  interior  cham- 
ber, and  proceeded  to  explain  to  him  certain  chemical 
opeiationa  which,  though  extremely  simple  in  them* 
selves,  Olyndon  aoon  perceived  were  capable  of  very 
extraordinary  results. 

"  Iq  the  remoter  times,"  said  Mejnour,  smiling, "  ottr 
brotherhood  were  often  compelled  to  recur  to  delusiona 
to  protect  realities;  and,  as  dexterous  mechanicians  or 
expert  chemists,  they  obtained  the  name  of  soicerera. 
Observe  how  easy  to  construct  is  the  Specbe  Lion  that 
attended  the  renowned  Leonardo  da  Vinci  I  " 

And  Qlyndon  beheld  with  delighted  surprise  the  aim- 
pie  means  by  which  the  wildest  cheats  of  the  imagina- 
tion can  be  formed.  The  magical  landscapes  in  which 
Baptists  Porta  rejoioed;  the  apparent  change  of  the 
seasons  wiUi  which  Albectus  Magnus  startled  the  Earl 
of  Holland;  nay,  even  those  more  dread  delusions  of 
the  Ghost  and  Image  with  which  the  necromancers  of 
Heraelea  woke  the  conscience  of  the  conqueror  of 
Flatna,'  —  all  these,  as  the  showman  enchante  some 
trembling  children  on  a  Christmas  Eve  with  his  lantern 
and  phantasmagoria,  Mejnour  exhibited  to  his  pupil. 

"  And  now  U^h  forever  at  magic  I  when  these,  the 
mj  trioks,  the  very  sports  and  frivolities  of  science, 


n,s,t,..d:,i.  Google 


288  EUtOKI. 

WBT«  the  Ter}*  acts  which  men  vieired  with  ahhoneooe, 
and  inquisitore  and  kings  rewarded  with  the  rack  and 
the  stake. " 

*  But  the  alchemist's  tmumntation  of  metals  —  " 
"  Nature  herself  is  a  laboratory  in  which  metals,  and 
all  elements,  are  forever  at  change.  Easy  to  make  gold, 
—  easier,  more  commodious,  and  cheaper  still,  to  make 
the  pearl,  the  diamond,  and  the  ruby.  Oh,  yes;  wise 
men  found  sorcery  in  this  too;  but  they  found  no 
sorcery  in  the  diecorery  that  by  the  simplest  combina- 
tion of  things  of  everyday  use  they  could  raise  a  devil 
that  would  sweep  away  thousands  of  their  kind  by  the 
breath  of  consuming  fire.  Discover  what  will  destroy 
life,  and  you  ate  a  great  man  I  —  what  will  prolong  it, 
and  you  are  an  impostoi!  Discover  some  invention  in 
machinery  that  will  make  the  rich  more  rich  and  the 
poor  more  poor,  and  they  will  build  you  a  statue  I 
Discover  some  mystery  in  art  that  will  equalise  physical 
disparities,  and  they  will  pull  down  their  own  houaes 
to  stone  you!  Ha,  ha,  my  pupil t  such  is  the  world 
Zanoni  still  cares  fori  —  you  and  I  will  leave  this  world 
to  itself.  And  now  that  you  have  seen  some  few  of  the 
effects  of  science,  begin  to  learn  ite  grammar." 

Mejnour  then  set  before  his  pupil  certain  tasks,  in 
which  the  rest  of  the  night  wore  itself  away. 
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Orcat  tnmia  luth  the  goitle  CalldoM 
Aad  tojrk  eodnred  ,  .  . 

H«  clMwaat  to  «py  a  loit  of  ibepheud  gmomi^ 
WMjbig  ott  )upe>  and  caroliiig  apace. 
,  .  .  He,  there,  beajde 
Saw  a  fain  damuU. 

Braamm,  FatrU  Qaeau,  cant  ix. 

Fob  ft  ocHuiderable  p«riod  the  pitpQ  of  Majnoor  wu 
now  kbaorbad  in  labor  deputdent  on  ths  moat  vigilaat 
ftttention,  on  Uke  moat  minute  and  subtle  calcnlataoD. 
KeniltB  astonishing  and  variona  rewarded  his  toils  and 
stimulated  his  interest.  Nor  wera  these  stodies  limited 
to  chemical  diacoTei;,—  in  which  it  is  permitted  me  to 
say  that  the  greatest  marvels  upon  the  organijsatum  of 
physical  life  seemed  wrought  by  experiments  of  ^e  viri- 
fying  influence  of  heat.  liejnour  professed  to  find  • 
link  between  all  intelleotoal  beings  in  the  existence  of  a 
certain  all-pervading  uid  iavisihle  fluid  resembling  elec- 
tnatj,  jet  distioot  from  the  known  operations  of  that 
mysterknts  ageno;  — a  fluid  that  conneeted  tfaought  to 
thought  witii  the  rapidity  and  preciston  of  the  modem 
telegraph,  and  the  influence  of  this  influence,  aocording 
to  Uejnonr,  extended  to  the  remotest  past,  —  that  is  to 
say,  whenever  and  whereaoeTer  man  had  thought.  Thus, 
if  the  doctrine  were  true,  all  human  knowledge  became 
attainable  throt^h  a  medium  established  between  the 
brain  of  the  iadiTidual  inquirer  and  all  the  farthest  and 
1> 
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obscurest  r^ons  id  tbe  universe  of  ideas.  Gljmdon  wu 
surprised  to  fiod  Mejnour  attached  to  the  abstruse  mye- 
teiies  which  the  Pythagoreans  ascribed  to  the  occult 
science  of  Nohhsbs.  In  this  last,  new  lights  glimmered 
diml;  <«  his  eyes ;  and  he  begsu  to  perceive  that  even 
the  power  to  predict^  or  rather  to  calculate,  result^ 
might  by  —  > 

But  he  observed  that  the  last  brief  prooess  by  which, 
in  each  <ji  these  experiments,  the  wonder  was  achieved,.^ 
Mejnour  reserved  for  himself  and  lefused  to  communi- 
cate the  secret.  The  answer  he  obtained  to  his  remon- 
strances  on  this  head  was  more  stem  than  eatiafactoiy : 
."Dost  thou  thinJc,"  said  M^nour,  "that  I  would 
give  to  the  mere  pupil,  whose  qualities  are  not  yet  tried, 
powers  that  might  change  the  face  of  the  social  world  I 
The  last  secrets  are  intrusted  only  to  him  of  whose  vir- 
tue the  Master  is  oonvinced.  ratienoel  It  is  labor 
its^  that  is  the  great  purifiei  of  the  mindi  and  by 
degrees  the  secrete  will  grow  upon  thyself  as  thy  mind 
becomes  riper  to  receive  them." 

At  last  Mejnour  professed  himself  satisfied  with  the 
progresa  mads  by  his  pupil.  "The  hour  now  arrives," 
he  said,  "  when  thou  mayat  pass  the  great  but  airy 
banier, — when  thou  mayst  gradually  confront  the  terri- 
ble Dweller  of  the  Threshold.  Continue  thy  labors, 
—  continue  to  suppress  thine  impatience  for  results  until 
thou  canst  fathom  the  causes.  I  leave  thee  for  <Hie 
month;  if  at  the  end  of  that  period,  when  I  return,  the 
tasks  set  thee  are  completed,  and  thy  mind  prepared  by 
contemplation  and  austere  thought  for  the  oideal,  1 
promise  thee  the  ordeal  shall  commence.  One  caution 
alone  I  give  thao :  regard  it  as  a  peremptory  command, 
>  HM*  tluie  U  an  en«iM  In  the  lis. 
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enter  not  this  dumber] "  (The;  were  then  etuidmg 
in  tlie  room  when  their  ezperimenta  httd  been  chiefly 
nude,  end  in  which  QlTudon,  on  the  night  he  h&d 
Bought  the  solitude  of  the  mystic,  had  nearly  fallen  a 
victim  to  his  intrusion,) 

"  Enter  not  this  chamber  till  my  retam;  or,  above  all, 
if  by  any  search  for  materiais  neceesary  to  thy  toils  thou 
shouldst  Tentnre  hither,  forbear  to  light  the  naphtha 
in  those  Tessels,  and  to  open  the  vases  on  yonder  shelves. 
I  leave  the  key  of  the  room  in  thy  keeping,  in  order 
to  try  thy  abstinence  and  aeU-control.  Yomig  m&o,  this 
very  temptation  ie  a  part  of  thy  trial. " 

With  that,  MejnouT  placed  the  key  in  his  hands, 
and  at  sonset  he  left  the  castle. 

Por  several  days  Glyndon  continued  immersed  in 
employments  which  strained  to  the  utmost  all  the 
fseulties  of  bia  intellect.  Even  the  moet  partial  saccess 
depended  so  sntiiely  on  the  abetraotioa  of  the  mind, 
ami  &e  minnteness  of  its  calcnlstiODS,  that  there  was 
scarcely  room  for  any  other  thought  than  those  abeorbed 
m  the  occupation.  And  donbtlete  this  perpetual  strain 
of  the  facuKdee  was  the  object  of  Mejaour  in  works  that 
did  not  seem  exactly  pertinent  to  the  purposes  in  viewi 
As  the  study  of  the  elementary  mathematics,  for  example, 
is  not  no  profitable  in  the  solving  of  problems,  useless  in 
our  after-callings,  as  it  is  serviceable  in  training  the 
intellect  to  the  coropiehension  and  analysis  of  general 
troths. 

But  in  less  than  half  the  time  which  Mejnour  had 
stated  for  the  duratitm  of  his  absence,  all  that  the 
mystic  hod  appointed  to  his  toils  was  completed  by  the 
pupil;  and  then  his  mind,  thus  relieved  from  the 
drudgery  and  mechanism  of  employment,  once  more 
sought  occupation  in  dim  conjeoturo  and  restless  fancies. 
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His  inqaiflHiTe  utd  zmsh  natiirB  grew  exeitad  hy  flu 
profailutioii  of  Hejnonr,  and  he  fonnd  himaelf  gwng 
too  often,  with  pertaTbed  and  daring  curiosity,  up<« 
the  key  of  the  forbidden  chamber.  He  began  to  feel 
indignant  at  a  trial  of  conatancy  which  he  deemed  frivo- 
lous and  puerile.  What  nomry  tales  of  Blnebeatd  and 
his  cloeet  w«ie  reviTed  to  daunt  and  terrify  himl  How 
could  tiie  mere  walla  of  a  chamber,  in  which  he  had  bo 
often  securely  porsned  hie  labors,  start  into  living 
danger  I  If  haunted,  it  conld  be  but  by  those  deluaions 
which  Mejnom  had  taught  him  to  despiae, —  a  ahadowy 
lion, —  a  chemical  phantaami  Toahl  he  loot  half  his 
awe  of  Hejnotii,  when  he  thon^t  that  by  such  tricks 
the  sage  could  practise  upon  the  very  intellect  he  had 
awakened  and  instructed !  Still  he  resisted  the  impulses 
of  his  curioaity  and  his  pride,  and,  to  escape  from  their 
dictation,  he  took  long  rambles  on  the  hilla,  oi  amidat 
the  valleys  that  snnounded  the  caatle,  —  seeking  hj 
bodily  fatigue  to  subdue  the  unreposing  miud.  One  day 
suddenly  emerging  from  a  dark  ravine,  he  came  upon 
one  of  those  Italian  scenes  of  nual  festivity  and  mirth 
in  which  tiie  classic  age  appears  to  revive.  It  was  a 
festival,  partly  agricultural,  partly  leligiona,  held  yeariy 
by  the  peasants  of  that  district.  Assembled  at  the  out- 
skirts of  a  village,  animated  crowds,  just  returned  from 
a  procession  to  a  neighboring  chapel,  were  now  forming 
themselTBe  into  groups:  ths  old  to  tsMe  the  vintage,  the 
yoong  to  dance,— all  to  be  gay  and  happy.  This  sudden 
pictoie  of  easy  joy  and  careless  ignorance,  ocmtiast- 
ing  so  forcibly  witti  the  intense  studies  and  ^t  parching 
desire  for  wisdom  which  had  so  long  made  up  hie  own 
life,  and  humed  at  his  own  heart,  eennhly  affected 
Olyndon.  As  he  stood  aloof  and  garing  on  them,  the 
young  man  felt  once  more  that  he  was  young.     Ths 
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meiDoi;  of  all  he  had  been  content  to  sacrifice  spoke  to 
him  like  the  sharp  voice  of  remorse.  The  flitting  forma 
of  the  vomen  in  their  picturesque  attire,  their  happy 
laughter  ringing  throi^h  the  cool,  still  air  of  the  autiimu 
noon,  brought  back  to  the  heart,  or  rather  perhaps  to 
the  aeuHe,  the  images  of  hia  past  time,  the  "  golden  shep- 
herd hours,"  vhen  to  live  was  but  to  ei^o;. 

He  approached  nearer  and  nearer  to  the  scene,  and 
suddenly  a  noisy  group  swept  round  him ;  and  Maestro 
Paolo,  tapping  him  familiarly  on  the  shoulder,  ezdaimed 
in  a  hearty  voice,  "  Welcome,  Excellency  I  —  we  are 
rejoiced  to  see  you  amon^  ns,"  Glyndon  was  aboat  to 
reply  to  this  salutation,  whan  his  eyes  rested  npon  the 
face  of  a  young  girl  leaning  on  Paolo's  arm,  of  a  beauty 
so  attractive  that  his  color  rase  snd  his  heart  beat  as  he 
encountered  her  gaie.  Her  eyes  sparkled  with  a  roguish 
and  petulant  mirth,  her  parted  lipa  showed  teeth  like 
pearls;  as  if  impatdent  at  the  pause  of  her  companioQ 
from  the  revel  of  the  rest,  her  little  foot  beat  the  ground 
to  a  measoie  that  she  half-hummed,  half-chanted.  Paolo 
langhed  sa  he  saw  the  eflect  the  girl  had  prodnoed  upon 
the  yoODg  foreigner. 

"Will  yon  not  dance,  Excellency  I  Come,  lay  aaida 
your  greatnees,  and  be  merry,  like  us  poor  devils.  See 
how  OUT  pretty  FiUide  is  longing  for  a  partner.  Take 
compaasiou  on  ber." 

FiUide  pouted  at  this  speech,  and,  disengaging  her 
arm  from  Paolo's,  turned  away,  but  threw  over  bet 
abonlder  a  glance  half  inviting,  half  defying.  Glyodcm, 
almost  involuntarily,  advanced  to  her,  and  addressed  her. 

Oh,  yes;  he  addiesses  herl  She  looks  down,  and 
smiles.  Paolo  learee  them  to  themselves,  sauntering  oft 
with  a  devll-me-carish  air.  Fillide  speaks  now,  and 
looks  up  at  the  scholar's  face  with  arch  invitation.     He 
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shakee  hia  haad;  FilUde  lai^bo,  and  hei  laogh  ia  nlTei;. 
She  points  to  &  gay  mouDtoineer,  who  is  tripping  op  to 
her  merrily.  Why  does  Glyndon  feel  jealous t  Why, 
when  she  speaks  again,  does  he  shake  his  head  no  mon  I 
He  offers  his  hand ;  Fillide  blushes,  and  takes  it  with  a 
demuie  ooquetoy.  WhatI  is  it  so,  iudeedl  They  whirl 
into  the  noisy  circle  of  the  rerellen.  Ha!  ha  I  is  not 
this  better  than  liiaHllifig  herbs,  and  breaking  thy  brains 
on  Pythagorean  numbers  1  How  lightly  Fillide  bounds 
along  I  How  her  lithesome  waist  supples  itself  to  thy 
circling  arm  I  Tata-ia-tara,  ta-tara,  lara-ial  What  the 
devil  is  in  the  measure  that  it  makes  the  blood  course 
like  quicksilver  through  the  veins  I  Was  there  ever  s 
pair  of  eyes  like  Fillide'st  Nothing  of  the  cold  stars 
there!  Yet  how  they  twinkle  and  lau^  at  theel  And 
that  rosy,  pnrsed-up  mouth  that  will  answer  so  sparingly 
to  thy  flatteries,  as  if  words  were  a  waste  of  time,  and 
kisses  were  their  proper  language.  Oh,  pupil  of  Mejuour  ! 
oh,  would-be  Boeicrucion,  PUtonist,  Mogion,  I  know 
not  what!  I  am  ashamed  of  theel  What,  in  the  names 
of  Averroes  and  Burri  and  Agrippa  and  Hermes  have 
become  of  thy  austere  contemplations  t  Was  it  for  ttiis 
thou  didst  resign  Viola  T  I  don't  tliiuk  tMu  hast  the 
smallest  recollection  of  the  elixir  or  the  Cobola.  Take 
care!  What  are  you  about,  strt  Why  do  yoa  clasp  that 
small  hand  locked  within  youi  own  I  Why  do  you  — 
Tara-iHiH  tara-io,  tara-i&ia-n,  rarara,  ta-ra  a-ral  K«ep 
your  eyes  off  those  slender  ankles  and  that  crimsoa 
bodice  1  Tara-rara-ra !  There  they  go  again  I  And  now 
they  rest  under  the  broad  trees.  The  revel  has  whiried 
away  from  them.  They  hear  —  or  do  they  not  hear — 
die  laughter  at  the  distance  t  They  see — or  if  they 
have  their  eyes  about  them,  they  should  see— ooaple 
»fter  oouplfl  gliding  by,   love-talking  and  ]ov»4ooking. 
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Bnt  I  will  Uy  a  wager,  u  they  rit  under  that  tree,  nod 
the  round  aun  goes  down  behind  the  monntaina,  that 
they  aee  or  hear  very  little  ozcept  themselvee. 

"Hollo,  Signor  Excellency!  and  how  does  yonr 
pBTtoer  please  yoat  Come  and  join  our  feaat,  loiteiert; 
one  dancea  more  merrily  after  wine." 

Itown  goes  the  round  tun ;  up  conies  the  autumn  moon. 
Tata,  Un,  rarara,  rarara,  tatara-ia  1  Dancing  again ;  b  it 
a  dance,  or  some  movemeat  gayer,  noisier,  wilder  still  t 
How  they  glance  and  gleam  through  the  night  shadows^ 
those  flitting  fonns !  What  confusion !  —  what  order  1 
Hb,  tiiat  is  the  Tarantula  dance ;  Maestro  Paolo  foots  it 
bravely  I  Diavolo,  what  fury  I  the  Tarantula  has  stung 
them  alL  Dance  or  die ;  it  is  fury,  —  the  Goiybantes, 
the  Masnada,  the —  Ho,  hoi  more  wine!  the  Sabbat 
of  the  Witches  at  BeneT«nto  ia  «  joke  to  this  I  From 
cloud  to  cloud  wanders  the  moon,  —  now  shining,  tx>w 
lost.  Dimness  while  tiie  maiden  Uusheaj  light  when 
the  maiden  smilea. 

"  Fillide,  thou  art  an  enehantmast  " 

"  Bttona  notte,  Excellency ;  you  will  see  me  again  I  * 

"Ah,  young  man,"  said  an  old,  decrepit,  hollow-eyed 
octogenarian,  leaning  on  his  stafi^  "  make  the  best  of  your 
youth.  I,  too,  once  had  a  Fillidel  I  was  handsomer 
thanyouthent    Alas  I  if  we  oould  be  always  young!  " 

"Always  young!  "  Olyndon  atarted,  as  he  turned  hia 
gaze  from  the  fresh,  fair,  rosy  face  of  the  girl,  and  saw  the 
eyes  dropping  rheum,  the  yellow  wrinkled  skin,  the 
tottering  frame  of  the  old  man. 

**  Ha,  ha  t  "  said  the  decnpit  oreatuie,  hobbling  near  to 
him,  and  with  a  malicious  laugh.  "  Yet  I,  too,  was  young 
ODcel     Give  me  a  boioccho  for  a  glasa  of  aqua  vita !  " 

Tara,  rara,  ta-rara,  tara,  rara-ra!  There  dances  Youth) 
Wrap  &J  rags  round  thee,  and  totter  of^  Old  A|[e  I 
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WUlMt  Calldore  doM  foQcnr  tltX  f^M  m^fi, 
Unmindfttl  of  hii  tow  and  high  beheut 
Which  by  the  Furio  Qaeene  wai  od  Mm  1»7<L 

gpxiiaaB,  Faerit  Qitaau,  cNd.  x.  a.  I. 

It  wm  Hut  gnf ,  indirtinot,  struggling  interval  betwMo 
the  night  and  the  dawn,  when  Claience  stood  onoe  mora 
in  his  chamber.  The  abatmse  oalcnlationa  lying  on  hia 
table  caught  hia  eye,  and  filled  him  with  a  aentimeot  of 
wearioeaa  and  dietaate.  But  —  "  Alaa.if  we  could  be 
always  youngi  Oh,  tfaoa  horrid  spectre  of  the  old, 
rheam-eyed  man  I  What  apparition  can  the  myatic 
chamber  shadow  forth  more  ugly  and  more  hateful  than 
thont  Oh,  yea;  if  we  could  be  alwaya  yonngl  But 
'sot  [thinks  the  neophyte  now]  —  not  to  labor  forever  at 
these  crabbed  figures  and  these  cold  compounds  of  herha 
and  drugs.  No;  bat  to  enjoy,  to  love,  to  ravell 
What  should  be  the  companion  of  youth  but  pleasute  t 
And  the  gift  of  eternal  youth  may  be  mine  this  very 
hour!  What  means  this  prohibition  of  Mejnonr'st  Is 
it  not  of  the  same  complexion  as  his  ungenerous  leserve 
even  in  the  minutest  eeoreta  of  chemistry,  or  the  num* 
ben  of  his  Cabala  I  —  compelling  roe  to  perform  all  the 
toils,  and  yet  withholding  from  me  the  knowledge  of 
the  crowning  result  I  No  doubt  he  will  still,  on  hit 
return,  show  me  that  the  gnat  mystery  can  be  atteinod ; 
but  will  still  fOTbid  me  to  attain  it.  Is  it  not  as  if  be 
desired  te  keep  my  youtti  the  slave  to  hie  age;  to 
make  me  dependent  solely  on  himself;  to  bind  me  to 
a  journeyman's    service    by  psrpetual    excitement  to 
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onriosify.uMltlM  d^t  of  the  fraitB  he  plMe| .beyond m; 
lipa  t "  ThsMi  tad  many  nflectioiu  etill  more  npiniiig, 
distmbed  end  initeted  him.  Heated  with  wine  — 
excited  hf  the  wild  lerele  he  had  left  —  he  wu  uneble 
to  sleep.  The  image  of  that  revolting  Old  Age  whioh 
Time,  unlen  defeated,  must  bring  upon  himself,  quick- 
ened the  eegemesa  of  his  desire  for  the  ^■"''"g  and 
imperishable  Youth  he  ascribed  to  Zuiom.  The  pro- 
hibition only  served  to  onate  a  spirit  of  daiance.  The 
reviving  day,  laughing  joeuiidlj  through  his  lattice, 
dispelled  all  the  fears  and  superstitions  that  belong  to 
night.  The  mystic  chamber  presantad  to  hie  imagina* 
tion  nothing  to  differ  from  any  other  apartmwit  in  the 
caatle.  What  fool  or  malignant  apparition  oould  harm 
his  in  the  lif^t  of  that  blessed  sun  I  It  was  the  peou- 
liar,  and  on  the  whole  most  unhappy,  oontradicti<m  ia 
G-lyndon'a  nature,  that  while  his  reasonings  led  him  to 
doubt,  —  and  doabt  rendered  bim  in  moral  conduct 
irresolute  and  unsteady;  he  was  phyaieaUy  brave  to 
rashness.  Nor  is  this  nucommon;  soepticism  and 
presumption  an  often  twins.  When  a  man  of  this  char- 
acter determines  upon  any  action,  personal  fsar  never 
deters  him;  and  for  the  moral  fear,  any  sophistry  suffLces 
to  self-wilL  Almost  without  analysing  himself  the 
mental  proeesa  1^  whic^  his  nerves  hardened  themselves 
and  his  limbs  moved,  he  traversed  the  oomdor,  gained 
Meinour's  apartment,  and  opesod  the  forbidden  door. 
All  was  as  he  had  been  aceostomed  to  see  it,  save  that 
on  a  taUe  in  Hie  centre  of  the  room  lay  Open  a  large 
volume.  He  approaiAed,  and  gaied  on  the  chaiaote^ 
on  the  page;  they  were  in  s  cipher,  the  study  of  whioh 
had  made  a  part  of  his  labors.  With  but  alight  difficulty 
he  imagined  that  he  interi^eted  the  meaning  of  the 
fliit  sentenoes,  and  that  they  ran  thus:  — 
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'  To  qoaff  tlie  inner  life,  ia  to  we  th*  ontu  lite:  to 
lin  ia  defiance  of  time,  is  to  live  in  the  whole.  He 
wbodisooTeis  the  elixii  digooven  what  Ilea  in  ipaoe; 
for  the  apirit  that  Tiviflea  the  frame  strengtheau  the 
■enaes.  There  is  attcaetion  in  the  elementary  principle 
of  light.  In  the  lampa  of  Roaicmciua  tha  fire  is  the 
pan  elementary  principle.  Kindle  the  lamp*  while 
thou  openeat  the  vesael  that  contains  the  elixiT)  and 
the  light  attract*  towards  thee  those  beings  whose  life 
is  that  light.  Beware  of  Fear.  Fear  is  the  deadliest 
enemy  to  Knowledge."  Here  the  dphen  changed 
their  chsiseter,  and  became  tnoomprebensihle.  But 
had  he  not  nad  enough)  IHd  not  the  last  aentenoe 
suffice  t  —  "  Bewsre  of  Feai  I  "  It  was  as  if  Mejnonr 
had  purposely  left  the  page  open,  —  as  if  the  trial  was, 
in  truth,  the  reveiss  of  the  one  pretended;  as  if  die 
mystic  had  designed  to  make  experiment  of  his  oourago 
while  affecting  bnt  that  of  his  forbearaneo.  Not 
Boldnesa,  hut  Peer,  wsa  the  desdlieat  enemy  to  Knowl- 
edge. He  moved  to  the  shelTce  on  wbioh  tha  ciyst^ 
vases  were  placed ;  with  an  untremUing  band  be  took 
from  <Hie  of  them  the  stopper,  and  a  delicious  odor 
Boddenly  diKised  itself  throngh  the  room,  The  air 
sparkled  as  if  with  a  diamond-dusk  A  sense  of 
unearthly  delight,  —  of  an  existence  Uist  seemed  all 
spirit,  flashed  through  his  whole  frame ;  and  a  faint,  low, 
bnt  ezqniaite  mnsie  crept,  thrillii^t,  through  ths 
chamber.  At  this  moment  he  heard  a  voice  in  the 
oorridor  calling  on  his  name;  and  presently  then  was  a 
knock  at  the  door  without.  '  Are  you  thrae,  sigDort " 
said  the  dear  tones  of  Maestro  Paolo.  Glyadon  hastily 
reolosed  and  replaced  the  vial,  aad  bidding  Faolo 
await  him  in  his  own  apartment,  tarried  till  he  heard 
the  intmder'a  atepa  depart;  he  then  reluctantly  quitted 
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the  room.  Ai  he  locked  the  door,  he  still  heud  the 
dying  stnin  of  that  fairy  nrasic;  and  with  a  light  step 
and  a  joyons  heart  he  repaired  to  Paolo,  inly  retolring 
to  visit  Bgsin  the  chamber  at  an  hour  when  his  experi- 
ment would  be  safe  from  intermption. 

Ab  he  croeaed  hia  thrasbold,  Paolo  sterted  baok,  and 
exclaimed,  'Why,  Excellency  1  I  scarcely  reoogniae 
you  I  Amusement,  I  see,  is  a  great  beautifier  to  the 
young.  Yesterday  yon  looked  so  pale  and  haggard; 
bat  Fillide's  merry  eyes  have  done  mo»  for  you  tihaa 
the  Philosopher's  Stone  (saints  forgive  me  for  naming 
it)  ever  did  fat  the  wiEards."  And  Glyndon,  glancing 
at  the  old  Venetiao  mirror  as  Paolo  spoke,  was  scaieely 
less  startled  than  Paolo  himself  at  the  change  in  his 
own  mien  and  bearing.  His  form,  before  bent  with 
thought,  seemed  to  him  taller  by  half  the  head,  so 
lithesome  and  erect  rose  his  slender  stature;  his  eyes 
glowed,  his  cheeks  bloomed  with  health  and  the  innate 
and  pervading  pleasure.  If  the  mere  fragrance  of  th« 
elixir  was  thus  potent,  well  might  the  alchemists  have 
ascribed  life  and  youth  to  the  dranghtl 

"  You  must  foi;give  me,  Exoellency,  for  disturbing 
jron,"  said  Paolo,  producing  a  letter  from  his  poach; 
"  bnt  onr  Patron  has  jost  written  to  me  to  say  ttiat  he 
will  be  here  to-morrow,  and  desired  me  to  lose  not  a 
moment  in  giving  to  yourself  this  billet,  which  he 
enclosed." 
*  Who  brought  the  lettert ' 
"  A  horseman,  who  did  not  wait  for  any  reply." 
Qlyndon  opened  the  letter,  and  read  as  follows:  — 
**  I  tetnm  a  week  sooner  than  I  had  intended,  and  you  will 
expect  me  to-morrow.    Ton  will  them  enter  on  the  ordeel  yon 
desire,  bat  remember  that,  in  doing  so,  yon  must  redoes 
Bstag  SI  Est  M  posdUe  into  Hind.    The  m 
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lilted  ind  rabdned,  —  not  U10  wbiqier  of  chw  pudoa  baud. 
TboQ  mayM  ba  nuatei  of  the  Cabak  and  tbe  Cbemistrj  ;  but 
tboa  mnit  be  muter  alao  over  the  Fleah  aad  the  Blood,  — 
over  Love  ud  Vanity,  Ambition  and  Hate.  I  will  tnut  to 
And  thee  to.    Fast  and  meditate  till  we  meet  I " 

Oljndon  crumpled  tho  letter  in  hit  huid  irith  4 
amile  of  disdain.  Wbatl  more  drudgeij,  —  more  ebrti- 
nencel  Touth  wi^out  love  and  pteasuiel  Ha,  ha! 
baffled  Mejnonr,  thy  pupil  ahall  gain  thy  aecrete  vithont 
thine  aid  I 

"And  Fillidel  I  paued  her  oottage  in  my  way, — 
ahe  blnahed  and  sighed  whan  I  jested  her  about  you, 
Ilxeellencyl " 

"Well,  Paolo!  I  thank  thee  for  so  ohanning  an 
inttoduetion.     Thine  must  be  a  rare  life." 

"Ah,  Excellency,  while  we  arc  young,  nothing  like 
adrenture,  —  except  love,  wine,  and  langhter!  " 

■Very  true.  Farewell,  Maestro  Paolo j  we  will 
talk  more  with  each  other  in  a  few  daye." 

All  that  moTning  Glyndou  was  almoet  orarpowered 
witi)  the  new  sentiment  of  happiness  that  had  entered 
into  him.  He  roamed  into  tbe  woods,  and  he  felt  a 
pleasore  that  resembled  his  earlier  life  of  an  artist, 
hut  a  pleasure  yet  more  sabtle  and  viTid,  in  the  vari. 
one  colors  of  Uie  autumn  foliage.  Certainly  Nature 
seemed  to  be  brought  closer  to  him;  he  comprehended 
better  all  that  Mejnour  had  often  preached  to  him  of 
the  mystery  of  sympathies  and  attractions.  He  waa 
about  to  enter  into  the  same  law  as  those  mate  children 
of  the  foreate.  He  was  to  know  the  rvnawal  nf  l^t; 
the  seasons  that  chilled  to  winter  should  yet  bring 
again  the  bloom  and  the  mirth  of  spring.  Man's  com- 
mon existence  is  as  one  year  to  the  v^etable  world: 
he  has  his  spring,  bis  summer,  bis  autumn,  and  winter. 
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—  bnt  only  owe.  But  the  giant  oaks  ronnd  bim  go 
through  R  leTolviug  senea  of  verdure  and  youth,  and  the 
green  of  the  centenarian  is  as  vivid  in  the  beanu  of  May 
as  that  of  the  aapling  by  ite  side.  "  Mine  shall  be  youi 
spring,  but  not  your  winter!  "  exclaimed  the  aspirant. 

Wrapped  in  these  sanguine  and  Joyoni  reveries, 
Olyndon,  quitting  the  woods,  found  himself  amidst 
cultivated  fields'  and  vineyards  to  which  his  footstep 
had  not  before  wandered;  and  there  stood,  1^  the  skirte 
of  a  green  lane  that  reminded  him  of  verdant  England, 
a  modest  house,  —  half  cottage,  half  &rm.  The  dow 
was  open,  and  he  saw  a  gitl  at  work  with  her  distaff. 
She  looked  up,  uttered  a  slight  cry,  and,  Mpping  gayly 
into  the  lane  to  his  side,  he  recognised  the  dark-eyed 
FiUide. 

"  Histl "  she  said,  archly  putting  her  finger  to 
her  Up;  *do  not  speak  loud,  ^  my  mother  is  wkep 
within ;  and  I  knew  you  would  come  to  see  me.  It  it 
kindt" 

Glyndon,  with  a  little  embamssment,  aooepted  the 
compliment  to  his  kindness,  which  he  did  not  exactly 
deserve.  "Tou  have  thought,  then,  of  me,  fair 
FiUide  t" 

"Yes,"  answered  the  girl,  coloring,  hnt  with  that 
frank,  bold  ingenuousness,  which  characteriiea  ttie 
females  of  Italy,  especially  of  the  lower  class,  and  in 
the  southern  provinces,  —  "  oh,  yes !  I  have  thought  of 
little  else.     Paolo  said  he  knew  you  would  visit  me." 

"And  what  relation  is  Paolo  to  youl  " 

"  ITone ;  but  a  good  frirad  to  us  alL  My  brother  ia 
one  of  his  bond." 

"One  of  his  band  I  —  a  robber  t' 

"  We  of  the  mountains  do  not  call  a  mountaineer  'a 
robber,'  aignor." 
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*  I  uk  pftTdon.  Do  ygu  not  tremble  1011101111168  for 
yota  brotliei's  lifel     The  law  —  " 

'  Law  never  Tentarea  into  these  defiles.  Tremble  tor 
bimi  No.  My  btber  and  grandsire  vere  of  the  same 
calling.     I  often  viab  I  vera  a  man]  " 

"  By  theM  tips,  I  am  «achant«d  that  your  wish  cannot 
be  nalized. " 

"Vie,  Bignorl    And  do  you  really  love  met  " 

"  With  my  Thole  heart  I " 

"And  1  thee  I  "  aaid  the  girl,  with  a  caodor  that 
aeemed  innocent,  u  aha  Buffered  him  to  elaep  her 
hand. 

"But,"  ebe  added,  "thou  wilt  soon  leave  ua;  and 
I  —  "  She  stopped  short,  and  the  tears  stood  in  bei 
eyes. 

There  was  something  dangerons  in  Hue,  it  must  be 
oonfessed.  Certainly  Fillide  bad  not  the  setapbio 
loTellnew  of  Viola;  but  hers  was  a  beauty  that  equally 
at  least  touched  the  senaea.  Perhaps  Olyndon  had 
never  really  loved  Viola;  perhaps  the  feelings  with 
which  abe  had  inspired  him  were  not  of  that  ardent 
obaiaator  which  deserves  the  name  of  love.  However 
that  be,  he  thought,  as  he  gazed  on  those  dark  eyes, 
that  be  bad  never  loved  before. 

"  And  couldat  thou  not  leave  thy  mountains  I "  be 
whispered,  as  he  drew  yet  nearer  to  her. 

"  Dost  thou  ask  me)  "  she  said,  retreating,  and  look- 
ing him  steadfastly  in  the  face.  "  Dost  thou  know 
what  we  daughters  of  the  mountains  areT  You  gay, 
smooth  cavaliers  of  cities  seldom  mean  what  you  speak. 
With  you,  love  is  amusement;  with  us,  it  is  life. 
Leave  these  mountains  I  Weill  I  should  not  leave 
my  nature." 

"  Keep  thy  nature  ever,  — it  is  a  sweet  one." 
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"Tea,  BTMt  wUtfl  thon  it  tnu;  atarn,  if  thoTi  ut 
MtUew.  SluU  I  t«ll  tbM  what  I  —  wlut  the  girli  of 
thU  «oantr7  u»1  Dtughten  of  men  vrhom  you  call 
robben,  we  aapin  to  be  th«  oompaDione  of  our  loren  or 
OUT  hnebands.  We  lore  aideoUy;  ve  own  it  boldlj. 
We  Btand  bj  yonr  aide  in  denget ;  we  eerre  70a  m  slavee 
in  ealaty :  we  never  change,  and  we  meant  ehange.  Yoa 
may  reproaob,  atrike  na,  trample  na  aa  a  dog,  —  we  bear 
all  without  a  mormnr;  betray  ua,  and  no  tiger  ie  more 
telentleaa.  Be  true ,  and  oui  hearts  reward  you ;  be  falae, 
and  oni  handa  revenge  1     Doat  thou  love  me  now  t  " 

During  this  speech  the  Italiah'a  countenance  had  moat 
eloquently  aided  her  words,  —  by  turns  soft ,  frank ,  fierce, 
—  and  at  the  last  question  she  inclined  her  head  humbly, 
and  stood,  as  in  fear  of  his  reply,  before  him.  The 
stem,  1:aave,  wild  spirit,  in  which  what  seemed  nnfem- 
inine  was  yet,  if  I  may  ao  say,  still  womanly,  did  not 
(eooil,  it  rather  captivated  Glyndon.  He  answered 
readily,  briefly,  and  freely,  "  Fillide,  —  yee  I  " 

Ob,  "yasl  "  forsooth,  Clarence  Glyndonl  Every 
light  nature  answers  '  yea  "  lightly  to  such  a  question 
from  lips  so  rosy!  Have  a  care,  — have  a  care!  Why 
the  deuce,  Mejnour,  do  you  leave  your  pupil  of  four- 
and-twenty  to  the  mercy  of  these  wild  cats-a-mouutain  I 
Freach  fast,  and  abstinence,  and  sublime  renunciation 
of  the  cheats  of  the  senses!  Very  well  in  yon,  air. 
Heaven  knows  how  msny  sges  old;  but  at  four-and- 
twenty,yonr  Hierophant  would  have  kept  you  out  of 
Fillide's  way,  or  you  would  have  had  small  taste  for 
theCaboU. 

And  so  they  stood,  and  talked,  and  vowed,  and 
whispered,  till  the  girl's  mother  made  some  noise  within 
the  house,  and  Fillide  bounded  bock  to  the  distafT, 
her  finger  onee  more  «n  her  lip. 
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"  There  is  moie  m^c  in  Fillide  than  is  Uejnonr," 
said  G-lyndon  to  himMlf ,  walking  gaylf  home;  "  yet  en 
aeoood  tbooghts,  I  know  not  if  I  quite  ao  well  like  a 
chaiaoter  ao  ready  for  nvenge.  But  he  who  haa  the  real 
Moret  can  baffle  even  the  vei^eanoe  of  a  woman,  and 
diiarm  all  danger  I  " 

Sirrsht  dost  thou  even  already  meditate  the  poaubilit; 
of  treason!  Oh,  well  said  Zanoni,  "  to  pour  pure  water 
into  the  muddy  well  does  but  disturb  the  mud." 
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Cmiit,  coitodi*  qoalll 
nd«Mt  iadMqMBlinuDkMmtf ' 

JBitaid,  Ufa.  fi  ST4. 

Aim  it  !■  profound  night.  All  is  «t  rett  within  the 
old  cutle,  —  ftll  is  braathlen  under  tho  mel&ncholj  sUrs. 
Now  ia  the  time.     Mejnoui  with  his  ftiutere  wiadom, 

—  Hejnour  Uie  enemy  to  love;  Mejnoar,  whose  eye 
will  read  thy  heart,  and  refuse  thee  the  promised  secrete 
because  tho  sunny  fsce  of  Fillide  disturbs  the  lifeless 
shadow  that  he  calls  repose,  -—  Mejnour  comes  to-morrow  1 
Seise  the  night!  Beware  of  fearl  Kever,  or  this 
hourt    So,  brave  youth,  —  brave  despite  all  thy  enore, 

—  so,  with  a  steady  pulse,  thy  hand  unlocks  once  more 
the  forbidden  door. 

He  placed  his  lamp  on  the  table  beside  the  book, 
vhioh  still  lay  there  opened;  he  turned  over  the  leaves, 
but  could  not  decipher  their  meaning  till  he  came  to 
the  following  passage ;  — 

"  When ,  then ,  the  pupil  ia  thus  initiated  and  prepared, 
let  him  open  the  casement,  light  the  lamps,  and  bathe 
hia  temples  with  the  elixir.  He  must  bewan  how  he 
presume  yet  to  quaff  the  volatile  and  fiery  spirit.  To 
taste  till  repeated  inhalations  have  accustomed  the  frame 
gradually  to  the  ecstatic  liquid,  is  to  know  not  life,  but 
death." 

He  coold  penetrate  no  farther  into  the  instructions; 
the  cipher  again  changed.     He  now  looked  steadily  and 

'  See  yarn  what  poiter  itia  within  Um  Tsstibale  <  — what  face 
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eamutlf  round  the  chamber.  The  moonlight  oune 
qaietly  through  the  lattice  as  his  hand  opened  it,  and 
aeemed,  as  it  rested  on  the  floor,  and  filled  the  walls, 
like  the  presence  of  some  ghostly  and  moumial  Power. 
He  ranged  the  mystic  lamps  (nine  in  number)  round  the 
centre  of  the  room,  and  lighted  them  one  by  one.  A 
flame  of  silrery  and  azure  tints  sprung  up  from  each, 
and  lighted  the  apartment  with  a  calm  and  yet  moat 
dauling  splendor;  but  presently  this  light  grew  more 
soft  and  dim,  as  a  thin,  gray  cloud,  like  a  mist,  grad- 
ually spread  over  the  room;  and  an  icy  thrill  shot 
through  the  heart  of  the  Englishman,  and  quickly  gath- 
ered over  him  like  the  coldness  of  death.  Instinctively 
aware  of  hie  danger,  he  tottered,  though  with  difficulty, 
for  hie  limbe  seemed  rigid  and  stone-like,  to  the  shelf 
that  contained  the  ciystal  viale;  hastily  he  inhaled  the 
spirit,  and  laved  his  temples  with  the  sparkling  liquid. 
The  same  seoaatioD  of  vigor  and  youth,  and  Joy  and  airy 
lightness,  that  he  had  felt  in  the  morning,  instantane- 
ously replaced  the  deadly  numbness  that  just  before  had 
invaded  the  citadel  of  life.  He  stood,  with  his  arms 
folded  on  hie  boeom  erect  and  dauntless,  to  watch  what 
should  ensue. 

The  vapor  had  now  assumed  almost  the  thickness  and 
seeming  consistency  of  a  snow-cloud ;  the  lamps  piercing 
it  like  stais.  And  now  he  distinctly  saw  shapea,  some- 
what resembling  in  outline  those  of  the  human  form, 
gliding  slowly  and  with  regular  evolutions  through  the 
cloud.  They  appeared  bloodless;  their  bodies  were 
transparent,  and  contracted  or  expanded  like  the  folds 
of  a  serpent.  As  they  moved  in  nugestic  order,  he 
heard  a  low  sound  —  the  ghoat,  as  it  were,  of  voice  — 
which  each  caught  and  echoed  from  the  other;  a  low 
sound,  but  musical ,  which  seemed  the  chant  of  some 


n,s,t,..d:,i.  Google 


ZAHom.  307 

unspeakably  tranquil  joy.  Nona  of  th«M  appftHtiona 
heeded  him.  His  inteoM  longing  to  aocoat  them,  to 
be  of  them,  to  make  one  of  this  moTeraent  of  afirial 
happineaa, — for  such  it  seemed  to  him,  —  made  him 
Btreteh  forth  his  armn  and  seek  to  cry  aloud,  but  only 
an  inarticulate  whisper  passed  his  tips;  and  the  more- 
luent  and  the  music  went  on  the  same  as  if  the  mortal 
were  not  there.  Slowly  they  glided  round  and  aloft,  till, 
in  the  same  majestic  order,  one  after  one,  they  floated 
through  the  casement  and  were  lost  in  the  moonlight; 
then,  as  hie  eyes  followed  them,  the  casement  became 
da^ened  with  some  object  undiatingaiihable  at  the  firet 
gaze,  but  which  sufficed  mysteriously  to  change  into 
ineffable  horror  the  delight  he  had  b^ore  experiencod. 
By  degrees  this  object  shaped  itself  to  his  sight.  It 
was  as  that  of  a  human  head  covered  with  a  dark  veil 
through  which  glared,  with  livid  and  demoniac  fire, 
eyes  ^t  frose  the  marrow  of  hie  bones.  Nothing  else 
of  the  face  was  distinguishable,  —  nothing  but  those 
intolerable  eyes;  bat  hie  terror,  that  even  at  the  fint 
seemed  beyond  nature  to  endure,  was  increased  a 
thoQsand'fold,  when,  after  a  pause,  the  phantom  glided 
slowly  into  the  chamber.  The  cioud  retreated  from  it 
as  it  advanced;  the  bright  lamps  grew  wan,  and  flick- 
ered restlessly  as  at  the  breath  of  its  presence.  Ite 
form  was  veiled  as  the  face,  hat  the  outline  was  that  of 
a  female;  yet  it  moved  not  as  move  even  the  ghosts 
that  simulate  the  living.  It  seemed  father  to  crawl  as 
some  vast  misshapen  reptile;  and  pausing,  at  length  it 
cowered  beside  the  table  which  held  the  mystic  volume, 
and  again  fixed  ite  eyes  through  the  filmy  veil  on  the 
rash  invoker.  All  fancies,  the  most  grotesque,  of  monk 
or  painter  in  the  early  North,  would  have  failed  to  give 
to  the  visage  of  imp  or  fiend  that  aspect  of  deadly  malig- 
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0708  alono.  All  else  so  dark,  —  shroaded,  reilod  and 
larva-like.  Bat  that  burning  glare  so  intense,  bo  livid, 
yet  so  living,  had  in  it  something  that  was  almost 
kvman  in  its  passion  of  hate  and  mockeiy,  —  something 
that  served  to  show  that  the  shadowj  Horror  was  not  all 
a  spirit,  but  partook  of  matter  enough,  at  least,  to  make 
it  more  deadly  and  fearful  an  enemy  to  material  forma. 
As,  clii^ing  with  the  grasp  of  agony  to  the  wall, — 
his  liair  erect,  hie  eyeballs  starting,  he  still  gased  back 
upon  that  appalling  gaze,  — the  Image  spoke  to  him: 
his  soul  rather  than  Ms  ear  comprehended  the  words  it 
■aid. 

"  Thon  bast  entered  the  immeasurable  region.  I  am 
the  Dweller  of  the  Threshold.  What  wouldst  thou 
with  mef  Silentt  Dost  thou  foar  met  Am  I  not 
thy  beloved  I  Is  it  not  for  me  that  thou  hast  rendered 
up  the  delights  of  thy  racet  Wouldst  thon  be  wise! 
Mine  is  the  wisdom  of  the  countless  ages.  Kiss  me,  my 
mortal  lover. "  And  the  Horror  crawled  near  and  nearer 
to  him;  it  crept  to  his  side,  its  breath  breathed  upon  his 
cheek  1  With  a  sharp  cry  he  fell  to  the  earth  insen- 
sible, and  knew  no  more  till,  far  in  the  noon  of  the  next 
day,  he  opened  his  eyes  and  found  himself  in  his  bed, 
—  the  glorious  sun  streaming  through  his  lattice,  and  the 
bandit  Paolo  by  his  side,  engt^ed  in  polishing  his 
carbine,  and  whistling  a  Calabiian  love-aii. 
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Hm  man  piunw  his  wmaj  adUng, 
And  wiingi  tbB  hud  life  from  tha  akj, 

WbU«  hapi^MM  mueen  b  falling 
Down  ttota  God'i  boaoin  tilently. 

8oHii.um. 

Iir  cne  of  thow  ialanda  whoae  history  th«  imperishable 
litentiiM  and  nnown  of  Alheiu  yet  invest  with  melan- 
choly interest  and  on  which  Nature,  in  whom  "  there 
ia  nothing  melancholy,"  still  bestows  a  glory  of  (ceneiy 
and  climate  eqnally  radiant  for  the  freeman  oi  At 
alare, —  the  Ionian,  the  Venetian,  the  Gaal,  the  Tn^ 
or  Uie  lestleas  Briton, — Zanoni  had  fixed  his  bridal 
home.  There  the  air  carriea  with  it  the  peifmnes  of 
the  plains  for  miles  along  the  blue,  translucent  deep.* 
Seen  from  one  of  its  green  sloping  heights,  the  island 
he  had  selected  seemed  one  delicious  garden.  The 
toweia  and  tnirets  of  its  capital  gleaming  amidst  groves 
(^  oranges  and  lemons;  vineyards  and  olive-woods  fiUii^ 
up  the  valleys,  and  clambering  along  the  hill-ndes; 
and  vUla,  brm,  and  cottage  covered  with  luxuriant 
toellises  of  dark-green  leavee  and  purfde  froit.  For 
there  the  prodigal  beauty  yet  seema  half  to  justify  Hum 
graceful  superstitionB  of  a  creed  that,  too  enamoured  of 
earth,  rather  brought  the  deities  to  man,  than  nised  the 
man  to  their  less  alluring  and  lees  voluptooaa  Olympus. 

And  itill  to  the  fishermen,  weaving  yet  their  antique 
dances  on  the  tand;  to  the  maiden,  adorning  yel^  with 

1  See  Dk  Holland's "  Tnvels  to  tbe  leniBD  blM,"  etc,  p.  IS. 
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manj  a  sUver  fibula,  her  glossy  treases  under  tiie  tree 
that  overshadows  her  tranquil  cot,  —  the  same  Great 
Mother  that  watched  over  the  wise  of  Samoa,  the 
democracy  of  Corcyra,  the  graceful  and  deep-taught 
loveliDeas  of  Miletua,  smileB  as  graoiously  as  of  yore. 
For  the  North,  philoBophy  and  freedom  are  essentials 
to  human  happiness ;  in  the  lands  which  Aphrodite  rose 
from  tlie  waves  to  govern,  as  the  Seasons,  hand  in 
hand,  stood  to  welcome  her  on  the  shores,*  Kature  is 
all-sufficient. 

The  isle  which  Zanoni  had  selected  was  one  of  the 
loveliest  in  that  divine  sea.  His  abode,  at  some  dis- 
taiice  from  the  city,  but  near  one  of  the  creeks  on  the 
shore,  belonged  to  a  Yenetian,  and,  thou^  small,  had 
more  of  elegance  than  the  natives  ordinarily  csind  for. 
On  the  seas,  and  in  sighl^  rode  his  vessel.  His  Indians, 
as  before,  ministered  in  mute  gravity  to  the  service  of 
the  household.  No  spot  could  be  more  beautiful,  — 
no  solitude  less  invaded.  To  the  mysterious  knowledge 
of  Zanoni,  to  tiie  harmless  ignoiance  of  Viola,  the 
babbling  and  garish  world  at  civilized  man  was  alike 
unheeded.  The  loving  sky  and  the  lovely  earth  are 
companions  enough  to  Wisdoni  and  to  Ignorance  while 
they  love. 

Althoi^h,  as  I  have  before  said,  there  was  nothing 
in  the  visible  oocupationB  of  Zanoni  tiiot  betrayed  a 
cultivator  of  the  occult  sdences,  his  habits  were  dioee 
of  a  man  who  remembers  or  reflects.  He  loved  to  roam 
alone,  chiefly  at  dawn,  or  at  night,  when  the  moon  was 
clear  (especially  in  each  month,  at  ita  rise  and  full), 
miles  and  miles  away  over  tlie  rich  inlands  of  the  island, 
and  to  coll  herbe  and  flowers,  which  he  hoarded  with 
jealous  care.  Sometimes,  at  the  dead  of  night,  Viob 
1  HooMcicHymB. 
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would  Vftke  bj  an  instinct  that  told  her  he  Was  not  \ff 
her  nde,  and,  Btretching  out  her  arms,  find  that  thfl 
instiiict  had  not  deceived  her.  But  ^e  earlf  saw  that 
he  was  reserved  on  his  peculiar  habits;  and  if  at  times 
a  chill,  a  foreboding,  a  snepicious  awe  crept  over  her, 
she  forbore  to  questioQ  him.  But  hie  rambles  were 
not  always  iinacconipaiiied, —  he  took  pleasnre  in  excur>- 
sions  less  solitAry.  Often,  when  the  sea  lay  before  ttiem 
like  a  lake,  the  barren  dreariness  of  the  opposite  coast  of 
Cephallenia  contrasting  the  smiling  shores  on  which  they 
dwelt,  Viola  and  himself  would  pass  days  in  craising 
slowly  around  the  coast,  or  in  vidte  to  the  neighhoring 
isles.  Every  spot  of  the  Greek  soil,  "that  fait  Fable- 
Land,  "  seemed  to  him  familiar ;  and  as  he  conversed  of 
the  post  and  ite  exquisite  traditions,  he  taoght  Viola  to 
love  the  race  from  which  have  desceaded  the  poetry  and 
the  wisdom  of  the  world.  There  was  much  in  Zanoni, 
as  she  knew  him  better,  that  deepened  the  fascination  in 
which  Viola  was  from  the  first  enthralled.  Hie  love  for 
herself  was  so  tender,  bo  vigilant,  and  had  that  best  and 
moat  enduring  attribute,  that  it  seemed  rather  grateful 
for  the  happiness  in  its  own  cares  than  vain  of  the  hap- 
piness it  created.  His  habitual  mood  with  all  who 
approached  him  was  calm  and  gentie,  almost  to  apatiiy. 
An  angry  woid  never  passed  his  lipe,  —  an  angry  gleam 
never  shot  from  his  eyes.  Once  they  had  been  exposed 
to  Ute  danger  not  uncommon  in  those  then  half-sav^te 
lands.  Some  pirates  who  infested  the  neighboring  oonsts 
had  heard  of  the  arrival  of  the  strangers,  and  the  sea- 
men Zanoni  employed  had  gossiped  of  their  master's 
wealtli.  One  night,  after  Viola  had  retired  to  rest,  she 
was  awakened  by  a  slight  noise  below.  Zantmi  was  not 
by  her  side;  she  listened  in  some  alarm.  Was  that  a 
gioan  that  came  upon  her  eart     She  started  up,   she 
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m&t  to  the  door;  all  wu  stilL  A  fctotalep  now  dowlj 
AppToaolied,  and  Zanoni  Butered  oalm  as  usual,  and 
wemod  unDonBcioua  of  her  fean.  Ths  next  moming 
three  men  were  found  dead  at  the  threshold  of  the 
[mncipal  entrance,  the  door  of  which  had  been  foroed. 
Thej  were  recognized  in  the  neighborhood  aa  tbe  most 
Banguinary  and  torpble  matauden  of  the  coasta,  — men 
■tained  with  a  tbouaand  muidera,  and  who  had  never 
hitherto  failed  in  any  attempt  to  which  the  Inst  of 
rapine  had  impelled  them.  The  footsteps  of  many 
othen  were  tiacked  to  the  seashore.  It  seemed  that  their 
acoompUces  must  hare  fled  on  &e  death  of  their  leaders. 
But  when  the  Venetian  Froveditore,  or  authority, 
of  the  ialand,  came  to  examine  into  the  matter,  the  moat 
unacoountable  mystety  was  Ae  manner  in  which  these 
rufBans  had  met  their  bte.  Zanoni  had  not  stirred 
from  the  apartment  in  which  he  ardinarQy  pursued  hia 
chemical  studies.  None  of  the  serranta  had  eren  been 
distorbed  from  their  slomben.  No  marks  of  human 
violence  were  on  the  bodies  of  the  dead.  They  died, 
and  made  no  sign.  From  that  moment  Zanoni's  house 
— nay,  the  whole  vioinity  —  was  sacred.  The  nei^bor- 
ing  Tillages,  rejoiced  to  be  delivered  from  a  soouxge, 
resided  the  stranger  as  one  whom  the  Pagiana  (or 
Virgin)  beld  under  her  espeeial  proteotion.  In  bnth, 
the  lively  Greeks  around,  facile  to  all  external  impree- 
dons,  and  struck  with  the  eingular  and  nujestic  beauty 
of  the  man  who  knew  their  lai^;nage  as  a  native,  whose 
voice  often  cheered  them  la  their  humble  aonows,  and 
whose  hand  was  never  closed  to  their  wants,  long  after 
he  had  left  their  shore  preserved  his  memory  by  grate- 
ful traditions,  and  still  point  to  the  lofty  platanus 
beneath  which  they  had  often  seen  him  seated,  alone 
and  thooghtful,  in  the  heats  of  noon.     But  Zanoni  had 
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hannti  lew  opan  to  the  gu»  than  IJie  ihad«  of  tha 
pktanns.  In  that  isle  then  an  the  Utnmuicnu  springa 
which  HeiodotnB  has  commBmoiated..  Oft«a  at  night) 
the  moon,  at  least,  beheld  him  ema^ing  fiom  the 
myrtle  and  eyetiu  that  clothe  the  hillooks  aroond  the 
marsh  that  imbeds  the  pools  containing  ths  i^ffflwmiiniiHft 
materia,  all  the  medical  uses  of  wbioh,  as  apjdied  to  the 
nerves  of  organic  life,  modern  soienoe  has  not  jtb  pat- 
hapa  explored.  Yet  mora  often  vroold  ha  paaa  Us  boon 
in  a  cavern,  bj  ths  loneliest  part  of  the  beaoh,  when 
the  stalactites  seem  almost  arranged  bj  the  band  of  ai^ 
and  which  the  Buperatition  of  the  peasants  asaoaiates,  in 
some  ancient  legends,  with  the  numerous  and  almost 
incesaaut  earthquakes  to  which  tba  island  is  so  aingolarly 
sabjaoted. 

Whatever  the  pnrsoila  that  instigated  these  wandeN 
ingB  and  favored  ttiese  haunts,  either  the;f  wen  linked 
with,  or  else  auboi^nate  to,  one  main  and  master  desiie, 
which  every  fresh  day  passed  in  tha  sweet  human 
company  of  Viola  confiimed  and  strengthened. 

The  scene  that  Olyndon  had  witnessed  in  hia  trance 
was  faithfnl  to  truth.  And  some  little  time  after  the 
date  of  that  n^;ht,  Viola  waa  dimly  awan  that  an  influ- 
ence, she  knew  not  of  what  nature,  was  struggling  to 
establish  itself  over  her  happy  life.  Viaions  indistinat 
and  beautiful,  such  as  those  she  had  known  in  her  earlier 
days,  but  more  constant  and  impressive,  began  to  haunt 
her  night  and  day  when  Zanoni  was  absent,  to  fade  in 
his  presence,  and  seem  less  fair  than  that.  Zanoni 
questioned  her  eagerly  and  minutely  of  these  visitations, 
but  seemed  dissatisfied,  and  at  times  perplexed,  by  her 


"Tell  me  not,"  he  said,  one  day,  "of  those  uncon- 
nected images,  those  evolutions  of  stany  shapes  in  a 
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ehonl  duioe,  or  those  delidoiu  mslodieft  Qui  sosm  to 
thee  ot  the  music  and  the  lAogoage  of  the  distant  sphema. 
Sm  do  one  ahape  been  to  thee  move  distinct  and  mora 
beautiful  than  the  inert,  —  no  voice  ottering,  or  seeming 
to  utter,  thine  own  tongue,  and  whispering  to  thee  of 
•tnnge  aecrets  and  solemn  knowledge  I " 

*  No ;  all  is  confused  in  these  dieoms,  whether  of  da; 
01  night;  and  when  at  the  sound  of  thy  footsteps  I 
leoovet,  my  memory  reiaioa  nothing  but  a  vague  impres- 
mm  of  happiness.  How  different  —  how  cold — to  the 
mpture  of  hanging  on  thy  smile,  and  listening  to  thy 
Toioe,  when  it  says,  '  I  love  thee  t '  " 

"  Te^  how  is  it  tbat  visions  less  fair  than  tbeee  imce 
seemed  to  thee  so  alluring  1  How  is  it  that  they  then 
stirred  thy  fancies  and  filled  thy  heart  t  Once  thou 
didst  desire  a  fairy-land,  and  now  thou  seemest  so  con- 
tented with  eommon  life. " 

"Have  I  not  explained  it  to  thee  before  I  Is  it 
common  life,  then,  to  love,  and  to  live  with  tiie  ona  we 
love  I  My  foue  fairy-land  is  woni  Speak  to  me  of  no 
other." 

And  so  night  surprised  them  by  tiie  lonely  beadi; 
and  Zanoni,  allured  from  his  sablimer  projects,  and 
bending  over  that  tender  face,  foi^t  that,  in  the  Hw- 
monious  Infinite  which  spread  around,  there  were  othM 
worlds  ttuu  that  one  human  heart. 
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^Mn  U  ■  prindple  of  the  •onl,  ■nperior  to  mil  natnM,  thioii|[h 
which  we  we  c*pftble  of  inrpuslng  the  oTder  and  Byiteiiu  of 
the  world.  When  the  10111  U  elerUed  to  natnna  better  thui 
haalf,  (Am  it  ii  entiiel;  eepMated  from  •nbwdioate  dMium, 
■zchangea  thi*  for  uiothet  life,  ftnd,  deeertiiig  the  order  of 
thing!  with  which  it  wat  eonneeted,  links  and  mingle*  itielf 
with  mother.  —  Iambliohvb. 

"  ASON-Al  I  Adon-Ai  1  —  appear,  appear  I  " 

And  in  the  lonely  cave,  whence  once  bad  gone  forth 
the  onclee  of  a  heathen  god,  there  emerged  from  tbe 
ahadowB  of  fantutic  rocks  a  luminons  and  gigantic 
column,  glittering  and  shifting.  It  resembled  the  ihining 
but  noBtj  epiay  which,  seen  afar  o^  a  fountain  seemi 
to  send  up  on  a  ibtny  night.  The  radiance  lit  the 
■talactites,  the  craga,  the  arches  of  the  cave,  and  shed 
a  pale  and  tremulous  splendor  on  the  featuiea  of  Zanoni. 

*  Son  of  Eternal  Light, "  said  the  iuToker,  "  thou  to 
whose  knowledge,  grade  after  grade,  raoe  after  race,  I 
attained  at  laat,  on  the  brood  Chaldean  plains;  thoa  from 
whom  I  have  drawn  so  largeljr  of  the  anuttorable 
knowledge  tiiat  yet  eternity  alone  can  suffice  to  drain ; 
tiion  who,  congeiiial  wit^  myself,  so  far  as  our  varioua 
beings  will  permit,  hast  been  for  centuries  my  familiar 
and  my  friend,  — answer  me  and  counsel!  " 

From  the  column  there  emerged  a  shape  of  unimagin? 
able  glory.  Its  face  was  that  of  a  man  in  ite  fint  youth, 
but  solemn,  as  with  the  oonscioueness  of  etemi^  and  the 
tranquiUi^  of  wisdom;  light,  like  starbeama,  flowed 
through  ita    transparent  veins;    light    made  ite  timbi 
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themselTes,  and  ondnUtad,  in  restless  spaiklee,  through 
the  waves  of  its  dazzling  hab.  With  its  BrmB  folded  on 
its  breast,  it  stood  distant  a  few  feet  from  Zaooni,  and  its 
low  voice  murmured  gently,  "My  connsels  were  sweet 
to  thea  once ;  and  onoe,  night  after  night,  thy  soul  could 
follow  my  wingti  through  the  untroubled  splendors  of  the 
Infinite.  Now  thou  hast  bound  thyself  back  to  the 
earth  by  its  .  strongest  chains,  and  the  attraction  to  the 
clay  is  more  potent  than  the  sympathies  that  drew  to  thy 
charms  the  Dweller  of  the  Starbeam  and  the  Air. 
When  last  thy  soul  hearkened  to  me,  the  senses  already 
troubled  thine  intellect  and  obscured  thy  vision.  Once 
again  I  come  to  thee ;  but  thy  power  even  to  summon  me 
to  thy  side  is  fading  from  thy  spirit^  as  sunshine  fadea 
from  the  wave  when  the  winds  drive  the  cloud  between 
the  ocean  and  the  sky. " 

"  Alas,  Adon-Ail  "  answered  the  seer,  mournfully,  "  I 
know  too  well  the  conditions  of  the  being  whidh  thy 
presence  wu  wont  to  rejoice.  I  know  that  our  wisdom 
oomes  but  from  the  indifference  to  the  things  of  the  worlA 
which  the  wisdom  masters.  The  mirror  of  Uie  soul  cbd- 
not  reflect  both  earth  and  heaven ;  and  the  one  vanishes 
from  the  sorfaoe  as  the  other  is  glassed  apon  its  deeps. 
But  it  is  not  to  restore  me  to  that  sublime  abstraction  in 
which  the  Intellect,  free  and  disembodied,  rises,  region 
after  region,  to  the  spheres,  —  that  once  again,  and  with 
the  agony  and  travail  of  enfeebled  power  I  have  called  the« 
to  mine  aid.  I  love ;  and  in  love  I  begin  to  live  in  the 
sweet  humanities  of  another.  If  wise,  yet  in  all  which 
makes  danger  poweriese  against  myself,  or  those  on  whom 
I  can  gaze  from  the  calm  height  of  indifferent  science,  I 
am  blind  as  the  merest  mortal  to  the  destinies  of  the 
ereetore  that  makes  my  heart  beat  with  the  paseiona 
which  ohwqie  my  gave. " 
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"■What  matterl'  uuwered  Adoa-AL  "Thy  love 
tnTist  ba  bat  a  mookerf  of  the  name;  thou  canst  not  love 
as  ihty  do  for  whom  than  are  death  and  the  gnve.  A 
short  time,  — like  a  day  in  thy  inoalcolable  life,  —  aad^ie 
form  thou,  dotest  on  is  diutl  Others  of  the  nether  world 
go  hand  in  hand,  each  with  each,  unto  the  tomb ;  hand 
in  hand  tliey  ascend  from  the  worm  to  new  cycles  of 
ezistenoe.  For  thee,  below  are  ogee;  for  her,  bnt  hours. 
And  for  her  and  thee — O  poor,  bat  mighty  one!  —  will 
there  be  even  a  joint  hereafterl  Throogh  v/hat  grades 
and  heavena  of  spiritnalised  being  will  her  soul  have 
poned  when  thon,  the  BoUtory  loitezer,  comest  from  t^ 
vapors  of  the  earth  to  the  gat«e  <jf  light  I  " 

"  Son  of  the  Stubeam,  thiukest  thou  that  thia  thought 
IB  not  with  me  forever;  and  seeit  thou  not  that  I  have 
invoked  thee  to  hearken  and  minister  to  my  design  1 
Readest  thou  not  my  desire  and  dream  to  raise  the  con- 
ditions of  hei  being  to  my  ownt  Thou,  Adon^Ai, 
bathing  the  celestial  joy  that  makes  thy  life  in  the 
oceans  of  eternal  splendor,  —  thou,  save  by  &»  sympathies 
of  knowledge,  canst  coqjectuie  not  what  I,  the  offspring 
of  mortals,  feel  —  debarred  yet  from  the  objects  of  the 
tremendons  and  Bublime  ambition  &a,t  first  winged  my 
desires  above  the  clay  — ■  when  I  see  myself  compiled  to 
stand  in  thia  tow  world  alone.  I  have  sought  amongst 
my  tribe  for  comrades,  and  in  vain.  At  last  I  have  found 
a  mate.  The  wild  bird  and  the  wild  beast  have  theirs; 
and  my  mastery  over  the  malignant  tribes  of  tenor  cam 
banish  Qtear  larva  from  the  path  that  shall  lead  her 
Upward,  till  the  air  of  eternity  fits  the  fituae  fw  the  elixir 
that  faeiBee  death." 

"And  thou  hast  begun  the  initiation,  and  thou  art 
foiled!  I  know  it     Thou  haat  conjured  to  her  sleep  the 
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fsiiest  visionii ;  tiiou  host  inToked  the  loreliest  childTea 
of  tha  air  to  mnnnui  tlieir  music  to  her  trance,  kud  ber 
soul  heeds  theiu  uot,  imd,  returning  to  the  earth,  escapes 
from  their  controL  Blind  one,  wherefore  t  Canst  Uioa 
iu>t  peiceiret  Because  in  her  soul  all  is  love.  There 
is  no  iutetmediate  passion  with  which  the  things  thou 
wouldst  chaim  to  her  hare  association  and  affinities. 
Their  attetction  is  but  to  the  desires  and  cravings  of  the 
intelleet.  What  hare  they  with  the  pattion  that  is  of 
earth,  and  the  hope  that  goes  direct  to  heaven  I  " 

"  But  can  ihete  be  do  medium  —  no  link  —  in  which 
om  souls,  as  our  hearts,  can  be  united,  and  so  mine  aaj 
have  influence  over  her  own  I  " 

"  Ask  me  not,  — thou  wilt  not  cohipishend  me  I " 

"I  adjure &eel< — speak!  " 

"  When  two  souls  are  divided,  knowest  thou  not  that 
a  third  in  which  both  meet  and  live  is  the  link  between 
themi " 

"  I  do  oomptehend  thee,  Adon-Ai,"  said  Zanoni,  with 
a  light  of  more  human  joy  upon  his  &ce  than  it  had  ever 
before  been  seen  to  wear ;  "  and  if  my  destiny,  which 
here  is  dark  to  mine  eyes,  vouchsafes  to  -me  the  hap[7 
lot  of  the  humble,  — if  ever  there  be  a  child  that  I  may 
clasp  to  my  bosom  and  call  my  own  —  " 

"  And  is  it  to  be  man  at  last,  that  thou  hast  sspiied  to 
be  more  than  man  I  " 

"  But  a  child,  —  a  second  Yiola  I  "  murmured  Zanoni, 
scarcely  heeding  the  Son  of  Light;  "  a  young  soul  fresh 
from  heaven,  that  I  may  rear  from  the  first  moment  it 
touches  earth,  —  whose  wings  I  may  train  to  follow 
mine  through  the  glories  of  creation ;  and  through  whom 
the  mother  herself  may  be  led  upward  over  the  realm  of 
death!" 


n,s,t,..d:,i.  Google 


ZANOHL  319 

"Bewaie, — raflootl       Knoweot  thoa  not  that    thj 
dukest  enemy  dwells  in  the  Beal  t     Th;  wishes  Iving 
thee  UMT  uul  nearer  to  humanitj." 
"  Ah,  humanity  in  aweet  I  "  answered  Zantmi 
And  as  the  seer  ipoke,  on  the  glorioua  face  of  AidoB- 
Al  there  broke  a  smile. 
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Mttmm  Btamu  tribnit,  moitalls  cottf«rt 
Mmtalu ;  divina  D«aa,  peritui*  cadnau.^ 

Aurtl.  Pnd.  centra  SymmaJuim,  lib.  tL 

m&iOTB   FBOH  TBI  UTTKBB   OF   XAHONI  TO  MSJKOnB. 
URTIE  I. 

Thou  halt  not  infotmed  me  of  the  pcogten  of  Oxj  [mpil ;  tad 
I  fuf  tlut  to  differently  doM  circnDutanee  ehepe  the  miodi  of 
the  gen«retioiia  to  which  we  are  descended,  from  the  intense 
and  Bameet  children  of  the  earlier  world,  that  even  thf  moat 
earcfnl  and  elaborate  gnidance  would  fail,  with  loftier  and 
pnrer  natnree  than  that  of  the  neophyte  thou  bast  admitted 
within  thy  gatee.  Even  that  third  state  of  being,  which  the 
Indian  sage  *  rightly  recognizee  as  being  between  the  sleep  and 
the  waking,  and  describes  imperfectly  by  the  name  of  tranoi, 
is  unknown  to  the  children  of  the  Xorthem  world ;  and  few 
but  would  recoil  to  indulge  it,  r^arding  it*  peopled  calm  as 
ffidjfd  and  delusion  of  the  mind.  Instead  of  ripening  and  cnl' 
taring  that  airy  soil,  from  which  Nature,  duly  known,  can 
evoke  frnita  ho  rich  and  flowers  so  &ir,  they  strive  but  to 
exclude  it  from  their  gaze ;  they  erteem  that  straggle  of  the 
intellect  from  men's  narrow  worid  to  the  spirit's  infinite  home, 
a*  a  disease  which  the  leech  most  extirp«tewith  pharmacy  and 
drugs,  and  know  not  even  that  it  ii  from  this  condition  of 

'  The  Eternal  gires  Bternal  things,  the  Mortal  gathers  mortal 
things ;  Ood,  that  which  is  diTine,  and  the  perishable  that  which  la 
perishable. 

*  The  Brahmins,  speaking  of  Brahm,  tty,  "To  the  Omnisdnt 
the  thiee  modes  of  being  —  sleep,  waking,  and  tnnea — am  not;' 
distinctly  raeogniaing  tnnce  as  a  third  and  coeqnal  ■•^HiilittflB  ql 
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Unit  bldng,  in  itt  mort  imperfect  and  in&nt  fond,  that  poetiy, 
mosie,  ut— all  that  bekug  to  an  Idea  of  Beantj  to  whiok 
naitker  tlttpiitg  nor  tealiutg  can  ftmiili  anhetype  and  actual 
tembUnM — take  tiudr  immortal  birth.  When  we,  O  H^noor 
in  the  Ux  timo,  weie  onnelTaa  the  neophytea  and  aapiiante, 
we  wen  of  a  olaaa  to  which  the  actual  wodd  wae  ehnt  and 
baned.  Onr  foralathan  had  do  object  in  Ufe  bat  knowledge. 
Fran  the  oadle  wa  were  predeetined  and  leared  to  wiadom 
ai  to  a  pnaatfaood.  We  cMumenced  leaeaicli  where  modem 
Cuyeiitan  oloaee  il>  fidthleei  vingi.  And  with  oa,  Ihoee 
wen  the  common  elamenta  of  acience  which  the  wgee  of 
to^7  diadain  m  wild  chimena,  or  deapait  oT  ae  an£dhom^>le 
mjatcriea.  Sven  the  fundamental  prindplea,  the  laige  jret 
■impla  tbaoriee  of  elactrid^  and  masnetiam,  rest  obaenre  and 
dim  in  the  diipataa  of  their  blinded  ichooli;  yet,  even  in  onr 
Tonth,  how  few  em  attained  to  the  fint  circle  of  the  brother^ 
hood,  and,  after  weeiily  vuiopag  the  enUime  prinlegee  ihef 
■ought,  thej  volnntarilf  abandoned  the  light  of  the  eon,  and 
■nnk,  without  afiort,  to  the  grave,  like  pilgrim*  in  a  tiacUeaa 
doKit,  OTetmwed  bj  the  etillneea  ot  their  solitude,  and  appalled 
hj  the  abeence  td  a  goal.  Tbon,  in  whom  nothing  eeenu  ta 
live  hrf  A*  dmin  to  knno;  thon,  who,  indifferent  whether  it 
leada  to  weal  or  to  woe,  lendert  thyaelf  to  all  who  would  tread 
the  path  of  mTBteriona  leience,  a  hnmau  book,  iusenaato 
to  the  prw^ls  it  enonnoea, — thon  hast  erer  wnght,  andotton 
made  additione  to  onr  number.  Bat  to  theae  have  only  beok 
Tonehaafed  partial  secrete  ;  vanity  and  paiaion  nnfjttfjj  Uum 
for  the  rest ;  and  now,  without  other  inteieet  than  that  of  an 
experiment  in  eoieiica,  without  love,  and  without  pity,  thon 
axpoeeet  thii  new  lonl  to  the  baiards  of  the  tremendoua 
(•deal  I  Thon  thinkeet  that  a  leal  so  inquisitive,  a  courage 
■o  afa*(dtne  and  danntlees,  may  suffice  to  conquer,  where 
aneteMV  intellect  and  purer  virtue  have  so  often  bileii.  Than 
tbiskMt,  too,  that  the  germ  of  art  that  lies  iu  tbe  painter's 
mind,  h  it  oompnhends  in  iteelf  tbe  entin  embryo  of  power 
and  beaotjr,  may  be  expanded  into  the  ttatdy  flower  of  the 
Chddan  S<Mnee>  It  is  a  new  experiment  to  thee.  Be  gmtla 
vfth  tbj  UBO^jte,  and  if  hia  natue  di«4>point  thee  in  tba 
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fint  tttfgm  of  the  procegii,  diimUH  him  back  to  th«  RbmI  wbSie 
it  U  jet  time  to  eojoj  the  brief  uid  ootwatd  life  which  dwell* 
in  the  aeiuea,  and  c1o*m  with  the  tomh  And  a*  I  tiiiia 
•dmonidi  thee,  O  Hejnoar,  wilt  thoa  amile  at  1117  inconiiHtent 
hopM  t  I,  who  have  to  invariablj  refiued  to  initiate  othen 
into  onr  iD7*t«riea,  —  I  b^;iii  at  laat  to  comprahend  why  tba 
great  Uw,  which  hinda  man  to  bia  kind,  even  when  saekji^ 
moat  to  aet  him—if  aloof  from  their  oondition,  has  inad«  thy 
oold  and  bloodleaa  acienee  the  link  between  thyielf  and  tiiy 
lace  i  why,  Aon  haat  aonght  conTsrtB  and  pupiU ;  why,  in 
seeing  life  after  life  voluntarily  dropping  from  out  starry 
order,  tbon  still  aspireet  to  renew  tbo  Tanished,  and  repair 
the  lost  i  why,  amidat  thy  ealculationa,  restleea  and  nneeaeing 
v  the  wheels  of  Natore  herself,  thon  recoilest  from  the  bought 
90  Bi  ALOKi !  So  with  myaelf ;  at  last  I,  too,  seek  a  con- 
Tert,  an  «qual,  — I,  too,  shudder  to  be  akmel  What  thou 
haat  warned  me  of  has  coote  to  paM.  Lore  reduces  all  thiugi 
to  itaelf.  Either  must  I  be  drawn  down  to  the  nature  of  the 
beloTed,  or  hen  must  be  lifted  to  my  own.  As  whatevar 
belongs  to  true  Art  has  always  necessarily  had  attraction  for 
tu,  whose  veiy  being  is  in  tbe  ideal  whence  Art  deuands,  so 
in  this  fair  creature  I  hare  learned,  at  last,  the  aectet  that 
bound  me  to  her  at  tbe  first  glance.  The  daughter  of  mnnic, 
—  mnmo,  pairing  into  her  being,  became  poetry.  It  was  not 
the  stage  that  attracted  her,  with  its  hollow  lalaehoods;  it  wn 
the  land  in  bar  own  fancy  which  the  stage  sMined  to  centre 
and  represent.  There  the  poetiy  found  a  voice, ' —  there  it 
atm^led  into  imperfect  abape  ;  and  theu  (that  land  insuffi- 
cient for  it)  it  fell  back  upon  itael£  It  colored  her  thoughts, 
it  suffosed  her  soul  j  it  asked  not  words,  it  eieatad  not  things ; 
it  gave  birth  but  to  emotions,  and  lavished  itaelf  on  dreams. 
At  last  came  love ;  and  there,  as  a  river  into  the  sea,  it  poured 
its  nstlese  waves,  to  become  mate  and  deep  and  Btill, — tbe 
everlasting  mirror  of  tbe  heaven*. 

And  i*  it  not  throngh  this  poetry  wbieh  Ilea  within  her  that 
dte  may  be  led  into  the  large  poetry  of  the  naivatee  I  Often 
I  lieten  to  her  eareleae  talk,  and  find  oracles  in  its  nnooudoiu 
beauty,  aa  we  find  strange  virtnea  in  soma  lonely  flower.    J  sei* 
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ber  mind  ripening  onder  my  eyea ;  tnd  in  iti  fair  fartility 
what  ever-teeniing  noyelties  of  Uiongbt!  O  Mejnouf  I  how 
many  of  our  tribe  have  nnravelled  the  law*  of  the  nniTerw,  — 
liave  Kolved  the  riddtea  of  the  eit«rioT  nature,  and  dednead  the 
light  from  darkneeal  And  ia  not  the  POET,  who  ModiM 
notiun^t  bnt  the  human  heart,  a  greater  philoeopher  than  all  t 
Knowledge  and  atheism  are  incompatible.  To  know  Nature 
is  to  know  that  there  must  be  a  Qod.  But  does  it  require  thi« 
to  examine  the  method  and  archilectnie  of  creation  I  Methinka, 
when  I  look  npon  a  pure  mind,  however  ignanuit  and  child- 
like, thtit  I  see  the  Angnst  and  Immaterial  One  more  clearlr 
than  in  all  the  orba  of  matter  which  career  at  His  bidding 
through  space. 

Rightly  ia  it  the  fundamental  decree  of  onr  order,  that  we 
mnat  impart  onr  secrete  only  to  the  pare.  The  most  terrible 
part  of  the  ordeal  is  in  the  temptationB  that  our  power  affords 
to  the  criminal.  If  it  were  posaifale  that  a  malevolent  being 
coulil  attain  to  our  faculties,  what  diftatder  it  might  intro- 
duce into  the  globe !  Happy  that  it  ia  net  poeeible  ;  tbe 
matevcilence  would  disarm  the  power.  It  is  in  the  purity  of 
Viola  that  I  rely,  as  thou  more  vainly  hast  relied  on  the 
courage  or  the  genios  of  tby  pupils.  Bear  me  witness, 
Mejnour !  Never  since  the  distant  day  in  which  I  pierced  the 
Arcana  of  oar  knowledge,  have  I  ever  sought  to  make  its 
mysteries  aubaervient  to  unworthy  objects  ;  though,  alas  1  the 
extension  of  our  existence  robs  us  of  a  counby  and  a  home ; 
though  the  law  that  places  all  science,  as  all  art,  in  the 
abstraction  from  the  noisy  pasaiona  and  turbulent  ambition  of 
actual  life,  forbids  us  to  influence  the  destinies  of  natioiu,  for 
which  Heaven  selects  ruder  aiid  blinder  agencies;  yet,  wher- 
ever have  been  my  wanderings,  I  have  soi^ht  to  soften 
distress,  and  to  convert  ^m  sin.  My  power  bes  been  hostile 
only  to  the  guilty ;  and  yet  with  all  our  lore,  how  in  each 
■tep  we  are  reduced  to  be  bnt  the  permitted  instrnmentu  of 
the  Power  that  vouchsafeB  our  own,  hut  only  to  direct  it. 
How  aU  our  wisdom  shrinks  into  nought,  compared  with  that 
which  givee  the  meanest  herb  its  virtues,  and  peoplee  the 
amalleat  globule  with  its  appropriate  world.    And  while  wa 
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an  alltnred  at  tunes  to  inflaauce  the  haj^iiiieM  of  otben,  bow 
mpiteaawiXy  the  Bhadom  thicken  roand  our  own  faton 
doom  I  We  cMmot  be  piopheta  to  onnelveal  With  what 
tnmbling  hope  I  nnne  the  thooght  that  I  du^  preaervs  to 
117  aolUode  the  light  of  a  living  imile  1 


ZXTKAOIB  rROK  ijfiTeu  n. 
Deeming  mjaelf  not  pure  enoogh  to  initute  m  pure  a  heart, 
I  invoke  to  her  bance  thoae  faireat  and  most  tendnr  inhahi- 
tanti  of  apace  that  hare  funiahed  to  poetrjr,  which  ia  the 
inatiuetiTe  gnms  into  creation,  the  ideas  of  the  Qlendoveer  and 
Sylph.  And  these  were  leai  pore  than  her  own  thoughts,  and 
lea*  tendn  than  her  oini  love !  They  coold  not  raiiie  her 
aboTe  her  hninau  heut,  for  that  haa  a  heaven  of  ite  own. 

I  have  joat  looked  on  her  in  aleep,  —  I  have  heard  har 
breathe  my  name.  Alas  ]  that  which  is  so  awef.t  to  othen 
has  its  bitteraeaa  to  me  ;  for  I  think  how  aoon  the  time  may 
come  when  that  sleep  will  be  without  a  dieam,  — when  the 
heart  that  dictates  the  name  will  be  cold,  and  the  lipa  that 
Dtter  it  be  dumb.  What  a  twofold  shape  there  is  in  love  !  If 
we  examine  it  coarsely,  —  if  we  look  bat  on  its  fleshy  ties,  its 
enjoyments  of  a  moment,  its  turbulent  fever  and  its  dull 
reaction, —  how  strange  it  aeems  that  this  paasion  should  be 
the  supreme  mover  of  the  world  1  that  it  is  this  which  has 
dictated  the  greatest  sacrilicee,  and  influeiiced  all  societies  and 
•11  times  ;  that  to  this  the  loftiest  and  loveliest  genins  has 
«vei  consecrated  its  devotion ;  that,  bot  for  lore^  there  were 
no  civiliiatioTi,  no  mosic,  no  poebty,  no  beau^,  no  life 
beyond  the  bmte's. 

Bnt  examine  it  in  its  heavenliei  shape,  -^  in  its  utter  abne- 
gation of  self ;  in  its  intimate  connection  with  all  that  is  most 
delioata  and  subtle  in  the  spirit,  — its  power  above  all  that  is 
sordid  in  eziatence ;  its  mastery  over  the  idols  of  the  baser 
worship  ;  its  ability  to  create  a  palace  of  the  cottage,  an  oasis 
in  the  deseot,  a  summer  in  the  Iceland,  — where  it  hreathee, 
and  fertilizes,  and  glows  ;  and  ths  wonder  rather  becomes  how 
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m>  Aw  zeffxd  it  in  ita  hoUMt  nature.  What  tbe  tennul  call 
ita  enjojmenti,  an  the  leaat  of  its  j<^  True  love  it  1«M  a 
passion  than  a  sjmbol.  Hejnnnr,  Bhall  the  time  come  when  I 
can  apeak  to  thee  of  Viola  u  a  thing  tliat  waa  t 


■ZTKlXn  TKOH  LITTES  in. 

Knoweat  thou  that  of  late  I  have  fioiiietiinea  aaked  mytelf, 
**  Is  there  no  giult  in  the  knowledge  that  has  so  divided  na 
from  our  racel"  It  is  trae  that  the  higher  we  ascend  the 
more  hateful  seem  to  as  the  vicea  of  the  ahort-lived  creepers  of 
the  earth,  — the  mote  the  sense  of  the  goodnera  of  the  All- 
good  panetnlea  and  snfFhses  ns,  and  the  more  immediately 
does  onr  happineas  seem  to  emanate  from  him.  But,  on  the 
other  hand,  how  many  virtnee  mnat  lie  dead  in  those  who  live 
in  the  world  of  death,  and  refuse  to  diet  Is  not  this  sublime 
^otiam,  this  state  of  abatnotion  and  reverie, — this  self- 
wrapped  and  aelf-dependent  majeetf  of  exiatence,  a  resignation 
of  that  nobility  which  ineorpomtee  our  own  welfare,  onr  joya, 
001  bope^  Qor  feais  with  others  1  To  live  on  in  no  dtead  of 
fbee,  undegnded  bj  inflnnity,  aacore  through  tbe  oaiea,  and 
free  from  tbe  disease  of  fleah,  is  a  spaotaiele  that  cs^tiTatea  onr 
pride.  And  yet  dost  thou  not  more  admire  him  who  dies 
for  another  t  Since  I  have  loved  her,  Mejnonr,  it  seems 
ahnoot  cowardice  to  alnde  the  gmve  which  devonr*  the  hearts 
that  wrap  ns  in  their  folds.  I  fisel  it,  — the  earth  grows  upon 
my  ^irit.  Thou  wert  right;  eternal  age,  serene  and  passion- 
less, is  a  happier  boon  than  eteroal  yonth,  with  its  yearnings 
and  deeires.  Until  we  can  be  all  spirit,  tbe  tranquillity  of 
solitude  mnat  be  indifference. 


mx.iu.oa  TBOH  LimR  rr. 

I  have  received  thy  communication.     What !  is  it  so  t    Has 
th;  pnpil  disappointed  thee  t    Alas,  poor  pupil  1    But  — 
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(H«re  folloT  oommeiits  on  those  passages  in  Olyndon'i 
life  already  kDown  to  the  reader,  or  about  to  be  made  n^ 
with  earnest  adjurations  to  Mejnoui  to  watch  yet  orer 
the  fate  of  his  scholar.) 

But  I  cherish  the  aame  desire,  with  a  warmer  heart.  Hy 
pupill  how  the  terron  that  shall  encompass  thine  oideBl  warn 
me  bam  the  task !    Once  more  I  will  seek  the  Eton  of  LighL 

Tea ;  Adon-Ai,  long  deaf  to  ray  coll,  at  last  has  descended  to 
my  vigion,  and  left  behind  him  the  gloiy  of  his  presence  in 
the  shape  of  Hope.  Oh,  not  inipossihle,  Viola,  —  not  impo«- 
sible,  that  we  yet  may  be  united,  soul  with  sonl ! 

XXTHA.OT  FBOU  IXTIBR  V.  —  (MoTtj)  foonthi  (^W  Ae  Uut.) 
Mejnour,  awake  from  thine  apathy, — rejoice !  A  new  soul 
will  be  bom  to  the  world,  —  a  new  soul  that  shall  call  m« 
father.  Ah,  if  they  for  whom  exist  all  the  occupations  and 
reeoarcee  of  human  life,  ^ — if  they  can  thrill  with  exquisite 
emotion  at  the  thought  of  hailing  again  their  own  childhood 
in  the  feces  of  their  children  ;  if  in  that  birth  they  are  boTn 
once  more  into  the  holy  Innocence  which  is  the  fint  state  of 
existence ;  if  they  can  feel  that  on  man  devolyea  almoet  an 
angel's  duty,  when  he  has  a  life  to  guide  from  the  cradle,  and 
asool  to  Qorture  for  the  faeaveu, — what  to  me  most  be  the 
ispture  to  welcome  an  inheritor  of  all  the  gifts  which  dontde 
themselves  in  being  shared !  How  sweet  the  power  to  watch, 
and  to  guard,  —  to  iDsUI  the  knowledge,  to  afert  the  evil,  and 
to  guide  back  the  river  of  life  in  a  richer  and  broader  and 
deeper  stream  to  the  paradiK  from  which  it  flows !  And 
beside  that  river  our  souls  shall  meet,  sweet  mother.  Onr 
child  shall  supply  the  sympathy  that  foilB  as  yet;  and  what 
shape  shall  haunt  thee,  what  tenor  shall  dismay,  when  thy 
initiation  is  beside  the  cxadle  of  thy  child  1 
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Thay  thtu  btynlle  the  wi^ 
nntfll  the  blnstriog  Konne  u  overiilowne, 
Wheo  weeaing  to  tetone  whence  they  did  ftnqr, 
Tbej  cumot  flnde  that  pUh  which  flnt  wm  ahowne. 
But  weodei  to  and  fro  in  w>iM  Dnknowot. 

SpimaB'a  Fatr!t  Quom,  book  L  onlo  1.  it.  z. 

Yxs,  Viola,  tihoti  art  uiotfaer  being  than  yrh&a,  by  thm 
tbrwbold  of  tbf  Italian  home,  thoa  didst  follow  thy  dim 
Atncie*  through  the  I«uid  of  Shadow ;  or  when  tboa  didat 
vainly  seek  to  give  voice  to  an  ideal  beanty,  on  the 
boaida  when  illunon  connterfeita  earth  and  hoaven  for 
an  hoar,  till  the  weary  senae,  awaking,  eaea  but  tha 
tjnoel  and  the  Boane-ahifter.  Thy  spirit  lepoaes  in  its 
own  happineaa.  Its  wanderingB  have  fonnd  a  goal.  In 
a  moment  there  often  dwells  the  sense  of  etemi^ ;  tot 
when  profoondly  happy,  we  know  that  it  is  impoeeible  to 
die.  Whenever  the  soul  feels  iitelf,  it  feels  everlasting 
life. 

Ihe  initiation  ia  defeired,  —  thy  days  and  nights  are 
left  to  no  other  visions  than  those  with  which  a  contented 
heart  enchants  a  guileless  fancy.  Qlendoveers  and  Sylphs, 
pardon  me  if  I  question  whether  tiioee  visions  are  not 
lovelier  than  yourselves. 

They  stand  t^  the  beach,  and  sea  the  sun  sinking 
into  the  sea.  How  long  now  have  they  dwelt  on  that 
isUndt  What  matterat  —  it  may  be  months,  or  years, 
—  what  matters!  Why  shonld  I,  or  they,  keep  account 
cf  that  happy  time  t    As  in  the  dieam  fit  a  moment  ages 
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may  seem  to  psas,  bo  alull  we  meason  tmupoii  or  woa, 
—  by  the  length  of  the  dreuu,  or  the  nomber  of  emotioni 
that  the  dTeam  mvolvea  f 

The  mm  ernks  slowly  down ;  the  air  is  arid  and  op- 
pieMirej  on  the  sea,  the  stately  vessel  lies  motionlesa; 
on  the  shore,  no  leaf  trembles  on  the  tieea. 

Viola  draw  nearer  to  Zanoni.  A  preseutiment  she 
oonld  not  define  made  her  heart  beat  more  qnicklj ;  and, 
looking  into  his  face,  she  was  struck  with  its  expression : 
it  was  anxious,  abstracted,  perturbed.  "This  stillness 
awes  me, "  she  wbtspeied. 

Zanoni  did  not  seem  to  hear  her.  He  muttered  to 
himself,  and  his  eyes  gased  roond  reetleisly.  She  knew 
not  why,  but  tiiat  gaze,  which  seemed  to  pierce  into 
qiace,  —  that  muttered  Toice  in  some  for^gn  laugnage, 
— reviTod  dimly  her  earlier  superstitions.  She  was 
more  fearful  since  the  hour  when  she  knew  Hut  she  was 
to  be  a  mother.  Strange  crisis  in  the  life  of  woman, 
and  in  her  lore  I  Something  yet  onbom  begins  already 
to  divide  her  heart  with  that  which  had  been  before  ito 
only  monarch. 

"  Look  on  ma,  Zanoni, "  she  said,  pressing  his  band. 

He  tnmed:  "Thou  art  pale,  Yiola;  tby  hand 
trembles  I" 

"  It  is  true.  I  feel  as  it  some  enemy  ware  creeping 
near  ns." 

"  And  the  instinct  deceives  thee  not.  An  enemy  is 
indeed  at  hand.  I  see  it  throngh  the  heavy  air ;  I  hear 
it  thnnigh  the  silence :  the  Ohostly  One,  —  the 
Destn^er,  tjie  FE8Tii.BiroB!  Ah,  seest  thou  how  the 
leaves  swarm  with  insects,  only  by  an  effort  visiUe  to 
the  eye.  They  follow  the  breath  of  the  plague  I  "  Aa 
bespoke,  a  bird  fell  from  the  boughs  at  Viola's  feet;  it 
fluttered,  it  writhed  an  instant,  and  was  dead. 
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"Ob,  TioU!  "  cried  Z&aoni,  pMffl<mfttely,  "^t  u 
death.     DoBt  thou  not  fear  to  die  t " 

"  To  leave  theo  t    Ah,  yes ! " 

"  And  if  I  could  teuh  thee  how  Desth  joay  be  defied ; 
if  I  oould  erraet  for  thy  jouth  the  oouree  of  time;  if  I 
fionld —  " 

He  paused  abruptly,  for  Viola's  eyes  spoke  only 
tenor ;  her  cheek  snd  lipe  were  pole. 

"  Speak  not  thus,  —  look  not  thus, "  she  said,  reooiling 
from  turn.  "  Ton  dismay  me.  Ah,  speak  not  thus,  or  I 
shonld  tremble,  —  no,  not  for  myself,  bnt  for  tiiy  child. " 

"  Thy  child  1  But  wouldst  tiion  reject  for  ttiy  child 
the  same  glorious  boon  t " 

"  Zanonil  " 

"Weill" 

"  The  ann  has  sunk  from  oar  eyes,  but  to  rise  on  those 
of  others.  To  disappear  from  this  world  is  to  live  in  the 
world  afar.  Oh,  lover,  —  oh,  husband!  "  ^e  continued, 
with  sudden  aneigy,  "  tell  me  that  thon  didst  but  jest,  — 
that  thon  didst  but  trifle  with  my  folly  I  There  is  leea 
terror  in  the  pestilence  than  in  thy  words. " 

Zan<»ii'e  brow  darkened ;  be  looked  at  bar  in  silence 
for  some  ntomcuts,  and  th»a  said,  almost  severely,  — 

*  What  hast  tiiou  known  of  me  to  distnutl " 

'Oh,  pardon,  pudoni  —  notiiingl "  cried  Viola, 
throwing  herself  on  his  breast,  and  bursting  into  tears. 
"  I  will  not  believe  even  thine  own  words,  if  they  seem 
to  wrong  thee  I "  He  kissed  the  tears  from  her  eyes,  bnt 
made  no  hnswet. 

"  And  ah  I "  she  resumed,  with  an  enchanting  and 
child-like  smile,  "  if  thon  wooldst  give  me  a  ehann  against 
the  pestilence  I  see,  I  will  take  it  from  thee. "  And  she 
laid  her  hand  on  a  small,  antique  amulet  that  he  wore  on 
biabnasi. 
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"  Thou  knoweat  how  often  this  hu  made  me  jealoiu  of 
the  put;  BurelT'  Bome  love-gift,  Zanonit  But  no,  ttioa 
didrt  not  love  the  giver  as  thou  dost  me.  Shall  I  steal 
thine  amulet  I  " 

"Infant I  "  said  Zanoni,  tenderly;  "she  who  placed 
thie  round  mj  neck  deemed  it  indeed  b.  charm,  for  she 
had  superatitions  like  thjBeU;  but  to  me  it  is  moie  Uian 
the  wizard's  spell,  —  it  is  &e  lelic  of  a  sweet  vanished 
time  when  none  who  loved  me  could  dlstnist." 

He  said  these  words  in  a  tone  of  auoh  melanehol; 
leproach  that  it  went  to  the  heart  of  Viola ;  hut  the  tone 
changed  into  a  solemmtj  which  chilled  bock  tiie  gosh  of 
her  feelings  as  he  resumed :  "  And  this,  Viola,  one  day, 
perhaps,  I  will  transfer  from  my  breast  to  thine ;  yes, 
whenever  thou  shalt  comprehend  me  better,  —  whanever 
the  lawa  of  our  being  shall  be  the  tame/  " 

He  moved  on  gently.  They  returned  slowly  home; 
but  fear  still  was  in  the  heart  of  Viola,  though  she 
■trove  to  shake  it  off.  Italian  and  Catholic  the  was,  wiUi 
all  the  superstitions  of  land  and  sect.  She  stole  to  her 
chamber  and  pnyed  before  a  little  lelic  of  San  Gennaro, 
which  the  priest  of  her  house  had  given  to  her  in  child- 
hood, and  which  had  accompanied  her  in  all  her  wander 
ings.  She  had  never  deemed  it  poaaible  to  part  with 
it  before.  Now,  if  there  was  a  charm  against  the  peati- 
lence,  did  she  fear  the  pestilence  for  hereelf  t  The  next 
morning,  when  he  awoke,  Zanoni  found  the  relic  of  ibt 
saint  suspended  with  his  mystic  amulet  round  his  neck. 

"Ah!  thou  wilt  have  nothing  to  fear  from  the  pesti- 
lence now,"  said  Viola,  between  tears  and  smiles ;  "and 
when  thou  wooldst  talk  to  me  again  as  thou  didst  last 
night,  the  saint  shall  rebuke  thee." 

Well,  Zanoni,  can  there  ever  indeed  be  commune  of 
thought  and  spirit,  except  with  equals  1 
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Yea,  tiie  plsgoe  broke  ont^  —  ttte  itlind  home  imul 
IwftbaadonML  Uigh^  Seer,  thou  haat  no  power  t»$aii>e 
tkoM  whom  thou  lovattf  Fuewell,  tbos  bridftl  roof  I  — 
Bveet  nating-pleoe  from  oue,  farevell  1  Climatea  as  eoft 
may  greet  ye,  0  lovers,  —  aklea  as  serene,  and  waters  as 
Uoe  and  calm ;  but  that  time,  —  can  it  ever  more 
tstam  I  "Who  shall  say  that  the  heart  does  not  change 
Kith  the  scene,  —  the  place  where  we  fint  dwelt 
with  the  beloTed  oneT  Every  spot  there  has  ao  many 
memories  which  the  place  only  can  recalL  The  past  that 
hamits  it  seems  to  ctmimand  such  conatanoy  in  the 
fiitare.  If  a  tiionght  less  kmd,  less  tmatfnl,  enter 
within  Tie,  Uie  si^t  of  a  tno  under  which  a  tow  has  been 
exchanged,  a  tear  has  been  kissed  away,  restores  us 
again  to  the  hours  of  the  first  dirine  illusion.  But  is  a 
home  when  nothing  speaks  of  the  first  nnptials,  where 
there  is  no  eloquence  of  association,  no  holy  burial-places 
of  emotions,  whoee  ghosts  are  angels  I — yes,  who  that 
has  gone  through  the  aad  history  of  affection  will  tell  us 
that  the  heart  changes  not  with  the  acene  I  Blow  fair,  ye 
&Toring  winds;  cheerily  swell,  ye  sails;  away  from  the 
land  where  deatii  has  come  to  snateh  the  sceptre  of  Love ! 
The  shores  glide  by;  new  coasts  succeed  to  the  green 
hills  and  oraoge-groves  of  the  Bridal  Isle.  From  afar 
now  gleam  in  the  moonlight  the  columns,  yet  extant,  of 
a  temple  which  the  Athenian  dedicated  to  wiadom ;  and, 
standing  on  the  baik  that  bounded  on  in  the  freshening 
gale,  the  rotary  who  had  anrrlTed  the  goddess  murmured 
to  himself  — 

"  Has  tiie  wisdom  of  ^{es  brought  me  no  happier  hours 
than  &oee  common  to  the  shepherd  and  the  herdsman, 
wi&  no  world  beyond  their  village,  no  oepiratioa 
beyond  the  kiss  and  the  smile  of  home  1  " 

And  the  moon,  resting  alike  over  the  ruins  of  the 
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tample  of  flte  deputad  creed,  awtr  the  hnt  cl  dw 
living  pnetiiit.  ovu  tiie  immemorial  mountuit-top,  utd 
Uu  periahaiblo  herbage  that  clothad  its  mdeo,  seuned  to 
■mile  baok  its  anawor  of  calm  diadain  to  tbe  beiog  who^ 
percboaee,  might  h»TB  aeen  Uie  temi^e  bail^  lad  .wiu^ 
in  hia  inacrataUe  exiatwiee,  might  beh<dd  tbe  n 
■battered  from  ilsbeae. 
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THE  BFEBCT8  OT  T^  BUZDL 

OBAFTBB   I. 

Zwai  Sm]*d  wohnMi,  aeh  [  in  tatbau  B>Mt. 

It  will  b«  nmembnnd  thkt  we  left  Muter  Paolo  by  the 
bednd*  of  Olyndon;  and  m,  waking  from  that  pTofound 
ahimber,  tlie  reoallectionB  of  the  past  nigfat  came  hoiribly 
back  to  his  mind,  tlie  EngliBbnun  uttered  a  erf,  tui 
covered  hii  face  with  Hb  hande. 

"Good  morrow,  EzcelleDcyl "  said  Paolo,  gayly. 
"  Corpo  di  Bacco,  you  hava  alept  soundly  I  " 

The  sound  of  this  man's  voice,  so  lusty,  ringing,  and 
healthful,  served  to  scatter  before  it  the  phantasma  that 
yet  haunted  Glyndon's  memory. 

He  mae  erect  in  his  bed.  "  And  where  did  you  find 
me  )    "Why  ue  you  here )  " 

"  Where  <Ud  I  find  youl "  repeated  Paolo,  in  surprise, 
—  "in  your  bod,  to  be  sure.  Why  am  I  here  1  —  becanae 
the  Padrone  bade  me.  await  your  waking,  and  attend 
your  commands. " 

'  Twg  seal*  dwell,  slai  r  in  my  breast. 
Whj  ttandett  than  m,  and  lookeit  ovt  MrfftntsMnl  * 
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"  Tha  Padioiu,  Uejuoml  —  is  he  uriTsdt ' 
"AiriTod  and  deputed,    ngnor.     He    hu  left  thn 
letter  for  yon." 

"  Give  it  me,  &nd  weit  without  till  I  un  ixtnad. " 
"  Ai  youi  eerrioe.  I  have  bespoke  ui  ezoellent 
breakfast:  jaa  mnat  be  hongrj.  I  am  a  very  toleiaUe 
cook;  a  monk's  aon  ought  to  bel  You  will  be  atatiUd 
at  my  geniua  in  tiie  dieaaing  of  fish.  Hy  Binging,  I 
tmat,  will  not  disturb  you.  I  always  sing  while  I  pre- 
pare a  ealad;  it  harmoniceB  the  ingredients."  And 
■linging  his  Carbine  over  his  shoulder,  Paolo  sauntered 
from  the  room,  and  closed  the  door. 

Qlyudon  was  already  deep  in  the  contents  of  the 
following  letter:  — 

"  When  I  flrst  received  thee  as  my  pnpil,  I  pmmiied 
Zanoni,  if  convinced  by  thy  first  trials  that  thon  eonldit  bat 
swell,  not  the  nombet  of  oor  onler,  but  the  list  <rf  the  Tictirox 
who  have  aspired  to  it  in  vain,  I  would  not  rear  thee  to  thine 
own  wretchednew  and  doom, —  I  would  dismiss  thee  back  to 
the  world.  I  fnlfll  my  promiu.  Thine  ordeal  has  been  tbe 
eaBie«t  that  neophyte  ever  knew.  I  asked  for  UDtbing  but 
abstinence  from  the  Bensual,  and  a  brief  experiment  of  tbv 
patience  and  thy  faith.  Qo  back  to  thine'  own  wtvld  ;  tLoii 
hast  no  natnre  to  aspire  to  onrsl 

**  It  was  I  who  prepared  Paolo  to  leceive  thee  at  the  revel. 
It  was  I  who  iustigated  the  old  beggar  to  ask  thee  for  aim*. 
It  was  I  who  left  open  the  book  that  thon  conldst  not  leail 
without  riolating  my  command.  Well,  thon  hatt  teen  what 
awaits  thee  at  the  threshold  of  knowledge.  Thon  bast  con- 
fronted the  fint  foe  that  menaces  him  whom  the  seosae  yet 
grasp  and  inthTsll.  Dost  thou  wonder  theit  I  close  upon  thm 
the  gates  forever  t  Dost  thou  not  oamptebend,  at  last,  that  it 
needs  a  sool  tampered  and  porlfled  and  raised,  not  by  external 
spells,  but  by  its  own  sublimity  and  valor,  to  past  the  thres- 
hold and  disdain  the  foe  t    Wretch  I  all  my  silence  avails 
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notbhig  tar  the  iMh,  for  the  mdmuI, — for  him  who  daiiiw 
our  seenti  hot  to  pollnte  them  to  grooi  ayojmouti  lad  Mlflah 
Ttee.  How  b&ve  the  impoeton  end  aoroBnTB  of  the  eediei 
tiinee  periahed  ly  their  vei;  attem(>t  to  penetrate  the  mjeteriee 
that  Nhonld  purify,  and  not  deprave  I  Thej  have  boaeted  of 
the  Fhiloeophar'a  Stone,  and  <Ued  in  rage ;  of  the  immcHtal 
elixir,  and  euik  to  theirgnTa,|!nf  before  their  time.  Legmda 
tell  jon  that  the  fiend  nnt  tb«n  into  fiagmenta  Tee ;  the 
fiend  of  their  own  nabtdj  deeiiea  and  oriminal  dMignel 
What  Iher  oovated,  thon  eevetaat ;  and  if  Ihoa  Iwdat  the 
winge  ef  a  aeiaph  thon  oonldit  loar  not  from  the  along^  of  thj 
mMtaKty.  Thj  deaire  for  knowledge,  bat  petulant  pneomp- 
tion;  thf  thinrt  for  happiness,  bnt  the  dieeaeed  longing  for  the 
unclean  and  muddied  watem  of  eotporeel  pleaaure ;  thy  veiy 
love,  which  oanally  eleratee  even  the  mean,  a  patnon  that 
ealenlatee  treason  amidat  the  first  glow  of  lost.  TKim  one  of 
ni ;  thon  a  brotiier  of  the  Angoet  Order ;  thon  an  Aspirant 
to  the  Stan  that  ahine  in  the  Sbemaii  of  the  Chaldean  lore  1 
The  eagle  can  raiie  hnt  the  eaglet  to  the  lun.  I  abandon  thee 
to  thy  twilight ! 

"Bat,  alu  for  thee,  disobedient  and  probnel  thon  halt 
inhaled  the  elixir ;  thon  hart  atbaoted  to  thy  preaence  a  ghastly 
and  lemoneless  foe.  Thon  thyself  must  exoimse  the  phantom 
thon  bast  raiaed.  Thon  most  retnm  to  the  world;  bnt  not 
withont  pnidshment  and  strong  effort  canst  tboa  regain  the 
calm  and  the  joy  of  the  life  tbon  hast  left  behind.  This,  for 
thy  comfort,  will  I  tell  thee:  he  who  haa  drawn  into  his 
frame  eren  eo  little  of  the  Toladle  and  rital  energy  of  the 
aSrial  Juices  aa  thyself  has  awaketied  fiumlties  that  oaniiot 
sleep,— Cicnltles  that  may  ye^  wtth  patient  humility,  wUh 
sound  foith,  and  the  courage  that  is  not  of  the  body  like  thine, 
bnt  of  the  lesolnte  and  virtnons  mind,  attain,  if  not  to  the 
knowledge  that  reigns  abore,  to  high  echieTemant  in  the 
career  of  men.  Hiou  wilt  find  the  nstlese  influence  in  all 
that  thon  wonldst  undertake.  Thy  bsart,  amidst  vulgar  joya 
will  aspite  to  somethii^  holier  ;  thy  ambition,  amidst  coatee 
excitement,  to  something  beyond  thy  reach.  But  deem  not 
that  this  of  itself  will  suttee  for  glory.     Equally  mi^  Ifa* 
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•od  new-bom  eaergj  whioh  will  not  niiEer  thee  to  repoM. 
Aa  thon  direetaat  it,  mTut  thon  believe  it  to  be  the  enuuutioii 
of  thine  eTil  geniiu  or  th;  good. 

'*  Bnt  woe  to  thee  1  insect  meUied  in  the  web  in  whiah  thon 
halt  oitangled  Hmbe  and  wings  I  Thou  hart  not  onlj'  inhaled 
the  elixir,  thou  haat  conjnred  the  epectre ;  of  all  the  tribe*  of 
the  ipace,  no  foe  ia  so  malignant  to  man,  —  and  thoa  hast 
lifted  the  vei]  from  thy  gue.  I  cannot  reetora  to  thee  the 
happy  dinmeaa  of  thy  viuon.  Enow,  at  leatt,  that  ell  of  ui — 
the  higfaeet  and  the  wisest  —  who  have,  in  aober  truth,  passed 
beyond  the  threshold,  have  had,  as  our  fint  fsarful  talk,  to 
matter  and  subdue  its  grisly  and  appalling  goaxdian.  Know 
that  thoa  MHwt  delitrer  thyself  from  thoee  livid  eyes,  —  know 
Aat,  while  tbey  hannt,  tbt^  cannot  harm,  if  thon  rsnateat  the 
tiioQghta  to  which  they  tempt,  and  the  honor  they  engendet. 
Dread  them  most  wAck  tKou  bAotdeU  them  tut.  And  thns,  son 
of  the  worm,  we  pott!  All  that  I  can  tell  thee  to  encontago, 
yet  to  warn  and  to  gnlde,  I  have  told  thee  in  tbece  Unee.  Not 
from  me,  from  tbjBetf  has  come  the  gloomy  tnal  from  wbioh 
I  jet  trait  thon  will  emei^  into  peace.  Type  of  the  knowl- 
edge that  I  serve,  I  withhold  no  lesson  from  the  pun  aapirant ; 
I  am  a  dak  enigma  to  the  general  seeker.  As  man's  only 
indeetmctjble  possession  ia  his  memory,  ho  it  is  not  in  mine 
art  to  emmlde  into  matter  the  inmuiteiial  thoughts  that 
have  spmng  up  within  thy  bteeat  The  tyro  might  shatter 
this  eaitle  to  the  dust,  and  topple  down  the  mountain  to  the 
plain.  The  master  has  no  power  to  say, '  Eziat  no  more,'  to 
one  TEouoHT  that  his  knowledge  has  insjHi«d.  Hum  mayst 
change  the  thought  into  new  forms ;  thoa  mayst  rarefy  and 
sublimate  it  into  a  finer  spirit,  — but  thon  canst  not  annihilate 
that  which  has  no  home  bnt  in  the  memory,  no  subrtaaoe 
bnt  the  idea.  Etvrt  THOuasr  is  i.  BOnb  I  Vainly,  tbenfon, 
would  I  or  thon  undo  the  post,  or  restore  to  thee  the  gay 
hlindnesB  of  thy  yonth.  llion  must  endure  the  influence  of 
the  elixir  thon  hast  inhaled ;  thou  most  wrestle  with  th« 
•peetre  thou  hast  invoked  I  " 
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The  Iftttsr  fell  horn  Glyndoo's  hand.  JL  Mrtof 
stnpor  ancoeeded  to  the  Tsrions  emotions  which  hkd 
chued  e«ch  other  in  the  peruB&l,  — a  stupor  resemldii^ 
lihat  vhich  follovs  the  sudden  deetructiim  of  onj 
aideat  snd  long-nnned  hope  in  th«  human  heart, 
whether  it  be  of  lore,  of  svarice,  of  ambition.  The 
loftier  world  for  which  he  had  to  thirsted,  Baerifioed, 
and  toiled,  was  closed  upon  him  "foreTer,"  and  hy 
his  own  bmlts  of  rashness  and  preanmption.  Bnt  Glyn- 
doa's  was  not  of  diat  nature  which  aulmiiti  long  to  con- 
demn itself.  His  indignation  began  to  kindle  against 
Mejnonr,  who  owned  he  had  tempted,  and  who  now 
abandoned  him,  —  abandoned  him  to  the  presence  of  a 
spectm.  The  mTstio's  reproaches  atong  laUier  than 
hnmbled  him.  What  crime  had  be  committed  to  deserve 
language  so  harsh  and  disdainful  1  Was  it  so  deep  a 
debasement  to  feel  pleasure  in  the  smile  and  the  eyes  of 
Fillidef  -  Had  not  Zanoni  himself  confessed  love  for 
Viola;  had  he  not  fled  with  her  as  his  oompanlcmt 
Glyndon  never  paused  to  consider  if  there  are  no  dis- 
tinotiouB  between  one  kind  of  love  and  another.  Whwe, 
too,  was  the  great  ofFenoe  of  yielding  to  a  temptation 
which  only  existed  for  the  brave  1  Had  not  the  mystle 
volume  which  Uejnour  had  paiposely  left  open ,  bid  him 
but  "  Beware  of  fear"1  Was  not,  then,  every  wilful 
provocative  held  out  to  the  strongeat  influences  of  the 
human  mind,  in  the  prohibition  to  enter  the  chamber, 
in  the  possession  of  the  key  which  excited  hie  curi- 
osity, in  the  volume  which  seemed  to  dictate  the  mode 
by  which  the  curiosity  was  to  be  gratified  f  As  rapidly 
these  thoughts  passed  over  him,  be  began  to  consider  the 
wbole  conduct  of  Mejnout  either  as  a  perfidious  design 
to  entrap  bim  to  bis  own  misery,  or  as  the  toiek  of  an 
impostor,  who  knew  that  he  oould  not  realize  the  great 
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ptotwioiu  ha  had  nuda.  On  gUnciag  again  ovei  th« 
mon  mjrsteriouB  threats  and  vomlngs  in  Mejoour'a 
letter,  thej'  seemed  to  OMume  the  language  of  men 
parable  and  ollagory,  —  the  ja^n  of  the  Platonists  and 
Pj^hagoieans.  By  little  and  little ,  he  began  to  consider 
that  the  very  spectra  he  bad  seen  —  even  that  one  phan- 
tom so  horrid  in  ita  oapeot  —  weia  but  the  deluaions 
irhich  Uejnour's  soiKice  had  enabled  him  to  ratsa. 
The  healthful  annlight,  filling  up  every  cranny  in  his 
cbamben,  seetned  to  laogb  away  the  terrors  of  the  post 
night.  His  pride  and  his  leaentment  nerved  hia 
habitual  oourage;  and  when,  having  hastily  dreesed 
himself,  he  rejoined  Paolo,  it  was  with  a  flushed  cheek 
and  a  haughty  step. 

"  So,  Paolo,"  said  he,  "  the  Padrone,  as  you  coll 
him,  told  jaa  to  expect  and  welcome  ma  at  your  village 
faasti" 

"He  did  so  by  a  message  from  a  wretched  old 
cripple.  This  sorprised  me  at  t)ta  time,  for  I  thoi^ht 
he.  was  far  distant;  but  thase  great  pbilosophara  make 
a  joke  of  two  or  three  hundred  leagues. " 

"  Why  did  you  not  tell  me  you  had  heard  from 
ICejnourt" 

"  Because  the  old  cripple  forbade  me." 

'  Did  you  not  see  the  man  afterwards  during  the 
danoet" 

"No,  Bxoellen<7." 

■  Humph  I  " 

"  Allow  me  to  serve  you,"  said  Paolo,  piling  Qlya- 
don's  plate,  and  &en  filling  his  glass.  "  I  wish,  signor, 
now  the  Padrone  is  gone,  —  not,"  added  Paolo,  as  he 
oast  rather  a  frightened  and  suspicious  glance  round 
*h»  room,  "  that  I  mean  to  say  anything  disrespectful  <^ 
Jiim,  —  I  wish,  I  say,  now  that  he  is  gone,  that  yoa 
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would  take  pitf  on  joonelf,  and  uk  yonr  own  hMzt 
what  70DI  youth  wu  meant  tot  1  Not  to  buiy  younelf 
alive  in  theaa  old  ruiua,  and  endanger  body  and  soul  hf 
ntodiea  which  I  am  sura  no  aaint  could  approTe  of." 

"An  the  aunts  bo  partial,  then,  to  your  own  ooeap*- 
tiont,  Mastei  Paolo  f " 

"Why,"  aneweied  the  bandit,  a  little  oonfoaad,  "a 
gentleman  with  plenty  of  pistoles  in  his  paise  need 
not,  of  neceesi^,  make  it  his  profession  to  take  away 
the  pistoles  of  other  people  I  It  is  a  different  thing  for 
OB  poor  rogues.  After  ^1,  too,  I  always  devote  a  tithe 
of  my  gains  to  &e  Virgin ;  and  I  share  the  rest  chari- 
tably with  the  poor.  But  eat,  drink,  e^joy  youieelf  j 
be  sbaolTed  by  your  confessor  tor  any  little  peooadilloea 
and  don't  ran  too  long  scores  at  a  time,  —  that 's  my 
adnoe.  Yonr  health,  Excellency  I  Pshaw,  signer, 
fasting,  except  on  the  days  prescribed  to  a  good  Cath- 
olic, only  engenders  phantoms. " 

■  Phantoms  I  " 

"Tqs;  the  devil  always  tempts  the  empty  stosuoh. 
To  oovet,  to  bate,  to  thieve,  to  cob,  and  to  murder,  — 
these  ate  the  natural  desires  of  a  man  who  ia  famishing. 
With  a  full  belly,  signor,  we  ate  at  peaoe  with  all  the 
world.  That'srighti  youlikethepartridgel  Ooapettol 
when  I  myself  have  passed  two  or  three  days  in  the 
mountains,  with  nothing  from  sunset  to  sunrise  but  a 
Uaok  cruat  and  an  onion,  I  grow  as  fierce  as  a  wolf. 
That 's  not  the  worst,  too.  In  these  times  I  see  little 
imps  dancing  before  me.  Oh,  yes;  fasting  ia  as  full 
of  apeotres  as  s  field  of  battle." 

Olyndon  Uionght  there  was  some  sound  philosophy 
in  the  reasoning  of  his  companion;  and  certainly  the 
more  he  ate  and  drank,  the  more  the  recollection  of  the 
.peat  night  and  of  Mejnour's  desertion  faded  from  bis 
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mind.  The  esMment  tu  open,  the  bieeM  blew,  the 
Bnn  shone,  ■ —  all  Mature  was  merry ;  and  merry  as  Nature 
herself  grew  Maestro  Paolo.  He  talked  of  adventnree, 
of  travel,  of  womeb,  with  a  heart;  gusto  that  had  ita 
infection.  But  Qlyndon  listened  yet  more  complacently 
when  Paolo  tamed  with  an  arch  smile  to  piaiaes  of  the 
eye,  the  teeth,  the  ankles,  and  the  shape  of  the  hand- 
some Fillide. 

This  man,  indeed,  seemed  the  very  personation  of 
animal  sensual  life.  He  would  have  been  to  Faust  a 
more  dangerous  tempter  than  Mephistopheles:  There 
was  no  sneer  on  hia  Up  at  the  pleasures  which  animate 
his  voice.  To  one  awaking  to  a  sense  of  the  vanities  in 
knowledge,  this  reckless  ignorant  joyousness  of  temper 
was  a  worse  corrupter  than  all  the  icy  mockeries  of  a 
learned  Fiend.  But  when  Paolo  took  his  leave,  with  a 
promise  to  return  the  nextday.themindof  the  English- 
man again  settled  back  to  a  graver  and  more  thoi^htfol 
mood.  The  elixir  seemed,  in  truth,  to  have  left  the 
refining  effects  Mejnour  had  ascribed  to  it.  As  Glyn- 
don  paced  to  and  fro  the  solitary  corridor,  or,  pausing, 
gazed  upon  the  extended  and  glorious  scenery  that 
stretched  below,  high  thoughts  of  enterprise  and  ambition 

—  bright  visions  of  glory  —  passed  in  rapid  succession 
through  his  soul. 

"Mejnour  denies  me  his  science.  Well,"  said  the 
painter,  proudly,  '  he  has  not  robbed  me  of  my  art." 

WhatI  Clnience  Glyndon,  doet  thou  return  to  that 
from  which  thf  career  commenced  1  Was  Zanoni  right 
after  all  T 

He  found  himself  in  the  chamber  of  the  mystic ;  not 
a  Teasel,  —  not  an  herb!  the  solemn  volume  is  vanished, 

—  the  elixir  shall  sparkle  for  him  no  more!  But  still 
In  the  room  itself  seems  to  linger  the  atmosphere  of  a 
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«hum.  I^utet  vai  fiener  it  bmns  irithin  thee,  the 
desin  to  achiere,  to  create  I  Ttiou  longest  for  a  life 
beyond  the  sensuall  — but  the  life  &&t  is  permitted  to 
all  genius,  —  that  which  breathes  through  the  immortal 
work,  and  eaduree  in  the  imperishable  name. 

Where  are  Uie  implements  for  Uiine  art  t  Tush !  — 
when  did  the  true  workman  ever  fail  to  find  hia  took! 
Thou  art  again  in  thine  own  ohambei,  —  the  white  wall 
thy  canTas,  a  fragment  of  charcoal  for  thy  poncU.  They 
suffice,  at  least,  to  give  outline  to  the  eoDception  that 
may  otherwise  vanish  with  the  ntorrow. 

The  idea  that  thus  excited  the  imagination  of  the 
artist  was  nnqaestionably  noble  and  august.  It  waa 
derived  from  that  Egyptian  oecemonial  which  Diodorus 
has  recorded,  —  the  Judgment  of  t^  Dead  by  the  Liv- 
ing: '  when  Uie  corpse,  duly  embalmed,  is  placed  by  the 
margin  of  the  Aohenuian  Lake ;  and  before  it  may  be 
consigned  to  the  bark  which  is  to  hear  it  acioss  the 
waters  to  its  final  resting-place,  it  is  permitted  to  the 
appointed  judges  to  hear  all  accusations  of  the  past  life 
of  the  deceased,  and,  if  proved,  to  deprive  the  corpse 
of  the  ritea  of  sepulture. 

XTnoonecioualy  to  himself,  it  was  Mejnour's  descrip- 
tion of  this  custom,  which  he  had  Illustrated  by  several 
anecdotes  not  to  be  found  in  books,  that  now  suggested 
the  design  to  the  artist,  and  gave  it  reality  and  force. 
He  Buppoaed  a  powerful  and  guilty  king  whom  in  life 
scarce  a  whisper  had  dared  to  arraign,  but  against  whom, 
now  the  breath  was  gone,  came  the  slave  from  his 
fetters,  the  mutilated  victim  bom  his  dungeon,  livid 
and  squalid  aa  if  dead  themselves,  invoking  with  parched 
lips  the  justice  that  outlives  the  grave. 

Strange  fervor  this,  0  artisti  breaking  suddenly  forth 
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fitom  the  miats  and  darlnieaB  vhich  the  oceolt  Bdeaea 
had  spread  «o  long  over  thy  fancies,  —  stiange  that  the 
reaotion  of  the  night's  toiroi  and  the  day's  disappoint- 
ment should  be  back  to  thine  holy  art!  Oh,  how  freely 
goes  the  bold  hand  over  the  lai^  outline  I  Hot, 
despite  those  mde  materials,  speaks  forth  no  more 
the  pupil,  but  the  master!  Fresh  yet  from  the  glori- 
ous elixir,  how  tiiou  giTeet  to  thy  creatures  the  finer 
life  denied  to  thyself  I  —  some  power  not  thine  own 
writes  the  grand  symbols  on  the  wall.  Behind  risee  tjie 
mighty  sepulchre,  on  the  building  of  which  repose  to 
the  dead  the  lives  of  thousands  had  been  consumed. 
There  sit  in  a  semicircle  the  solemn  judges.  Black  and 
sluggish  flows  the  lake.  There  lies  the  mummied  and 
royal  dead.  Dost  thou  quail  at  the  frown  on  his  life- 
like browt  Hal  —  bravely  done,  0  artiati  —  up  rise 
the  h^gord  formal  —  pale  speak  the  ghaotly  faces  I 
Shall  not  Humanity  after  death  avenge  itself  on  Power  I 
Thy  conception,  Clarence  Glyndon,  is  a  sublime  truth; 
thy  design  promises  renown  to  genius.  Better  this 
magic  than  the  charms  of  the  volume  and  the  vessel. 
Hour  after  hour  has  gone:  thou  hast  lighted  the  lamp; 
night  sees  thee  yet  at  thy  labor.  Merciful  Heaven  I 
what  chills  the  atmosphere ;  why  does  the  lamp  grow 
wan;  why  does  thy  hair  bristle!  There  I  —  there  I  — 
therel  at  the  casementi  It  gana  on  thee,  the  dark, 
mantled,  loathsome  thingi  There,  with  their  devilish 
mockery  and  hateful  croft,  glare  on  ^lee  those  horrid 
eyes  I 

He  stood  and  gazed, —  it  was  no  delusion.  It  spoke 
not,  moved  not,  till,  unable  to  bear  longer  that 
steady  and  burning  look,  he  covered  his  face  with  his 
hands.  With  a  start,  with  a  thrill,  he  removed  them; 
he  felt  the  nearer  presence  of  the  nameless.     Then  it 
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sowend  on  the  floor  bsaide  hit  design;  and  lo!  the 
figuiea  seemed  to  start  bom  the  wall  I  Those  pale  MCQ8- 
lag  figuiea,  the  shapes  he  himself  had  raised,  frowned 
at  him,  and  gibbered.  With  a  violent  effort  that  oon- 
Tolsed  his  whole  being,  and  bathed  hii  body  in  the 
sweat  of  agony,  the  yonug  man  mastered  hia  horror. 
He  stiode  towards  the  phantom;  he  endnted  its  eyee; 
he  aeoosted  it  with  a  steady  Toioe;  he  demanded  its 
purpose  and  defied  its  power. 

And  then,  as  a  wind  from  a  ohamel,  was  heard  its 
Toioe.  What  it  said,  what  revealed,  it  is  forbidden 
the  lips  to  repeat^  the  hand  to  record.  Kothing  save 
the  subtle  life  that  yet  animated  the  frame  to  which 
the  inhalati<ms  of  the  elixii  had  given  vlg<»  and  energy 
beyond  the  strength  of  the  strongest,  ooold  have  sur- 
vived that  awful  hour.  Bettor  to  wake  in  the  cataoomba 
and  see  the  buried  rise  from  their  oerements,  and  hear 
the  gbonls,  in  their  horrid  orgies,  amongst  the  festering 
gbaatlineas  of  oormption,  than  to  fnmt  those  features 
when  &»  veil  was  lifted,  and  liiten  to  that  whisperad 
voice! 

The  next  day  Qlyndoa  fled  from  the  rained  eastle. 
With  what  hopes  of  stany  light  had  he  eroesed  the 
threshold;  witiiwhat  memories  to  shudder  evermore  at 
the  darkness  did  he  look  back  at  the  frown  of  its  time- 
worn  towaral 
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VAtnrr.    Wohin  wQ  m  nun  gehn  1 
UspHin'.  Wohin  m  Dir  geSUt 

Wii  wbii  die  kleine,  dann  die  gitMM  Welt* 


DBA.W  your  chair  to  tiie  fireside,  bnuh  cleui  the 
hearth,  aod  trim  the  lights.  Oh,  home  of  eleakness, 
order,  subetanoe,  comforti  Oh,  exoelleat  thing  art 
thoa,  Uatter  of  Faotl 

It  Is  acme  time  after  the  date  of  the  last  chapter. 
Here  we  are,  not  in  moonlit  islandB  or  mooldering 
caatlee,  but  in  a  room  twenty-Bix  feet  by  twenty-two, 
—  w«ll  oarpeted,  well  cuehioued,  solid  arm-chairs  and 
sight  mudi  bad  piotures,  in  soch  fine  frames,  upon  the 
walUI  Thom&a  Merrale,  Esq.,  merchant,  of  London, 
yon  are  an  enviable  dog ! 

It  was  the  easiest  thing  in  the  world  for  Merrale,  on 
returning  from  hie  Continental  episode  of  life,  to  settle 
down  to  his  desk,  —  his  heart  had  been  always  there. 
The  death  of  his  father  gave  him,  as  a  birthright,  a  high 
position  in  a  respectable  though  aecond-rate  firm.  To 
make  this  eetahlishment  first-rate  was  an  honorable 
ambition,  —  it  was  hisi  He  had  lately  married,  not 
entirely  for  money,  —  nol  he  was  worldly  rather  than 
mercenary.  He  had  no  romantic  ideas  of  love;  but  he 
was  too  sensible  a  man  not  to  know  that  a  wife  should 

>  F,    Whithei  go  now  1 
M.  Whither  it  plasMS  thee. 

We  see  the  wnall  world,  then  the  great. 
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bt  a  oompMiion,  — not  metely  «  speculstioD.  Hs  did 
not  can  for  beauty  and  genius,  but  ha  liked  health  and 
good  temper,  and  a  certain  proportion  of  useful  undei- 
■tanding.  He  choee  a  wife  from  hie  reason,  not  hia 
heart,  and  a  very  good  choice  he  made.  Mrs.  Merrale 
was  an  exoellent  young  woman,  —  bustling ,  managing, 
economical,  but  aSectionate  and  good.  She  had  a  will 
of  her  own,  but  was  no  shrew.  She  had  a  great  notion 
of  the  rights  of  a  wife,  and  a  strong  perception  of 
the  qualities  that  insuie  comfort.  She  would  never 
hare  fo^ven  her  husband,  had  she  found  him  guilty 
of  the  most  passing  &noy  for  another;  but,  in  return, 
she  had  the  most  admirable  sense  of  propriety  hereelf. 
She  held  in  abhorrence  all  levi^,  all  flirtation,  all 
eoquetry,  — small  vices  which  often  ruin  domestic  hap- 
piness, but  whioh  a  giddy  nature  incurs  without  eonsid- 
eiation.  But  she  did  not  think  it  right  to  love  a  hue- 
hand  over  much.  She  left  a  eurplns  of  affection,  for  all 
her .  relations,  all  her  friends,  some  of  hei  acquaint* 
aneea,  and  the  possibility  of  a  second  marriage,  should 
any  accident  happen  to  Mr.  jVC.  She  kept  a  good  table, 
for  it  suited  their  station;  and  her  temper  was  consid- 
ered even,  though  firm ;  but  she  could  say  a  sharp  thing 
or  two,  if  Mr.  Merrale  was  not  punctual  to  a  moment. 
She  was  very  particular  that  he  should  change  his  shoes 
on  coming  home,  —  the  carpets  were  new  and  ezpeneiTe. 
She  was  not  sulky,  nor  passionate,  —  Heaven  bless  hee 
for  that  1  —  but  when  displeased  she  showed  it ,  adminis- 
tered a  dignified  rebuke,  alluded  to  her  own  virtues, 
to  her  oncle  who  was  an  admiral,  and  to  the  Uur^ 
thousand  pounds  which  she  had  brought  to  the  object 
of  her  choioe.  But  as  Mr.  Merrole  was  a  good-humored 
man,  owned  his  faults,  and  subscribed  to  her  ezcellenoe, 
QiA  displeaauie  was  aoon  over. 
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Eveiy  liouieliold  has  ite  little  diBBgreementB,  none 
fewer  than  that  of  Ui.  and  Ura.  Herrale.  Hn.  Merrale, 
vithout  being  improperly  fond  of  dreas,  paid  dne  atten- 
tion to  it.  She  was  never  aeen  oat  of  her  chamber  with 
papen  in  her  hair,  nor  in  that  wont  of  dis-illnaiona,  — 
a  morning  wrapper.  At  half-past  eight  every  morning 
Mrs.  Mervale  waa  dreaaed  for  the  day,  —  that  ia,  till  ahe 
re-dressed  for  dinner,  —  her  stays  well  laced,  her  cap 
prim,  her  gowns,  winter  and  summer,  of  a  thiek,  hand- 
some ailk.  Ladies  at  that  time  ^on  very  short  waists; 
so  did  Mrs.  Mervale,  Her  morning  omamenla  wen  a 
thick,  gold  chain,  to  which  was  snspended  a  gold  watoh, 
—  none  of  those  fragile  dwarfs  of  mechanism  that  look  so 
pretty  and  go  so  ill,  but  a  handsome  repeater  which 
chronicled  Father  Time  to  a  moment;  also  a  moaaio 
brooch;  also  a  miniature  of  her  uncle,  the  admiral,  aet 
in  a  biscetet.  For  the  evening  she  had  two  handsome 
sets, —  necklace,  earrings,  and  bracelets  complete, —  one 
of  amethysts,  the  other  topazes.  With  these,  her  costume 
for  the  moet  part  was  a  gold-colored  aatin  and  a  turban, 
in  which  last  her  picture  had  been  taken.  Mrs.  Uervale 
had  an  aquiline  nose,  good  teeth,  fair  hair,  and  light 
eyelashes,  rather  a  high  complexion,  what  is  generally 
called  a  fine  bust;  full  cheeks;  large  useful  feet  made 
for  walking;  large,  whito  hands  with  filbert  nails,  on 
which  not  a  speck  of  dust  had,  even  in  childhood,  ever 
been  known  to  alight.  She  looked  a  little  older  than 
she  really  was;  but  that  might  arise  from  a  certain  air 
of  dignity  and  the  aforesaid  aquiline  noae.  She  gener- 
ally wore  short  mittens.  She  never  read  any  poetry  but 
Goldsmith's  and  Gowper's.  She  was  not  amused  by 
novels,  though  she  had  no  prejudice  against  them.  She 
liked  a  play  and  a  pantomime,  with  a  slight  supper 
afterwarda.     She  did  not  like  concatta  nor  operw^    At 
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the  beginning  of  the  winter  die  aelect«d  some  book  to 
nod,  and  some  piece  of  work  to  commence.  Tlie  two 
lasted  bet  till  the  spring,  when,  though  she  continued 
to  work,  she  left  off  reading.  Her  bvorite  study  was 
history,  which  she  read  through  the  medium  of  Dr. 
Goldsmith.  Her  &vorite  author  in  the  bellaa  letim 
was,  of  courae,  Dr.  Johnson.  A  worthier  woman,  or 
cme  more  respected,  was  not  to  be  found,  ezoept  in  an 
epitaph  I 

It  was  an  autumn  night.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Merrale, 
lately  letnmed  ^m  an  excursion  to  'Weymouth,  are  in 
the  drawing-room,  — "the  dame  sat  on  this  side,  the 
man  sat  on  that. " 

"  Yes,  I  assure  you,  my  dear,  that  Glyndon,  with  all 
his  ecoentrioities,  was  a  very  engaging,  amiable  fellow. 
Ton  would  certainly  have  liked  him,  —  all  the  women 
did." 

"  My  dear  Thomas,  you  will  forgive  the  remark,  — 
but  that  expression  of  yours,  '  all  the  women  '  —  " 

"  I  beg  your  pardon, —  you  are  right.  I  meant  to  say 
that  he  was  a  general  farorite  with  your  charming  sex." 
"  I  understand,  —  rather  a  frivolous  character. " 
'FrivolousI  no,  not  exactly;  a  little  unsteady, — 
very  odd,  but  certainly  not  frivolous;  pTeaumptuous  and 
beadstiong  in  character,  but  modest  and  shy  in  his 
manners,  rather  too  much  so, — just  what  you  like. 
However,  to  return;  I  am  seriously  uneasy  at  the 
accounts  I  have  heard  of  him  to-day.  He  has  been 
living,  it  seems,  a  very  strange  and  irregular  life,  trav- 
elling from  place  to  place,  and  must  have  spent  alnady 
a  great  deal  of  money." 

"  Apropoe  of  money,"  said  Mrs.  Hervale;  "  I  fear  we 
must  change  our  butcher;  he  ie  certainly  in  league 
with  the  cook. " 
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'  That  is  a  pity ;  his  beef  is  tamarkabl;  fine.  Th«H 
LondoD  BSTTaatfl  are  aa  bad  aa  the  Carbonari.  But,  as 
I  waa  Baying,  poor  Glyndon  —  " 

Hen  a  knock  waa  heard  at  the  door.  "  Bless  me," 
■aid  Mrs.  Mervale,  "it  is  post  ten!  Who  obq  that 
poaaihly  be  T " 

"  Ferhapa  your  uncle,  the  admiral,"  aaid  the  huaband, 
with  a  Blight  peeviahneaa  in  hia  accent.  "He  gener- 
ally favors  OB  about  this  hour." 

*  I  hope,  my  love,  that  none  of  my  relations  are 
unwelcome  viaitois  at  your  houae.  The  admiral  is  a 
moat  entertaining  man,  and  hie  fortune  is  entirely  at  hia 
own  disposal." 

"No  one  I  req>ect  more,"  sud  Mr.  Mervale,  with 
emphasis. 

The  servant  threw  open  the  door,  and  announced  Mr. 
Glyndon. 

"Mr.  G-lyndonI' — what  an  extraordinary  —  "  ex- 
claimed Mrs.  Mervale;  but  before  she  could  conclude 
the  sentence,  Glyndon  was  in  the  room. 

The  two  friends  greeted  each  other  with  all  the 
warmth  of  early  recollection  and  long  absence.  An 
appropriate  and  proud  presentation  to  Mrs.  Mervale 
ensued;  and  Mrs.  Mervale,  with  a  dignified  smile,  and  a 
furtive  glance  at  liis  boots,  bade  her  husband's  friend 
welcome  to  England. 

Olyndou  was  greatly  altered  since  Mervale  had  eeen 
him  last.  Though  less  than  two  years  had  elapsed  since 
then,  his  fair  complexion  was  more  bronzed  and  manly. 
Deep  lines  of  care,  or  thought,  or  dissipation,  had 
replaced  the  smooth  contour  of  happy  youtli.  To  a 
manner  once  gentle  and  polished  had  succeeded  a  certain 
nekleasneas  of  mien,  tone,  and  bearing,  which  bespoke 
the  haHts  of  a  society  that  cared  little  for  the  calm 
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deMnnu  of  ocmvontiotul  mm.  Still  *  kind  of  wild 
nobloMM^  sot  before  apparent  in  him,  «lunetMnMd  Ua 
upwt,  sod  gave  something  of  digni^  to  the  freedom  of 
hia  langoage  and  gestures. 

"  So,  then,  joa  am  settled,  Merrale,  —  I  need  not  aak 
you  if  yen  an  happy.  Worth,  Mnae,  wealth,  ehaiacter, 
and  BO  fair  a  companion  deserve  happiness,  and  command 
it." 

"Would  yon  like  some  tea,  Mr.  Glyndcoit"  asked 
Mm.  Merrale,  kindly. 

*  ^Diank  yon,  —  no.  I  propoM  a  more  oonvivial  stim- 
nlns  to  my  old  friend.  'Wine,  Herrale,  —  wine,  eh  I  — ■ 
or  a  bowl  of  old  English  pnnc^.  Yoni  wife  will  excun 
ns,  — we  will  make  a  night  of  iti  " 

Mis.  Mervale  drew  back  her  chair,  and  tried  not  to 
look  aghast.  Glyndon  did  not  give  his  friend  time  to 
reply. 

"  So  at  last  I  am  in  England, "  he  said,  looking  round 
Hm  room,  iri&  a  slight  sneer  on  his  lips;  "surely  this 
sober  air  must  have  its  infloence ;  surely  here  I  ahall  be 
like  the  rest. " 

"  Have  you  been  ill,  Glyndon  t " 

"HI I  yes.  Humph!  you  have  a  fine  houM.  Does  It 
eontain  a  spare  room  for  a  solitaiy  wanderer  T " 

Hr.  Mervale  glanced  st  his  wife,  and  his  wife  looked 
steadily  on  the  carpet.  "  Modest  and  shy  in  his  manners, 
—  rather  too  much  so  I "  Mis.  Merrale  was  in  the 
nventh  heaven  of  indignation  and  amaze  I 

"  My  dear  t "  said  Mr.  Mervale  at  last,  meekly  and 
interrogatingly. 

"  My  dearl  "  returned  Mrs.  Mervale,  innooentty  and 
■ontly. 

"  We  can  make  up  a  room  for  my  old  friend,  Sanh  t  ■ 

^e  old  friend  had  sunk  back  on  his  chair,   an^ 
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guing  intantlj  on  tbe  fiie,  willi  hb  faet  tt  mm  apOD 

the  fendei,  Memed  to  hAve  fotgottea  hu  quMtJon. 

Mn.  Mervale  bit  her  lipo,  looked  tbouglitfal,  uid  at 
lost  coldly  replied,  "Certainly,  Mi.  Meml«;  jav 
frieDda  do  right  to  inske  UunuelvM  at  hiune." 

With  that  she  lighted  a  candle,  and  nuvad  m^jeatioallf 
from  the  room.  When  she  retnmed,  the  two  friends 
had  vanished  into  Mr.  Mervale's  etndy. 

Trolre  o'clock  struck,  —one  o'clock,  two!  ThriM 
had  Mrs.  Merrale  sent  into  the  room  to  know,  —  flnt, 
if  the;  wanted  anything ;  tecoadly,  if  Mr.  Glyndon  slept 
cm  a  mattieaa  or  feather-bed;  thirdly,  to  inquire  if  Mr. 
Glyndon's  trunk,  which  he  had  brought  witii  him, 
should  be  unpacked.  And  to  the  answer  to  all  these 
questions  was  added,  in  a  loud  voioe  from  Hie  viaitoi, 
—  a  Toioe  that  pierced  from  the  kitchen  to  the  attic,  — 
"Another  bowll  stronger,  if  yon  please,  and  be  quick 
with  itl " 

At  last  Mr.  Kerrale  appeared  in  the  ooiyugsl  cham- 
ber, not  penitent^  nor  apologetic,  —  no,  not  a  bit  of  iL 
S5a  eyes  twinkled,  his  cheek  flushed,  his  feet  realsd;  ba 
eaag,  — Hr.  Thomas  Mervale  poeitively  sangi 

"  Mr.  Merralel  ia  it  possible,  sir  —  " 

"'Old  King  Cole  was  a  merry  old  lonl— '** 

"Mr.  Merralel  sirl-— leave  me  alone,  sirl" 
"'And  ameny  old  soul  was  he  —  '* 

"  What  an  example  to  the  MrvantsI  ** 
" '  And  be  caDed  for  hia  pipe,  and  he  called  for  his  bowl — '  * 

"  If  you  don't  behave  youreelf,  sb,  I  shall  call  ^  " 
" '  CUl  for  hi*  flddlezB  thne  I  •  * 
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]JQ  der  Walt  ireit 
Ant  dar  GiuMmkait 
WolleniU  Dich  lockML' 


The  next  moimng,  at  breakfut,  Mn.  Itfervale  looked  u 
if  all  the  wrongs  of  injured  woman  sat  upon  her  brow, 
Mr.  Mervale  seemed  the  pictnre  of  remoTBeful  guilt  and 
avenging  bile.  He  said  little,  except  to  complain  of 
headache,  and  to  reqneet  the  eggs  to  be  removed  from 
the  table.  Clarence  Glyndon  —  impervioas,  imoon- 
aoioos,  nnailing,  impenitent  —  was  in  noisy  spirits,  and 
talked  for  three. 

"  Poor  Mervalel  he  has  lost  the  habit  of  good-fellow- 
ship, madam.  Another  night  or  two,  and  he  will  be 
him«ftW  again! " 

"Sir,"  said  Mrs.  Mervale,  launching  a  pnmeditatod 
sentence  with  more  than  Johnsonian  dignity,  "  permit 
me  to  remind  yon  that  Hr.  Mervale  is  now  a  married 
man,  the  destined  father  of  a  fiunily,  and  the  present 
master  of  a  household. " 

"  Precisely  the  reasons  why  I  envy  him  so  much.  1 
myself  havs  a  great  mind  to  marry.  Happiness  is 
contagions." 

"  Do  you  still  take  to  painting  t  "  asked  Mervale,  Ian. 
guidly,  endeavoring  to  turn  the  tables  on  hia  guest. 

"Oh,  no;  I  have  adopted  your  advice.  No  art,  no 
ideal,  —  nothing  loftier  than  Commonplace  for  me  now. 
If  I  were  to  paint  again,  I  positively  think  you  would 

>  la  tke  wide  irorid,  oat  of  the  foUtoda,  will  ibese  allaie  thea 
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puiohase  my  pictures.  Hake  haste  and  finish  your 
breakfast,  man;  I  wish  to  consult  you.  I  have  come  to 
Sngland  to  see  after  my  sfFaira.  My  ambition  ia  to 
make  money ;  your  counsels  aud  esperience  cannot  fiul 
to  assist  me  here." 

"  Ah,  you  were  soon  disenchanted  of  your  Philoso- 
pher's Stonel  You  must  know,  Sarah,  that  when  I  last 
left  Olyndon,  he  was  hent  upon  turning  alchemist  and 
magician." 

"  You  are  witty  to-day,  Mr,  Mervale." 

"  Upon  my  honor  it  is  true.     I  told  you  so  before." 

Qlyndon  rose  abruptly. 

"  Why  revive  those  recollections  of  folly  and  presump- 
tion! Have  I  not  said  that  I  have  returned  to  my 
native  laud  to  pursue  the  healthful  avocations  of  my 
kind!  Oh,  yesi  what  so  healthful,  so  noble,  so  fitted 
to  our  nature,  as  what  you  call  the  Practical  Lifol  If 
we  have  faculties,  what  is  their  use,  but  to  sell  them  to 
advantage!  Buy  knowledge  as  we  do  our  goods;  hay 
it  at  the  cheapest  market,  sell  it  at  the  dearest.  Have 
you  not  breakfasted  yet  T " 

The  friends  walked  into  the  streets,  and  Mervale 
shrank  from  the  irony  with  which  Glyndon  compli- 
mented him  on  his  respectabil  ity ,  his  station ,  his 
pursuits,  his  happy  marriage,  and  his  eight  pictures  in 
their  handsome  frames.  Formerly  the  sober  Mervale 
had  commanded  an  infiuence  over  his  friend:  Am  had 
been  the  sarcasm;  Glyndon's  the  irresolute  shame  at 
his  own  peculiarities.  Kow  this  position  was  reversed. 
There  was  a  fierce  earnestness  in  Glyndon's  altered  tem- 
per which  awed  and  silenced  the  quiet  commonplace  of 
his  friend's  character.  He  seemed  to  take  a  malignant 
delight  in  persuading  himself  that  the  sober  life  of  th* 
Torld  was  contemptible  and  base. 
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"  Ahl "  he  ezolftimed,  "  hoT  right  fou  wen  to  tell 
me  to  IIUZI7  leapttctably;  to  haTSftaolid  poaition;  to 
live  in  deoototu  feu  of  the  world  and  one'e  wife;  ukd 
to  oommuid  the  envy  of  the  pooi,  the  good  opinion  of 
tko  rich.  ITon  hftve  pnutiaed  wlut  you  pteaeii. 
Delioioos  eziBteniMt  The  merahaot'B  deak  imd  the  otir- 
tein  leotoral  Hal  luil  Shall  we  hare  another  night 
of  itt" 

ICerrale,  emberraiMd  and  irritated,  tamed  the  oon- 
Teieation  upon  Glyndon'a  aSaiis.  He  was  surpriied  at 
the  knowledge  of  the  worid  which  the  artist  aeenwd  to 
have  euddanly  acquired,  surprieed  atill  more  at  tiw 
acateoeBB  and  energy  with  which  he  spoke  of  the  apeca* 
lations  moot  in  vogue  at  tiiv  market.  Tea;  Olyndon 
was  oeitainly  in  earnest:  he  desired  to  be  rich  and 
reapectable,  — and  to  make  at  leaat  tan  per  cent  for  hii 
money  I 

After  Bpending  some  days  with  the  merchant,  daring 
which  time  he  contrired  to  diso^anize  all  the  maoh- 
auism  of  the  house,  to  turn  night  into  day,  harmony 
into  discord,  to  drive  poor  Hrs,  Merrale  half-distraoted, 
and  to  convince  her  hnsband  that  he  waa  horribly  hen- 
pecked, the  ill-omened  visitor  left  them  as  suddenly  aa 
he  had  arrived.  He  took  a  house  of  his  own ;  he  sought 
the  society  of  persons  of  lubetance;  he  devoted  himaelf 
to  the  money-market;  he  seemed  to  have  become  a  man 
of  business;  his  schemes  were  bold  and  colossal;  his 
ealcolatioDs  rapid  and  profound.  He  startled  Mervale 
by  his  energy,  and  dauled  him  by  his  success,  Meivale 
began  to  envy  him,  —  to  be  discontented  with  his  own 
regular  and  slow  gains.  When  Glyndon  bought  or  sold 
in  tiie  funds,  wealth  rolled  upon  him  like  the  tide  of  a 
aea;  what  yean  of  toil  ooald  not  have  done  for  him  in 
art,  a  few  months,  by  a  succeasion  of  lucky  chances,  did 
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tot  him  ia  •pecaUtion,  Soddftnlj,  hovenr,  ha  nlaxed 
hia  •xertiona ;  new  obJMta  of  ambition  Memed  to  uttmot 
him.  If  h«  heud  a  drum  in  the  streeta,  what  gloiy 
like  the  soldier'al  If  &  new  poem  wen  pnblished,  wbtA 
nnown  like  the  poet'it  He  began  worka  in  lit«n' 
ton,  which  ptomiaed  great  excellence,  to  throw  them 
aaide  in  disgust.  All  at  once  he  abandoned  the  deoo- 
TOOs  and  formal  aociety  he  had  courted ;  he  joined  him- 
islf,  with  young  and  riotoua  aaaociatea;  he  plunged  into 
the  wildest  exoeeaes  of  the  great  city,  where  Gold  reigns 
alike  over  Toil  and  Pleasure.  Tfaio\^h  all  he  carried 
with  him  a  certain  power  and  heat  of  soul.  Is  all 
BQcietf  he  aspired  to  command,  —  in  all  purauita  to 
excel.  Tet  whatever  the  passion  of  the  moment,  the 
reaction  was  terrible  in  its  gloom.  He  sank,  at  times, 
into  Ute  most  profound  and  the  darkest  reveries.  Hie 
fever  was  that  of  a  mind  that  would  eacape  memory,  — 
his  lepoae,  that  of  a  mind  which  the  memory  seizes 
again,  and  devours  as  a  prey.  Mervale  now  aaw  little 
of  him;  they  shunned  each  other.  Oly&don  had  no 
confidant,  and  no  friend. 
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Xch  fOUs  Dicb  ail  drIm  ; 

Die  EiuKamkeit  belebt ; 
Wis  abu  MinsD  Welten 

Dm  Uii*iahtb>ra  ■ehwBlit.i 


Tboh  thia  Bfate  of  leBtleasiiess  and  agitation  rather 
thas  continaoiu  action,  Olyndon  waa  arouaed  bj  a 
Tiaitor  who  aeemed  to  exercise  the  most  salutary  influ- 
SQce  over  him.  His  aieter,  an  orphan  with  himaelf, 
had  resided  in  the  country  with  her  aunt.  In  the  early 
years  of  hope  and  home  he  had  loved  this  girl,  mnch 
younger  than  himself,  with  all  a  brother's  tendemeiis. 
On  hia  return  to  England,  he  had  seemed  to  forget  her 
existence.  She  recalled  herself  to  him  on  her  amit's 
death  by  a  touching  and  melancholy  letter:  she  had 
DOW  no  home  but  hia, —^  no  dependence  save  on  his 
affection;  he  wept  when  he  read  it,  and  was  impatient 
till  Adela  arrived. 

This  girl,  then  about  eighteen,  concealed  beneath  a 
gentle  and  calm  exterior  much  of  the  romance  or  enthu- 
siasm that  had,  at  her  own  age,  characterized  her 
brother.  But  her  enthusiasm  was  of  a  far  purer  order, 
and  was  restrained  within  proper  bounds,  partly  hy  the 
sweetness  of  a  very  feminine  nature,  and  partly  by  a 
strict  and  methodical  education.      She  differed  from  him 

1  I  feel  thee  near  to  me , 

The  loneliness  takes  life,  — 
At  orer  its  world 
The  luTisitale  Uoven. 
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especiftllj  in  &  timidity  of  chatactet  which  nxceedsd 
that  usual  at  her  age,  but  which  the  habit  of  aelf- 
oommaiid  concealed  no  lees  caiefalljr  than  Utat  timidi^ 
ttaeU  ooncealed  the  romance  I  have  ascribed  to  her. 

Adela  was  not  handsome;  she  had  the  complexion 
and  the  form  of  delicate  health ;  and  too  fine  an  oigati- 
Isation  of  the  nerves  rendered  her  susceptible  to  ovvry 
impression  tiiat  could  influence  the  health  of  the  frame 
throi^h  tlie  sympathy  of  the  mind.  But  as  she  never 
oomplained,  and  as  the  singular  serenity  of  her  manners 
seemed  to  betoken  an  equanimi^  of  tempeiamaot  which, 
with  the  vulgar,  might  have  passed  for  indifference, 
her  sufferings  had  so  long  been  borne  unnoticed  that 
it  ceased  to  be  an  effort  to  disguise  them.  Though,  as 
I  have  said,  not  handsome,  hot  countenance  was  inter- 
esting and  pleasing;  and  then  was  that  oareasing  kind- 
ness, that  winning  charm  about  her  amile,  her  manners, 
her  anxiety  to  please,  to  comfort,  and  to  sootiie  which 
went  at  once  to  the  heart,  and  made  her  lovely, — 
because  bo  loving. 

Such  was  the  aister  whom  Olyndon  had  so  long  neg- 
lected, and  whom  he  now  eo  cordially  weloomed.  Adela 
had  passed  many  years  a  victim  to  the  caprioea,  and  a 
nune  to  the  maladies,  of  a  selfish  and  exacting  relation. 
The  delicate  and  generous  and  respectful  affection  of  her 
broUier  was  no  less  new  to  her  than  delightful.  He 
took  pleasure  in  the  happiness  he  created ;  he  gradually 
weaned  himself  from  otiier  aooie^;  he  felt  the  charm 
of  home.  It  is  not  surprising,  then,  that  this  young 
creature,  free  and  virgin  from  ev^  more  ardent  attech- 
mant,  oonoentrated  oil  her  grateful  love  on  this  cher- 
ished and  protecting  relative.  Her  study  by  day,  her 
dream  by  night,  was  to  repay  him  for  his  afieotion.  She 
WM  proud  of  his  talents,  devoted  to  his  welfare;  the 
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smallest  triflo  tibat  oould  intereat  him  swelled  in  her 
ejta  to  the  ((Tavest  efFaire  of  life.  In  ehott,  all  the  long- 
houded  enthnsiaBm,  which  was  her  porilooc  and  only 
heritage,  she  ioTeatod  in  thia  one  object  of  her  holf 
tendamess,  her  pure  ambition. 

Bat  in  proportion  as  Qlyndon  shunned  those  ezoite- 
ments  by  which  he  had  so  long  aonght  to  occupy  his 
time  or  distract  his  th(n%ht«,  the  gloom  of  hia  calmer 
hours  beoame  deeper  and  more  oontinnona.  He  ever 
and  eepeoially  dreaded  to  be  alone;  he  conld  not  bear  his 
new  companion  to  be  absent  from  bis  eyes:  he  rode  with 
her,  walked  with  ber,  and  it  was  with  vislUa  reloetaaoe, 
which  almost  partook  of  horror,  that  be  retired  to  rest 
at  an  hour  when  even  rerel  grows  fatigued.  This 
gloom  wM  not  that  whidi  conld  he  called  by  the  soft 
name  of  melancholy,  —  it  was  far  more  intense  j  it  seemed 
rather  like  despair.  Often  after  a  silence  as  of  death 
—  so  heavy,  abstracted,  motionless,  did  it  appear  —  h« 
wonld  start  abruptly,  and  cast  hurried  glances  around 
him,  —  his  limbs  trembling,  his  lipe  lirid,  his  brows 
bathed  in  dew.  Convinced  that  some  secret  sorrow 
preyed  npon  his  mind,  and  would  consume  hia  health, 
it  waa  the  deareat  aa  the  moat  natural  desire  of  Adela 
to  become  his  confidant  and  consoler.  She  obeerved, 
with  the  quick  tact  of  the  delicate,  that  he  dialiked  her 
to  seem  affected  by,  or  even  aensible  of,  hia  darker 
moods.-  She  schooled  herself  to  suppreaa  her  fears  and 
her  feelings.  She  would  not  aak  his  confidence,  —  she 
Bought  to  steal  into  it  By  liUle  and  little  she  felt  that 
she  was  ancceeding.  Too  wrapped  in  his  own  strange 
existence  to  be  acutely  observant  of  the  character  of 
others,  Olyndon  miatook  the  self-content  of  a  generous 
and  humble  affection  for  conatitutional  fortitude;  and 
tiiis  quality  pleased  and  soothed  him.     It  is  fortitude 
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that  tlw  diaeued  mind  raqoiru  in  the  oonfldant  whoa 
it  Mlecta  u  its  physici&n.  And  how  irrasistibla  ia  that 
desire  to  communioat«  I  How  oftan  the  lonely  sua 
thought  to  himself,  "  M7  heart  would  he  lightened  at 
its  miseiy,  if  ooce  eoufsaaedl  "  He  felt,  too,  that  in 
the  very  youth,  the  iaezperieuoe,  the  poetical  tempera- 
ment of  Adela,  he  could  find  one  who  would  comprehend 
and  hear  vith  him  beUer  than  an;  etemer  and  more 
practical  natuie.  Merralo  would  have  looked  on  his 
revelations  as  the  ravings  of  madness,  and  most  men,  at 
best,  aa  the  sicklied  chimeras,  the  optical  delusions,  of 
disease.  Thus  gradually  preparing  himself  for  tiaX 
relief  for  which  he  yearned,  the  moment  for  his  disoloa- 
ure  arrived  thua :  — 

One  evening,  aa  they  aat  alone  together,  Adsls,  who 
inherited  some  portion  of  her  brother'a  talent  in  art, 
was  employed  in  drawing,  and  Glyndon,  touting  himself 
from  meditations  less  gloomy  than  usual,  rose,  and 
affectionately  passing  his  arm  round  hei  waist,  looked 
over  her  as  she  sat.  An  exclamation  of  diamay  broke 
from  his  lips,  —  he  snatched  the  drawing  from  her  hand: 
"  What  are  you  about  t  —  what  portrait  is  this  t  " 

"  Dear  Clarence,  do  you  not  remember  the  original  1 
—  it  is  a  eopy  from  that  portrait  of  our  wiae  ances- 
tor which  our  poor  mother  used  to  say  so  strongly 
leaemhled  you.  I  thought  it  would  please  you  ii  I 
copied  it  from  memory." 

"  Accursed  was  the  likeness]"  said  O^lyndon,  gloomily. 
'  Guess  you  not  the  reason  why  I  have  shunned  to  retain 
to  the  home  of  my  fatheiel  —  because  I  dreaded  to  meet 
that  portiaiti  —  because  —  because  —  but  pardon  me;  I 
ilarm  youl  " 

"  Ah,  no,  —  no,  Clarenoe,  yon  never  alarm  me  when 
/ou  speak:  only  when  yon  sis  silentl    Oh,  if  yoa 
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thought  ue  worthy  of  joat  tnut;  oh,  if  70a  had  given 
me  the  tight  to  reaaoa  vith  70a  in  the  aonow*  that  I 
ye»ra  to  Bfauel  " 

GlTudon  mftde  do  annrer,  but  peeed  the  loom  for 
Bome  momeate  vith  dieoidered  stridea.  He  stopped  at 
last,  and  gazed  at  her  etmeetlj'.  "  Yee,  you,  too,  are 
his  deaceudant;  you  know  that  inch  men  hare  lived  and 
aoffeiedi  jou  will  not  mock  me,  —  you  will  not  diebe- 
lievel     Liatenl  hark! — what  tound  is  that  I  " 

'  But  Qu  wind  on  the  house'top,  Claienoe,  —  hut  the 
wind." 

"Give  me  yoox  hand;  let  me  feel  ita  living  clasp; 
and  when  I  have  told  you,  nevei  nvert  to  the  tale  again. 
Gonoeal  it  from  all:  swear  that  it  shall  die  with  ua,— 
the  last  of  our  pndeatined  race  I " 

"  Never  will  I  betray  yoni  tmst ;  I  swear  it,  — 
never  I  "  said  Adela,  firmly;  and  ahe  drew  oloeer  to  his 
side.  Then  Glyndon  oommenoed  his  story.  That 
which,  perhaps,  in  writing,  and  to  minds  prepared  to 
question  and  disbelieve,  may  seem  cold  and  terrorleaa, 
became  far  different  when  told  by  thoae  blanched  lips, with 
all  that  truth  of  suffering  which  oonviaoes  and  appalls. 
Uneh,  indeed,  he  concealed,  much  he  involuntarily  soft- 
ened; but  he  revealed  enough  to  make  hia  tale  intelli- 
gible and  distinct  to  his  pale  and  trembling  listener. 
"  At  daybreak,"  he  said,  "  I  left  that  unhallowed  and 
atdkorred  abode.  I  had  one  hope  still,  —  I  would  aeek 
Mejnour  through  the  world.  I  would  force  him  to  lay 
at  rest  the  fiend  that  haunted  my  soul.  With  this 
intent  I  journeyed  from  city  to  ci^.  I  instituted  the 
most  vigilant  researches  through  the  police  of  Italy. 
I  even  employed  the  services  of  Hia  Inquisition  at  Borne, 
irhiob  had  lately  aaaerted  its  ancient  powon  in  the  trial 
if  the  lesa  daageious  O^lioetn).    All  was  in  vaio;  note 
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trace  of  him  could  be  diocoTered.  I  was  not  ftlone, 
Adela."  Here  Olyndon  paused  a  moment,  aa  if  embar- 
raased;  for  in  his  recital,  1  need  scarcely  say  that  he  had 
only  indistinctly  allnded  to  Fillide,  whom  the  reader 
may  sarmiae  to  he  his  companion.  "  I  vas  not  alone, 
hat  the  aaeociate  of  my  wanderings  was  not  one  in 
whom  my  soul  could  confide,  — faithful  and  affectionate, 
but  without  education,  without  faculties  to  comprehend 
<ie,  with  natural  instincts  rather  than  cultivated  reason; 
one  in  whom  the  heart  might  lean  in  its  careleaa  hours, 
but  with  whom  the  mind  could  have  no  commune,  in 
whom  the  bewildered  spirit  could  seek  no  guide.  Yet 
in  the  society  of  this  person  the  demon  troubled  me 
not.  Let  me  explain  yet  mora  folly  the  dread  condi- 
tions of  its  presence.  In  coarse  excitement,  in  common- 
plaoe  life,  in  tiie  wild  riot,  in  the  fierce  excess,  in  the 
torpid  lethargy  of  that  animal  existence  which  we  share 
wi&  the  brutes,  its  eyes  wera  invisible,  its  whisper  was 
unheard.  But  whenever  the  soul  would  aspira,  when- 
ever the  imagination  kindled  to  the  loftier  ends,  when- 
ever the  oonaeiouaneaa  of  our  proper  destiny  struggled 
against  the  unworthy  life  I  puraued,  then,  Adala  — 
then,  it  cowered  by  my  side  in  the  light  of  noon,  or  sat 
by  my  bed,  —  a  Darkness  visible  through  the  Dark.  If, 
in  the  galleries  of  Divine  Ajt,  the  dreams  of  my  youUi 
woke  the  early  emulation,  —  if  I  turned  to  the  thoi^hta 
of  sages;  if  the  example  of  the  great,  if  the  oonveree  of 
the  wise,  aionsed  the  silenced  intellect,  the  demon  wm 
with  me  as  by  a  spell.  At  last,  one  evening,  at 
Genoa,  to  which  city  I  had  travelled  in  pursuit  of  the 
mystic,  suddsnly,  and  when  least  expected,  he  appeared 
before  me.  It  was  the  time  of  the  Carnival.  It  was  in 
one  of  those  half-frantic  scenes  of  noise  and  revet,  call 
it  not  gayety,  which  establish  a  heathen  aaturaalia  in 
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the  midst  of  k  Clirirtiftn  tMtinl.  WMriad  vitb  tiw 
duioo,  I  had  entered  t  room  in  which  MvenI  nvellen 
vera  aeated,  drinking,  einging,  ihonting;  tnd  in  their 
laatutio  dreaaefl  uid  hideoiu  muki,  thtii  oigj  Meated 
Bcaroely  liTinitui.  I  pUced  mjraelf  amonget  them,  tai  ia 
that  futful  exoitement  of  the  ipirite  whieh  the  h«ppf 
never  know,  I  wu  soon  the  most  riotous  of  all.  The 
conTSTsation  tell  t>n  the  BeTolution  of  Tranoe,  which 
had  alwajrs  possessed  for  me  an  absorbing  fascination. 
The  masks  spoke  of  the  millenniom  it  was  to  bring  on 
earth,  not  as  philoaophere  rejoicing  in  the  advent  of 
light,  but  as  ruffians  exulting  in  the  annihilation  of  law. 
I  know  not  why  it  was,  but  their  licentious  language 
infected  myself;  and,  always  desirous  to  be  foremost  in 
every  circle,  I  soon  exceeded  even  theee  rioters  in 
declamations  on  the  nature  of  the  liber^  which  was 
about  to  embrace  all  the  families  of  the  globe, —a 
liber^  that  ehonld  pervade  not  only  public  legislation, 
but  domestic  life ;  an  emancipation  from  every  fetter  that 
men  had  foiged  for  themselves.  In  the  midst  of  this 
tirade  one  of  the  masks  whispered  me,  — 

**  '  Take  care.  One  listens  to  you  who  seems  to  he  a 
spyr' 

*  My  eyes  followed  those  of  the  mask,  and  I  obaerved 
a  man  who  took  no  part  in  the  eonversation,  bnt  whose 
gaie  was  bent  upon  me.  He  was  disguised  like  the 
rest,  yet  I  found  hj  a  general  whisper  that  none  had 
observed  him  enter.  His  silence,  bis  attentiou,  had 
alarmed  the  fears  of  the  other  revellers,  —  they  only 
excited  me  the  more.  Bapt  in  my  snbjeet,  I  pursued 
it,  insensible  to  the  signs  of  those  about  me ;  and, 
addressing  myself  only  to  the  silent  mask  who  sat  alone, 
apart  from  the  group,  I  did  not  even  observe  that,  one 
by  one*  tiie  revellers  slunk  o£F,  and  that  I  and  the  silent 
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listener  were  left  alons,  nntil,  p«Qsing  from  mj  heated 
and  impetuous  declamations,  I  said,  — 

" '  And  jou,  aignor,  —  wbat  is  yoor  view  of  this 
mightjr  enl  Opinion  without  peiaeoution;  brotherhood 
without  jealooay ;  love  without  bandage  —  ' 

"  '  And  life  without  God,'  added  the  mask  as  I  hesi- 
tated for  new  images. 

"The  sound  of  that  well-known  voice  changed  the 
current  of  mj  thought.     I  sprang  forward,  and  cried,  — 

"  *  Impostor  or  Fiend,  we  meet  at  last  I ' 

"The  figure  rose  m  I  advanced,  and,  unmaaking, 
showed  the  features  of  Mejnour.  Hia  fixed  eye,  hia 
m^eatio  aspect,  awed  and  repelled  me.  I  stood  rooted 
to  ttie  ground. 

"Tes,'  he  said  solemnly, '  we  meet,  and  it  is  this 
meeting  that  I  have  sought.  How  bast  thou  followed 
my  admonitional  Are  these  the  scenes  in  which  the 
Aspirant  for  the  Serene  Science  tiiinks  to  escape  the 
Qhastly  Enemy  t    Do  tbe  thoughts  tbou  hast  uttered 

—  tbonghts  that  would  atrike  all  ordei  from  the  universe 

—  express  the  hopes  of  the  sage  who  would  riae  to  the 
Harmony  of  the  Eternal  SpAeies  t ' 

"'It  is  tby  fault, — it  is  thine  I '  I  exclaimed. 
'  Exorcise  the  phantom  I  Take  the  haunting  terror  from 
my  soul  I ' 

"  Mejnour  looked  at  me  a  moment  with  a  cold  and 
eynioal  disdain  which  provoked  at  onoe  my  fear  and 
rage,  and  replied,  — 

"'No;  fool  uf  thine  own  senses!  So;  thou  must 
have  full  and  entire  experience  of  the  illuaiona  to  which 
the  Knowledge  that  is  without  Faith  climbs  its  Titan 
way.  Thon  pantest  for  this  Millennium,  —  thou  ehalt 
behold  it  I  Thou  ahalt  be  one  of  the  agents  of  the  eift 
of  Light  and  Beasoo.    I  see,  while  I  speak,  the  Phaif 
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torn  thoa  fli«et,  b^  thy  mde;  it  msrslula  thj  path;  it 
hM  power  over  thee  m  y«t,  —  a  power  that  defies  my 
own.  In  the  last  daya  of  that  Bevolation  which  thou 
hailert,  amidat  the  wrecks  of  the  Otder  thou  omaeet  as 
Oppreuion,  geek  the  falfilment  of  thy  deatiny,  and 
await  tiiy  onre. ' 

*  At  that  iostant  a  troop  of  masks,  clamorous,  intoz- 
ieated,  reeling,  and  nuhing,  aa  they  reeled,  poored  into 
the  room,  and  separated  me  from  the  mystic.  I  hroke 
through  them,  and  sought  him  everywhere,  but  in  vain. 
All  my  rasBorohes  the  next  day  were  equally  fruitless. 
Weeks  were  consumed  in  the  same  pursuit,  —  not  a  trace 
of  Hejnour  could  be  discovered.  Wearied  with  falee 
pleaaarea,  roused  by  reproaches  I  hod  deserved,  recoiling 
ftom  Mejnour's  prophecy  of  the  scene  in  which  I  was  to 
seek  deliverance,  it  occurred  to  me,  at  last,  that  in  the 
sober  air  of  my  native  country,  and  amidet  its  orderly  and 
vigorous  pursuits,  I  might  work  out  my  own  emancipa- 
tion from  the  spectre.  I  left  all  whom  I  had  before 
oonrted  and  clung  to,  —  I  came  hither.  Amidst  merce- 
nary schemes  and  selfish  speculations,  I  found  the  same 
relief  aa  in  debauch  and  excess.  The  Phantom  was 
invisible ;  bnt  these  pursuits  soon  became  to  me  distaste- 
ful as  the  rest.  Ever  and  ever  I  felt  that  I  was  bom  for 
something  nobler  than  the  greed  of  gain,  —  that  life  may 
be  made  equally  worthless,  and  the  soot  equally 
degraded  by  the  icy  lust  of  avarice,  as  by  the  noisier 
passions.  A  higher  ambition  never  ceased  to  torment 
me.  But,  but,"  continued  Glyndon,  with  a  whiten- 
ing lip  and  a  visible  shudder,  *  at  every  attempt  to 
rise  into  loftier  existence,  came  that  hideous  form  It 
gloomed  beside  me  at  the  easel.  Befora  the  volumes  of 
poet  and  sage  it  stood  with  its  burning  eyes  in  th« 
■tillnesi  of  night,  and  I  thought  I  heard  its  horrible 


n,s,t,..d:,i.  Google 


861  z&Hoin. 

whiipera  atterit^  tomptatiotu  never  to  be  diTtilged." 
He  paused,  and  the  diope  etood  upon  hia  brow. 

"  But  I , "  said  A  dels,  maatering  her  fears  and  throwing 
-her  BRnB  around  him,  —  "  hat  I  henceforth  will  have  no 
life  bat  in  thine.  And  in  this  love  bo  pure,  so  holj, 
th;  tenor  shall  fade  away." 

'So,  not"  ezelaimed  Glyndon,  starting  from  her. 
"  The  wont  revelation  ie  to  come.  Since  thou  but 
been  here,  since  I  have  stemlf  and  resolutely  refreined 
from  everj  haunt,  every  scene  in  which  this  pretei* 
netoral  enemy  troubled  me  not,  I  —  I  —  have —  Ob, 
Heavenl  Mercy  —  meroyl  There  it  steids,  —  there, 
by  thy  side,  — there,  theiel"  And  he  fell  to  the 
ground  insensible. 
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A  TSTBB,  attended  with  deliriTim,  (oi  at-nnl  daja 
depriTed  Oljndon  of  ooiuoiouaneBa;  and  when,  bj 
Adel&'a  eue  more  than  the  skill  of  the  phyaicians,  he 
wu  reatored  to  life  and  reaaon,  he  waa  naatterably 
shocked  by  the  change  in  hii  aistei'a  appearance;  at 
fiist,  he  fondl;  imagined  that  her  health,  afEected  by 
her  Tigila,  would  reoover  with  his  own.  But  ha  aoon 
aaw,  with  an  anguish  which  partook  of  nmoTse,  that  the 
malady  was  deep-seated,  —  deep,  deep,  beyond  the  leaah 
of  .^seulapiue  and  his  drugs,  Hei  imagination,  little 
leas  lively  than  hia  own,  was  awfully  impMssed  by  the 
atrange  oonfesaions  she  had  heard,  —  by  the  ravings  of 
his  delirium.  Again  and  again  hod  he  shrieked  forth, 
"  It  ia  there,  —  then,  by  thy  side,  my  aiaterl  "  He  had 
tranafened  to  her  fancy  the  apeotre,  and  the  horror  that 
cursed  himself.  He  perceived  this,  not  bj  ber  woida, 
but  her  silence;  by  the  eyea  that  atrained  into  space; 
by  the  shiver  that  came  over  hei  frame;  by  the  atart  of 
terror;  by  the  look  that  did  not  dare  to  tnm  behind. 
Bitterly  he  repented  hia  oonfesaion;  bitterly  he  felt 
that  between  his  anfferinga  and  human  ^mp^y  there 
CDuId  be  no  gentle  and  holy  commune;  vainly  ha  aooght 
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to  letnct,  —  to  undo  what  be  had  done,  to  deoltn  all 
wu  but  the  ohimeia  of  an  overheated  brain  I 

And  braTO  and  generous  waa  this  denial  of  himself; 
for,  often  and  often,  as  he  thus  spoke,  he  saw  the  Thing 
of  Dread  gliding  to  her  side,  «nd  glaring  at  him  as  he 
disowned  its  being.  Bat  what  chilled  him,  if  possible, 
yet  more  than  her  wasting  form  and  trembling  nerves, 
was  the  change  in  her  lore  for  him;  a  natural  tenor  had 
replaced  it.  She  turned  paler  if  be  approached,  —  she 
sbnddered  if  he  took  her  hand.  Divided  from  the  rest 
of  earth,  the  gulf  of  the  foul  remembranee  yawned  now 
between  his  sister  and  himself.  He  could  endure  no 
more  the  presence  of  the  one  whose  life  Au  life  had 
embittered.  He  made  some  excuses  for  departure,  and 
writhed  to  see  that  tbey  were  greeted  eagerly.  The 
Srst  gleam  of  joy  he  had  detected  dnoe  that  fatal 
night,  on  Adela'a  face,  he  beheld  when  he  murmured 
"  Farewell."  He  traTelled  for  some  weeks  through  (ho 
wildest  pari*  of  Scotland;  scenery,  which  maket  the 
artist,  was  loveless  to  his  haggard  eyea.  A  letter 
recalled  him  to  London  on  the  wings  of  new  agony  and 
fear;  he  srrived  to  find  his  sistei  in  a  condition  both  of 
mind  and  health  which  exceeded  hia  worst  a^rebensions. 

Her  VBcant  look,  her  lifeless  posture,  appalled  him ; 
it  was  as  one  who  gazed  on  the  Medusa's  head,  and  felt, 
without  a  struggle,  the  human  being  gradually  hardeu 
to  tiie  statue.  It  was  not  frenzy,  it  was  not  idiocy,  — 
it  was  an  abstraction,  an  apathy,  a  sleep  in  waking. 
Only  as  the  night  advanced  towards  the  eleventh  hour 
—  the  hour  in  which  Glyndon  had  concluded  his  tale  — 
she  grew  visibly  uneasy,  anxious,  and  perturbed. 
Then  her  lipe  muttered ;  her  hands  writhed;  ahe  looked 
tound  with  a  look  of  unspeakable  appeal  for  succor, 
for  protection,  and  suddenly,  as  the  dock  struck,  fell 
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with  s  ahriek  to  the  ground,  ctJd  and  lifeloM.  With 
difficult;,  and  not  until  sftei  the  nuMt  eameot  pnyen, 
did  ahe  answer  tha  agoniwd  questions  of  Oljndoa ;  at 
last  she  owned  that  at  that  hour,  and  that  houi  alone, 
wherarei  she  was  plaeed,  however  occupied,  aha  dis- 
tinotly  beheld  the  apparition  of  an  old  hag,  who,  after 
thrice  knocking  at  the  door,  entered  the  room,  and 
hobbling  up  to  her  with  a  countenance  diatorted  bj 
hideous  rage  and  menace,  laid  its  icj  flngera  on  her 
forehead:  from  that  nomeot  she  declared  that  aense 
forsook  her;  and  when  she  woke  again,  it  was  onl;  to 
wait,  in  sospense  that  fron  up  her  blood,  the  repetition 
of  the  ghastly  visitation. 

The  physician  who  had  been  summoned  before  Olyn- 
don's  return,  and  whose  letter  bad  recalled  him  to 
liondon,  was  a  oommoDplace  practitioner,  ignorant  at 
the  case,  and  honestly  anxious  that  one  more  experienced 
ahonld  be  employed.  Clarence  called  in  one  of  the  most 
eminent  of  the  faculty,  and  to  him  be  recited  the  optical 
delusion  of  hie  sister.  The  physician  listened  atten- 
tirely,  and  seemed  saaguine  in  his  hopes  of  cure. 
He  came  to  the  house  two  hours  before  the  one  io 
dreaded  by  the  patient.  He  had  quietly  arranged  that 
the  clocks  should  be  put  forward  half  an  hour,  unknown 
to  Adela,  and  even  to  her  brother.  He  was  a  man  of 
Ae  moat  extraordinary  powers  of  conversation,  of  sur- 
passing wit,  of  all  the  faculties  that  interest  and  amuse. 
He  first  administered  to  the  patient  a  harmless  potitm, 
which  be  pledged  himself  would  dispel  the  delusion. 
His  confident  tone  woke  her  own  hopes,  —  he  continued 
to  excite  her  attention,  to  louse  her  lethargy ;  he  jetted, 
he  laughed  away  the  time.  The  hour  struck.  "  Joy, 
my  brotheil "  she  exclaimed,  throwing  herself  in  bis 
urns ;  "  the  time  is  pwtl "    And  then,  like  one  releaatd 
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from  a  spell,  she  suddenly  UBomed  more  than  her 
aocient  oheerfulneM.  "  Alt,CUraiicet  "  she  whispered, 
"  forgiTe  me  toi  my  fonnei  deaertion ,  —  forgive  me  that 
I  feuAd  you.  1  shall  lirel  —  I  shall  lirel  in  my  tnm 
to  banish  the  apeotre  that  haunts  my  brothert "  And 
Cluenee  smiled  and  wiped  Ihe  tears  from  his  burning 
eyes.  The  physioiao  renewed  his  stories,  his  jests. 
In  the  midst  of  a  stoeam  of  rich  humor  &at  seemed  to 
carry  away  both  brother  and  sister,  Glyndon  suddenly 
saw  over  Adela's  face  the  same  fearful  change,  the  same 
anxious  look,  the  same  restless,  straining  eye,  he  had 
beheld  the  night  before.  He  rose,  —  he  approached 
her.  Adela  started  up.  "Look  —  look  —  look  I"  she 
exclaimed.  "  She  cotnesl  Save  me,  —  save  mel  "  and 
sbe  fell  at  his  feet  in  strong  convulsions;  as  the  dock, 
falsely  and  in  vsin  put  forward,  struck  the  half-hour. 

The  physician  lifted  her  in  hie  arms.  *  My  wont 
fears  are  couflrmed,"  he  said  gravely;  "the  disease  is 
epilep^."' 

The  next  night,  at  the  same  hour,  Adela  Olyndon 
died. 

1  The  most  celebisted  pTactitlaiieT  in  I>DbliQ  relsted  to  the 
editor  a  Morj  of  optical  delnrion  precisely  similar  In  it*  dicnin- 
■tancM  sod  its  physical  cause  to  the  one  hm  aansMd. 
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l4iM,4iMttoikgnemH  ^pomnnto,  *  Mai  ^tc  Ikt*  mu  tow: 
•Da  vcm  fwppar*  tim;  1«  gMM  hiuuin  a  faawnt  da  Mt 
ttumpto.! — CoirawM, 

"Oh,  joy,  jojrl — tium  art  oome  again!  Tbia  it  thy 
luutd — theee  thy  lipa.  S&y  that  thou  didat  not  desert 
me  from  tha  love  of  aoothei;  say  it  again,—  aay  it  everl 
—  and  I  will  pardon  th«e  all  tha  leatl " 

"  So  thou  haet  monmed  for  me  T  " 

"  Moomed !  —  and  thou  wert  cruel  enough  to  leave  me 
gold;  there  it  ia, —  there,  untouchedl" 

"Foot  child  of  Naturel  how,  then,  in  this  atranga 
town  of  Maiaeillee,  hast  thou  found  bread  and  shelter  t " 

"  Honeatly,  ioal  of  my  sooll  honestly,  but  yet  by  the 
ftoa  thoa  didat  cmce  think  ao  fair;  Oiinkeat  thou  that 
now!" 

"  Yes,  Fillide,  more  fair  than  ever.  But  what  meaneat 
thoni" 

"  Hiere  ia  a  painter  here  —  a  great  man,  one  of  their 
great  men  at  Paris,  I  know  not  what  they  call  them; 
but  he  rules  over  all  here,  —  life  and  death ;  and  he  haa 
paid  me  largely  but  to  sit  for  my  portrait.  It  ia  for  a 
picture  to  be  given  to  the  Kation,  for  be  paints  only 
(or  gh)i7.  Thinlc  of  thy  FiUide's  renown  I  "  And  the 
girl'a    wild    ejea    aparkled;    her    vanity    was    louaed. 

*  n*  law,  iriioaa  niga  tetri&ai  yon,  hai  iti  iword  rabad  agaiaal 
joaibwfflatciUroaaU'  hamaiuty  haa  aaad  of  this  axaanpla. 
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"And   li«  would   have  married    ms    if   I    wonldl  — 
dironed  hia  vife  to  aurtj  me  t    But  I  waited  for  thee, 


A  knock  at  the  door  waa  heard, — a  man  entered. 

"Niootr 

"Ai,  GlTudonl-^-huml  —  welcomel  "VHiatl  thou 
art  twice  my  rival!  But  Jean  ITicot  beara  no  malice. 
Virtue  is  my  dieam, —  my  country,  my  mistress.  Serve 
my  countxy,  dtimn;  and  I  forgiTe  thee  the  piefemnoe 
of  beauty,      fa  tra  /  pa  ira/" 

But  as  tbe  pointei  spoke,  it  hymned,  it  rolled  through 
the  streets, —  the  fiery  song  of  the  Marseillaisel  There 
was  a  crowd,  a  multitude,  a  people  up,  abroad,  with 
colors  and  arms,  enthusiaani  and  song,  —  with  song, 
with  enthuaiaam,  with  colors  and  arms!  And  who 
eould  guess  that  that  martial  morement  was  one,  not  of 
war,  but  massacre,  — Frenchmen  against  Frenchmen  t 
For  there  are  two  parties  in  Marseilles,  — and  ample 
work  for  Jourdan  Coupe-tStel  But  tlua,  the  English- 
man, just  arrired,  a  stranger  to  all  bctiona,  did  not  as 
yet  comprehend.  He  comprehended  nothing  but  the 
song,  the  enthusiasm,  the  arms,  and  the  colors  that 
lifted  to  the  sun  the  glorious  lie,  "  Lc  peuple  JFranfau, 
debout  eontre  let  tyrani  /  "  * 

The  dark  brow  of  the  wretched  wanderer  grew  ani- 
mated; be  gazed  from  the  window  on  the  throng  that 
marched  below,  beneath  their  waving  Oriflamme.  They 
shouted  as  they  beheld  the  patriot  Xicot,  the  friend  of 
Liberty  and  relentless  Hubert,  by  the  stranger's  side,  at 
the  casement. 

"Ay,  shout  again!  "  cried  the  painter,— "shoot  tox 
th«  brave   Eugliabman  who  abjures  his  Pitta  and  hia 
CobutgB  to  be  a  oitisan  of  Liberty  and  France! " 
1  Up,] 
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A  thousand  voicea  rent  the  air,  and  the  hymn  of  the 
HaneillaiK  rose  in  majesty  ogam. 

"  Well,  and  if  it  be  among  these  high  hopes  and  thia 
brave  people  that  the  phantom  is  to  vanish,  and  the  cura 
to  come!  "  muttered  Glyndon;  and  he  thought  he  felt 
again  the  elixii  sparkling  through  his  veins. 

"Thoa  shalt  be  one  of  the  Convention  with  Paine 
and  Cloots, —  I  will  manage  it  all  for  thee !  "  cried  Nicot, 
slapping  him  on  the  shoulder ;  "  and  Paris  —  " 

"  Ah,  if  T  could  but  see  Paris  1  "  cried  Fillide,  jn  her 
joyona  voice.  Joyous  I  the  whole  time,  tb6  town,  the 
air  —  save  where,  unheard,  rose  the  cry  of  agony  and 
the  yell  of  murder  —  were  joy!  Sleep  unhaunting  in 
thy  grave,  cold  Adela.  Joy,  joy  !  In  the  Jubilee  of 
Humanity  all  private  griefs  should  cease  I  Behold,  wild 
'  mariner,  the  vast  whirlpool  draws  thee  to  its  stormy 
boeoml  There  the  individual  is  not.  AU  things  are  of 
the  whole  I  Open  thy  gates,  fair  Paris,  for  the  stranger- 
(dtinnl  Receive  in  your  ranks,  0  meek  Sepublicsue, 
the  new  champion  of  liberty,  of  reason,  of  mankind! 
"  Hejnour  is  right;  it  was  in  virtue,  in  valor,  in  glorious 
stn^^e  for  the  human  race,  that  the  spectre  was  to 
shrink  to  her  kindred  darkness." 

And  Nieot's  shrill  voice  praised  him;  and  lean 
Bobespierre  —  "  Flambeau,  eo/onne,  piem  angvlaire  de 
FidiJleedelaBipvilique/"  ' — smiled  ominously  on  him 
from  his  bloodshot  eyes;  and  Fillide  clasped  him  with 
pasnonate  arms  to  her  tender  breast.  And  at  his  up-ria- 
ing  and  down-sitting,  at  board  and  in  bed,  though  he  saw 
it  not,  Hifl  Nameless  One  guided  him  with  the  demon 
ey«a  to  the  sea  whose  wavea  were  gore. 

I  "The  llglit,  eolnnm,  aad  kerstone  of  the  Republic."  —  Lettn 

du  Ciloiien  P ;  Papitrt  intdilt  troavii  chet    RoUipirrre,  Win. 

II,  p.  1ST. 
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tbutton  the  Gwii  wen  pdnted  wltti  •  phttn  foil  of  fulaud* 
and  flowen  in  one  hand,  M)d*  whip  in  (luothei.—A£nxijnnK 
Bow,  Myttag.  Pott. 

AoooBDure  to  the  oidar  of  the  eTonti  related  ia  thii 
nun(iT«,  the  depftrtnn  of  Zanoni  and  Viola  from  the 
Greek  isle,  in  whioh  two  happy  yean  appear  to  hare 
been  paseed,  mnat  have  been  aomewhat  kter  in  dnte 
than  the  arrival  of  Glyndon  at  Maraeillea.  It  mutt 
h«Te  been  in  the  oonree  of  the  year  1791  when  Viola 
fled  from  Naples  with  her  myateriona  lorer,  ud  when 
Olyndtm  aougbt  Hejnonr  in  the  fatal  oastle.  It  ia  now 
towarda  the  close  of  1793,  when  our  story  again  retoras 
to  Zanoni.  The  atan  of  winter  shone  down  on  the 
lagunea  of  Venice.  The  hum  of  the  Bialto  was  fanshed, 
—  the  last  loiterers  had  deserted  the  Plaee  of  St.  Mark's , 
and  only  at  distant  interrala  might  be  beaxd  the  oara  of 
the  rapid  gondolas,  bearing  reTeller  or  loTsr  to  his 
home.  Bat  lights  still  flitted  to  and  fro  aeroae  the 
windowB  of  one  of  the  Palladian  palaces,  whose  shadow 
slept  in  tiie  great  eanal ;  and  within  the  palaoe  watehed 
the  twin  Eomenidas  that  never  sleep  for  Haa,  —  Fear 
HidPatiL 
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*  I  will  m&ke  thee  tho  richest  mnu  tn  all  VeniM,  if 
thou  aaveat  hei. " 

"  Signer, "  said  the  leech ;  "  your  gold  unnot  control 
death,  and  the  will  of -Heaven ,  aignor,  unless  within  the 
next  hoat  there  is  some  blessed  change,  prepare  your 
courage," 

Ho — ho,  Zanonil  manof  mystery  and  might,  who  hut 
walked  amidst  the  passions  of  the  world,  with  no  changes 
on  thy  brow,  art  thou  tossed  at  last  upon  the  billows  of 
tempestuous  fearl     Itoea    thy  spirit    reel  to  and  frot 

—  knowest  thou  at  last  the  strength  and '  the  m^eaty  of 
Death  1 

He  fled,  trembling,  from  the  pale-faced  man  of  art, 

—  fled  through  stately  hall  and  long-drawn  oorridor,  and 
gained  a  remote  chamber  in  the  palace,  which  other  step 
than  hit  was  not  permitted  to  profane.  Out  with  thy 
herbs  and  vessels.  Break  from  the  enchanted  elements, 
0  silreryazure  flame  I  Why  eomes  he  not,  —  the  Son 
(tf  the  Starbeoml  Why  is  Adou-Ai  deaf  to  thy  solemn 
catlt  It  oomes  not,  —  the  luminous  and  delightsome 
Presenoel  GabslistI  are  thy  charms  in  vaint  Has 
thy  throne  Tsnished  from  the  realms  of  space  t  Thou 
etandest  pale  and  trembling.  Pale  trembler!  not  thus 
didst  thou  look  when  the  things  of  glory  gathered  at 
thy  spell.  Never  to  the  pale  trembler  bow  the  things 
of  glory:  the  soul,  and  not  the  herbs,  nor  the  silvery- 
azure  flame,  nor  the  spells  of  the  Cabala,  commands  the 
children  of  the  air;  and  thy  soul,  by  Love  and  Death, 
is  made  soeptrelese  and  discrowned ! 

At  length  the  flame  quivers,  —  the  air  grows  oold  as 
the  wind  in  chan^ls.     A  thing  not  of  earth  is  present, 

—  a  mistlike,  formless  thing.    It  cowers  in  the  distance, 

—  a  silent  Horrott  itrisee;  itore^ie;  it  nears  thee  — 
dark  in  its  mantle  of  dusky  hate ;  and  under  its  veil  it 
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IdoIu  on  thee  with  its  livid,  malignuit  ayea,— the 
thing  of  Qulignant  ejesl 

"  Ha,  70UQg  Chaldean  I  youog  in  thy  oountleu  agea, 
—  joung  as  when,  oold  to  pleaaore  and  to  beaut/,  tbon 
etoodeat  on  the  old  Fiie-towei,  and  heoideat  the  atariy 
eilenoe  whiaper  to  thee  the  last  mystery  that  baffles 
Death,  ~  feareat  thou  Death  at  lei^  I  Is  thy  knowl- 
edge but  a  (rinle  that  biinga  thee  back  whence  thy 
wanderings  began  I  Oeneiations  on  generatioiu  hava 
withered  sinee  we  two  metl  Lol  thoa  beholdeat  ma 
now  I " 

"Bnt  I  behold  thee  without  feail  Though  beneath 
thine  eyee  thonaands  hare  periahed;  though,  where  they 
bum,  spring  up  the  foul  poisons  oi  the  human  heart, 
and  to  those  whom  thoti  oanali  sslgeDt  to  thy  will,  thy 
presenee  glares  in  the  dreams  of  the  raving  maniac,  or 
blackena  the  dongeon  oi  despairing  crime,  thou  art  not 
my  vanquiaher,  but  my  slave  I  " 

"  And  aa  a  slave  wiU  I  serve  tbee  I  Commaod  thy 
slave,  O  beautiful  Chaldean  1  Hark,  the  wail  of 
womenl^bark,  tha  sharp  shriek  of  thj  bslovsd  one  I 
Death  is  in  thy  palace  I  Adon-Ai  oomes  not  to  thy 
call.  Only  where  no  etoud  of  the  paBaiw  and  the  ftesh 
veils  the  eye  of  the  Serene  Intelligenoe  oan  the  Bona  oE 
the  Stazbeam  glide  to  man.  Bnt  /  -can  aid  thee  I  — 
hwkl "  And  Zanoni  beard  distinctly  in  his  heart, 
even  at  that  distance  from  Uie  chambei,  the  voice  of 
Viola,  calling  in  deliriun  on  her  beloved  one. 

'  Oh,  Tiola,  I  can  save  thee  not  I  "  exclaimed  the 
sear,  passionately ;  "  my  love  for  thea  has  made  a» 
powetleasi " 

"  Not  powerleas;  I  can  gift  tiiee  with  the  art  to  save 
het,  —  I  can  place  healing  in  thy  faandl  " 

"For  botht  —  ohild  and  mother,  —for  botht" 
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•BoftI" 

A.  oonTulsion  shook  the  limht  of  the  seer,  —  s  migfa^ 
■traggl*  shook  him  as  a  ohitd:  the  Hnmanitf  and  the 
Hour  eonquered  th«  repogiunt  spirit 

•lyieldt   Motbet  and  child  — eare  bothl" 

In  the  dark  ehamher  \vf  Yiola,  in  ib»  sharpest 
agonies  of  travail ;  life  seemed  rending  itself  amy  in  the 
groans  and  eries  (hat  spoke  of  pain  in  the  midst  of 
frenzy;  and  still,  in  gioan  and  cry,  she  called  on 
Zsnoni,  her  beloved.  The  phjaioian  looked  to  tha 
elock;  on  it  heat:  the  Heart  of  Time,  —  regnlarly  and 
slowly,  —  Heart  that  never  sympathised  with  Life,  and 
sever  flagged  for  Death!  '  The  cries  are  fainteri"  said 
the  leech;  *  in  ten  minntes  mon  all  will  he  past." 

Fooll  the  minutes  laugh  at  thee;  Nature,  even  now, 
like  a  blue  sky  through  a  shattered  temple,  is  smiling 
through  the  tortured  frame.  The  breathing  grows  more 
calm  and  hushed;  the  rotoe  of  deliriun  is  dnmb,  —  a 
Bweet  dream  has  come  to  Tiola.  Is  it  a  dream,  or  Is  It 
the  Bonl  that  seesT  She  thinks  suddenly  that  she  Is 
with  Zancmij  that  her  burning  head  is  pillowed  on  his 
bosom;  she  thinks,  as  he  gases  oa  her,  that  his  eyes 
dispel  tht  tortures  that  prey  upon  her,  —  the  tonoh  of 
his  hand  cools  the  faver  on  her  brov;  she  been  his 
voice  in  murmnrs,  • —  it  Is  a  music  from  which  the  fiends 
fly.  Where  Is  the  monnt^n  that  seemed  to  press  upon 
her  temples  t  Like  a  vapor,  It  rolls  away.  In  the 
frosts  of  the  winter  night,  she  sees  the  sun  laughing  in 
luxurious  heaven, — she  hears  the  whisper  of  green 
leaves;  flie  beautiful  world,  valley  and  stream  and 
woodland,  lie  before,  and  with  a  common  voiee  speak  to 
her,  *  We  are  not  yet  past  for  thee  I  *  Fool  of  drugs  and 
formula,  look  to  thy  dial-platel  —  the  hand  has  moved 
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on ;  the  minutes  ue  with  Eternity ;  the  soul  th;  uatenM 
would  have  diiuiissed,  still  dwells  on  th«  shores  of 
Time.  She  aleepe:  the  fever  abtttes;  the  coDTulsioni 
are  gone;  the  liTing  rose  blooms  upon  her  cheek j  the 
ciisia  is  pastl  Husband,  thy  wife  liresi  lover,  thy 
universe  is  uo  solitude!  Heart  of  Time,  beat  onl  A 
while,  a  little  while,  — joy  I  joy  I  joy  I  —  father,  embiaoe 
thychUdI 
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Tibdi  ErinnTB 
pMtnlH  '"*■■"*—  nngninolBnU  {km.' 

Otid. 

Ahd  tbey  placed  the  child  in  the  father's  unul  A« 
ailently  he  bent  over  it,  tean  — tears,  how  humanl  — 
fell  from  his  eyea  like  rain  I  And  tiie  little  one  smiled 
through  the  tears  that  bathed  its  cheeksl  Ah,  irith 
what  happy  tears  we  welcome  the  stranger  into  our 
sorrowing  world  I  With  what  agonising  team  we  dis- 
miss the  stranger  back  to  the  angelal  Unselfish  joy; 
bnt  how  selfish  is  the  sorrow! 

And  now  through  the  silent  clumber  a  bint  sweet 
TOioa  is  heard,  —the  young  mother's  voice. 

"  I  am  bei« :  I  am  by  thy  side  1  "  murmured  Zanoni. 

The  mother  smiled,  and  clasped  his  hand,  and  asked 
no  more;  ahe  was  oontented. 

Viola  reoorered  with  a  rapidity  that  startled  the 
physician;  and  the  young  stranger  thrived  as  if  it 
already  loved  the  world  to  which  it  had  descended. 
From  that  hour  Zanoni  seemed  to  live  in  the  infant's 
lif%  and  in  tiiat  life  the  souls  of  mother  and  father 
met  as  in  a  new  bond.  Nothing  more  beautiful  than 
this  infant  had  eye  ever  dwelt  upon.  It  was  strange 
to  the  noTsea  that  it  came  not  wailii^  to  the  light,  but 
smiled  to  the  light  as  a  thing  familiar  to  it  before.  It 
never  uttered  one  cry  of  ohildish   pain.     In  its  very 

1  Ertnny^  dolelnl  and  bloody,  extendi  the  onbleMod  tofdMS. 
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npose  it  Memed  to  be  liBtesing  to  same  lutppf  voieo 
within  it«  heart:  it  Kemad  iteelf  so  h4ppf.  In  ita 
ejes  you  would  have  thought  int«Ue«t  alnadjr  kindled, 
though  it  had  not  yet  found  a  Ungues.  Already  it 
aaemad  to  teoognixe  its  parents ;  already  it  stietohed  forth 
its  aima  when  Zanoni  bent  over  the  bed,  in  which  it 
breathed  and  bloomed,  —  the  budding  flowert  And  from 
that  bed  he  wu  rarely  absent :  gasing  upon  it  with  hii 
serene,  delighted  eyes,  hia  soul  eeemad  to  feed  ita  own. 
At  night  and  in  utter  darkness  he  was  still  there ;  ai4 
Viola  often  heard  him  murmuring  orer  it  as  she  lay  in  a 
half-aleep.  But  the  mnimur  was  in  a  language  steange 
to  her;  and  sometimes  when  she  heard  she  feared,  and 
vague,  vndefined  superstitions  came  book  to  her,  —  the 
superstitions  of  earlier  youth.  A  mother  fears  every- 
thing, even  the  gods,  for  her  new-bom.  The  mortals 
shrieked  aloud  when  of  old  they  saw  the  great  Demeter 
seeking  to  make  their  child  immortal. 

But  Zanoni,  wrapped  in  the  sublime  designs  that 
animated  the  human  love  to  which  he  was  now  awok- 
ened,  forgot  all,  even  all  he  had  forfeited  or  incurred,  in 
the  love  that  blinded  him. 

But  the  dark,  fonnless  thing,  though  he  nor  invoked 
nor  saw  it,  crept,  often,  round  and  round  him,  and 
often  sat  bj  the  infant's  couch,  with  its  hateful  eyes. 
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VSm^  talllimil  fipWitttnr  alia  I  —  TlWBft 
UTIIB  rum  SABONI  TO  MXJVOnS. 

HwHOUB,  Homonltr,  witb  all  its  aoritm  and  tts  jt^i,  In 
mine  once  more.  Day  bf  ihj,  I  am  forgiiig  vaj  own  fettem. 
I  lira  In  other  lirea  than  mj  own,  and  in  them  I  faava  loat 
more  than  half  mj  empire.  Not  lifting  them  aloft,  th^  drag 
me  hy  the  ttning  bands  of  the  aSections  to  their  own  earth. 
Exiled  irom  the  beingi  oolj  viiible  to  the  meat  afaetraot  aenM, 
the  grim  £nemf  that  gosrda  the  Threahold  hat  entangled  me 
in  its  web.  Canst  than  credit  me,  when  I  tell  thee  that  I 
hftve  accepted  ita  gifts,  and  endure  the  forfeit  I  Agee  moat 
paae  ere  the  brighter  beings  can  again  obey  t^  Spirit  that  liaa 
bowed  to  the  ghastly  one  I    And  — 

In  this  bop^  Hun,  M^nonr,  I  triomph  atOIj  I  jet  have 
snpreme  power  over  this  yoong  life.  Inaanahlj  and  tnaiidi- 
Uj  mj  aonl  speaks  to  ita  own,  and  prepares  It  even  now. 
Thou  knoweet  that  for  the  pate  and  unsullied  in&nt  spirit, 
the  ordeal  has  no  terror  and  no  peril.  Thus  nnceaain^ly  I 
nourish  it  with  no  unholjr  light ;  and  ere  It  yet  be  conscious 
of  the  gift,  it  will  gain  the  privil^ee  It  hu  been  mioe  to 
attain :  the  child,  by  slow  and  ecaice-seen  d^reee,  will  com- 
monicate  ita  own  attiibntea  to  the  mother;  and  content  to 
aee  Tooth  forever  radiant  on  the  brows  of  the  two  that  now 
aofflce  to  fin  up  my  whole  infinity  of  thought,  diaJl  I  r^iet 
tiie  airier  kingdom  that  vanlshea  honrly  from  my  grasp  ?  But 
thou,  whose  vi^inn  is  s^  clear  and  serene,  look  into  the  far 
deejM  shat  fnm  my  gaze,  and  counsel  me,  or  forewarn  t    I 

^  Embnoea  the  Eatth  wUh  ^oomj  wia|i. 
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knov  that  tii<  glfta  of  the  Betng  wbow  mem  fc  lo  lioalih  ta 
oni  own  an,  to  the  oommon  Maker,  bUl  aad  parfidioiu  h 
itaelf.  And  hniM,  when,  at  the  OBtakirta  of  knovledga, 
which  in  earlier  agea  mea  called  H^c,  ther  enwnntered  the 
thing*  <d  the  hoatile  tiibea,  the^  believed  the  apparitioiu  to  be 
fi^^D^liij  and,  by  f'^Mo^  ftwnrw^.  iinaifiTiftil  thej  ^»f^  aigned 
away  their  loaU ;  aa  if  man  conld  give  for  an  eteraitjr  that 
over  which  he  has  control  but  while  he  Uveal  Dark,  and 
iluoiided  fonvet  fonn  hniun  sight,  dwell  the  demon  rebels 
in  their  impenatnLble  realm ;  in  them  ii  no  breath  of  the 
Divine  One.  Id  eveijr  homao  creature  the  Divine  One 
bieathea ;  and  He  alone  caa  judge  His  own  hereafter,  and 
allot  ita  new  career  and  home.  Could  man  aell  bimwlf  to  the 
Sand,  man  ooold  prejudge  himself,  and  arrogate  the  ditpoaal 
of  etemitj  I  But  thew  cieatarea,  modificationa  ai  thef  are  of 
mattv,  and  aome  with  more  than  the  malignity  of  nun,  may 
well  laem,  to  lear  aud  nnreaaoning  rapentition,  the  repreaan- 
tatdvei  of  fleada.  And  from  the  darkest  and  mightieat  of 
than  I  have  accepted  a  boon, — the  secret  that  startled  Death 
from  tboae  ao  dear  to  me.  Can  I  not  tenst  that  enough  of 
power  yet  temaina  to  me  to  baffle  or  to  daunt  the  Phantom, 
if  it  seek  to  pervert  the  gift  T  Answer  me,  Uejnonr,  for  in 
Um  darkneM  that  veils  me,  I  see  imly  the  pni«  ^ei  of  the 
new-born  ;  I  hear  only  the  low  beating  of  my  beaib  Anaw«r 
may  thoa  whose  wisdom  la  without  lore  I 


BOXM. 

FuLXS  Ont  — I  see  before  thee  Evil  and  Death  and  Woel 
Thou  to  have  relinqniabed  Adon-Ai  for  the  nameleaa  Terror, 
—  the  heavenly  stan  for  those  fearftal  ^eal  Thou,  at  the 
last  to  be  the  victim  of  the  l^rva  of  the  dreary  Threshold, 
that,  in  thy  first  novitiate,  fled,  witliered  and  shrivelled,  from 
thy  kingly  brow  I  When,  at  the  primary  gradee  of  initiation, 
the  pnpH  I  took  from  thee  on  the  shores  of  the  changed 
I^rHienopj,  fell  senseless  and  cowering  before  that  Phantom- 
Darkneaa,  I  knew  that  his  spirit  was  not  formed  to  front  the 
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wotldB  beyond ;  for  fxax  ii  the  attnetion  at  man  to  ewthieat 
eartTi,  and  while  he  fesn,  he  cannot  nar.  But  ttou,  aeest 
thoa  not  that  to  love  it  bat  to  feu  ;  leeet  then  not  that  the 
power  of  which  then  boaateet  over  the  maligasnt  one  li  tbtmAj 
gone  ?  It  awea,  it  maitera  thee ;  it  wiQ  mock  thM  and  betra j. 
t/Me  not  a  moment ;  come  to  m&  If  then  can  yet  be  aufil- 
cient  Ajmpathy  between  ni,  through  my  eyea  ahalt  thou  aee, 
And  perhapi  guard  agoinat  the  perils  that,  ahapeleaa  jet,  and 
looming  through  the  shadow,  manhal  tfaem«elve«  aronnd  thee 
and  tboee  whom  thjr  verj  love  has  doomed.  Come  &om  aD 
the  t4e»  of  thy  fond  hnmanity;  they  will  but  obecnre  thy 
vision !  Come  forth  from  thy  feara  and  hopea,  thy  dedree  and 
pawioas.  Come,  as  alone  Uind  can  be  the  monarch  and  the 
seer,  shining  throogh  the  home  it  tenants,  —  a  pare,  imprea- 
aionleM,  snbUme  intelligence  t 
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Fob  the  fint  tim«  since  their  union,  Zanoni  and  Viola 
were  aepaiated,  —  Zanoni  irent  to  Rome  on  important 
bOBinesB.  "  It  was,"  he  aaid,  *  but  for  a  few  days ; "  and 
be  went  so  suddenly  that  there  was  little  time  ritiier  for 
sorprise  or  sorrow.  But  first  parting  is  always  more 
mebmoholy  than  it  need  be;  it  seems  an  interruption 
to  the  existence  which  Lore  sharea  with  Love;  it 
makes  the  heart  feel  what  a  void  life  will  be  when  the 
last  parting  shall  sncceed,  as  ancoeed  it  must,  the  first. 
But  Viola  bad  a  new  oompanion;  she  was  enjoying  that 
moct  delicioui  noTelty  which  erer  renews  the  youth  and 
daailes  the  eyes  of  woman.  As  the  mistress  —  the  wife 
^ahe  leaoa  on  another;  from  another  are  reflected  hei 
liappiness,  her  being,— as  an  orb  that  takes  light  from 
its  sun.  But  now,  in  turn,  as  the  mother,  aha  is  raited 
from  dependence  into  power;  it  is  another  that  leans  on 
bar,  —  a  star  has  sprung  into  space,  to  which  she  herself 
has  become  the  sun  I 

A  few  days , — but  they  will  be  sweet  through  the  sor- 
low!  A  few  days,  —  erety  hour  of  which  seems  an  era 
to  the  infant,  over  whom  bend  watchful  the  eyes  and  the 
beut.  From  its  waking  to  its  sleep,  from  its  sleep  to 
its  waking,  is  a  revolution  in  Time.  Every  geetnre  to 
be  noted,  —  every  smile  to  seem  anew  progress  into  the 
world  it  has  come  to  bless!  Zanoni  has  gone,  —  the  last 
dash  of  the  oar  is  lost,  the  last  speck  of  the  gondola  has 
1  The  moment  is  mora  tsniUa  thaq  job  tUak. 
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Tuiuhed  from  the  ooeui-ttnets  of  Vsnical  Hat  iufuit 
is  slwping  in  the  oradle  at  the  mothei'i  feet;  uid  she 
tbinlu  through  het  tean  what  talea  of  the  feiiy-Und, 
ibBt  Bpieads  bx  (md  wide,  with  a  thousand  wooden,  in 
that  narrow  bed,  she  shall  have  to  tell  the  fatherl 
Smile  on,  weep  on,  young  motheil  Already  the  birest 
leaf  in  the  wild  volume  is  closed  for  tiiee,  and  the 
inTisihle  fingei  toms  the  page  I 

By  the  Iwidge  of  the  Bialto  stood  two  Veneti«na 
—  aident  BepnUicans  and  Demoerata  —  looking  to  the 
BoTOlntion  of  Fnnoe  as  the  earthquake  whii^  must 
shatter  their  own  expiring  and  rioioua  ocmstitution,  and 
give  equality  of  ranks  and  rights  to  Venice. 

"Yea,  Cottalto,"  said  one;  "my  correspondent  of 
Paris  has  piomieed  to  elude  all  obetaoles,  and  baffle 
all  danger.  He  will  arrange  with  na  the  hour  ot 
TSTolt,  when  the  legions  of  France  shall  be  within 
hearing  of  our  guns.  One  day  in  this  week,  at  this 
hour,  he  is  to  meet  me  here.    This  is  but  Uie  fourth  day. " 

He  had  scaroe  said  these  words  before  a  man,  wrapped 
in  his  roquelain,  emerging  from  one  of  the  narrow 
atreeti  to  tht  left,  h^ted  opposite  the  pair,  and  eying 
them  for  a  few  moments  witti  an  earnest  scrutiny,  whis- 
pered, "  Salvt !  " 

"  BtfraUmiti,"  answered  the  speaker. 

"  Tou,  then,  are  the  brare  Dandolo  with  whom  the 
CotMti  deputed  me  to  correspond  t    And  this  citizen  —  " 

"la    Cottalto,    whom    my    letten    have    ao    often 


'  I  know  not  If  the  author  of  the  migbial  HSS.  designs,  nndar 
these  naiiiei^  to  introduce  tha  real  Cottalto  and  the  bne  Dsndido, 
wba,  In  ITBT,  discUgalsbed  themnlTei  bj  ttteir  «riBP*«l>r  «)<*  the 
Asnck,  aqd  (bdr  deqiiKnidB  anloi. — jBo- 
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"  Health  uid  brotherhood  to  him  I  I  hare  much  to 
import  to  you  both.  I  will  most  yon  ai  night,  Daudolo. 
But  in  the  stieata  we  may  be  obeerved." 

"And  I  d&re  not  appoint  my  own  honae;  tyranny 
makes  Bpiea  of  our  reiy  walla.  But  the  place  henin 
designated  ie  secure ; "  and  he  slipped  an  addreaa  into 
the  hand  of  his  correspondent. 

"  To-night,  then,  at  nine  I  Meanwhile  I  have  other 
business."  The  man  paused,  hie  color  changed,  and  it 
was  with  an  eager  and  paasjonate  Toioe  that  he 
resumed, — 

"  Yora  last  letter  mentioned  this  wealthy  and  myste- 
rious visitor,  —  this  Zanoni.     He  is  still  at  Venice  t" 

"  I  heard  that  he  bad  left  thia  momiogj  but  bis  wife 
is  still  hete." 

"  His  wifel  —  that  is  welll  " 

"Wbst  know  you  of  bimi  Think  yon  that  ha 
wonld  join  us )    His  wealth  would  be  —  " 

"His  house,  his  address,  —  quick  I  "  intempted  the 

"  The  Palaiso  dl  — ,  on  the  Grand  Canal." 

*  I  thank  yon,  —  at  nine  we  meet. " 

The  man  hurried  on  through  the  street  from  which  he 
had  emerged;  and,  passing  by  tbe  house  in  which  he 
bad  taken  up  his  lodging  (be  had  arriTed  at  Venice  the 
night  before),  a  woman  who  stood  by  the  door  caught 
his  arm. 

"  ifotuMctr,"  she  said  in  Frenoh,  "  I  bare  been 
watching  for  your  return.  Do  you  understand  me  I  I 
will  brave  ail,  risk  all,  to  go  baok  with  you  to  France, 
—  to  stand,  through  life  or  in  death,  by  my  husband's 
side  I " 

*  Citoymnt,  I  promised  your  husband  that,  if  such 
your  choice,  I  would  haiard  my  own  safety  to  aid  It. 


n,s,t,..d:,i.  Google 


386  UKon. 

Bat  tiiink  tgain !  Your  hnsbuid  ia  ons  of  Ae  taction 
which  Bobespiene'a  eyes  have  already  marked;  he 
cannot  fly.  All  France  is  beoome  a  prison  to  the 
'  tU9pect. '  You  do  but  endanger  yourself  by  letum. 
Frankly,  eitoymne,  the  fate  you  would  share  may  be 
the  guillotine.  I  speak  (as  you  know  by  his  letter)  aa 
your  husband  bade  me. " 

"  Monsieur,  I  will  return  with  you,"  said  the  woman, 
with  a  smile  upon  her  pale  face. 

*  And  yet  you  deserted  your  husband  in  the  fair  sun- 
shine of  the  BevolutioD,  to  return  to  him  amidst  its 
Btorma  and  thunder,"  said  the  man,  in  a  tone  half  of 
wonder,  half  rebuke. 

"  Because  my  fsthsr's  days  were  doomed;  because  he 
had  no  safety  but  in  flight  to  a  foreign  land;  because 
he  was  old  and  penniless,  and  had  none  but  me  to  work 
for  him;  because  my  husband  was  not  then  in  danger, 
and  my  father  was  1  A!«  is  dead — deadi  Myhusbandis 
in  danger  now.  The  daughter's  duties  ar«  no  mote,  — 
the  wife's  retunil  " 

*Be  it  so,  ettoyenne ;  On  the  third  night  I  depart 
Before  then  you  may  retract  your  choice." 

■  Never  I  " 

A  dark  smile  passed  over  the  man's  face. 

•0  guillotine  I "  he  said,  'how  many  ytrtuea  hast 
thon  brought  to  lightl  Well  may  they  call  thee  '  A 
Holy  Motherl '     0  gory  guillotine  I  " 

He  passed  on  muttering  to  himself,  hailed  a  gondola, 
and  was  toon  amidst  the  crowded  waters  of  tbe  Qrand 
OwuO. 


n,s,t,..d:,i.  Google 


887 


Ce  qua  Hgoon 
Kit  plu  trifle  penMtn  «t  pha  aflnnx  MH»n.i 

La  Hun,  Lt  CemU  <U  Warwidc,  A«t  S,  k.  I. 

Thi  etuMOMiit  stood  open,  uid  Viola  vu  seated  by  it. 
Beneath  sparkled  the  bioad  waters  in  tlie  cold  bnt  cloud- 
less Biinlighti  and  to  that  hit  form,  that  half-averted 
&ee,  turned  the  ejrea  of  maaf  a  g&Uant  cavalier,  as  their 
gondolas  glided  bjr. 

But  at  last,  in  the  centre  of  the  canal,  one  of  these 
dark  vessels  halted  motionleae,  aa  a  man  fixed  his  gase 
from  its  lattice  upon  that  statel;  palace.  He  gave  the 
word  to  the  rowers,  —  the  vessel  approached  the  ma^. 
The  stranger  quitted  the  gondola;  he  passed  up  the 
broad  stairs,  he  entered  the  palace.  Weep  on,  smile 
no  more,  joung  mother  1  —  the  last  p^je  is  turned  I 

An  attendant  entered  the  room,  and  gave  to  Viola  a 
card,  with  these  words  in  English,  "  Viola,  I  must  see 
you  I    Clarence  Oiyndon." 

Oh,  yes,  how  gladly  Viola  would  see  him;  how 
gladly  speak  to  him  of  her  happiness,  of  Zanonil  — 
how  gladly  show  to  him  her  ohildl  Poor  Clarenoe  I  she 
had  forgotten  him  till  now,  as  she  had  all  the  fever  of 
her  earlier  life,  —  its  dreams,  its  vanities,  its  poor 
excitement,  the  lamps  of  the  gaudy  theatre,  the  applause 
of  the  noisy  crowd. 

He  entered.  She  started  to  behold  him,  so  ehanged 
were  his  gloomy  brow,  his  resolute,  oarewom  featores, 

>  Than  wUek  I  kttow  not  ii,  paring,  mora  Md  ud  ftariol  stilL 
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bom  the  gtscefnl  form  and  ouelaM  ooimteiiuice  of  tht 
artiBt-loTsr.  His  dresB,  though  not  mean,  was  rude, 
neglected,  and  disordeied.  A  wild,  despente,  faaU- 
aavage  air  had  aui^anted  that  ingenuous  mien,  diffi- 
dent in  its  gnce,  earnest  in  Its  diffidence,  which  had 
once  characteriied  the  young  worahipper  of  Azt,  the 
dreaming  ospitant  after  some  atamar  Ion. 

'Is  it  yoat"  ahe  laid  at  last.  "Poor  GlareDoe, 
how  changed  I " 

*  Changed  I  "  he  said  abruptly,  as  he  placed  himself 
by  her  aide.  "And  whom  am  I  to  thank,  but  the 
fiends  —  the  eorcerera  —  who  have  leiaed  upon  thy  ezist- 
ence,  as  upon  mine  I  Viola,  hear  me.  A  few  weeka 
since  the  news  reached  me  that  you  were  ia  Venioe. 
Under  other  pretences,  and  through  innumemble  dan- 
gers, I  have  come  hither,  risking  liberty,  perhaps  life,  if 
my  name  and  career  are  known  in  Venice,  to  warn  and 
save  you.  Changed,  you  call  mel  —  changed  withont; 
but  what  is  that  to  the  ravages  within  I  Be  warned,  be 
warned  in  time  I  " 

The  voice  of  Qlyndon,  sounding  hollow  and  sepul- 
chral, alarmed  Viola  even  more  than  his  words.  Fale, 
haggard,  emaciated,  he  seemed  almost  as  one  risen  from 
the  dead,  to  appall  and  awe  her.  "  What,"  she  said,  at 
last,  in  a  faltering  Toice,  —  "  what  wild  words  do  yon 
utter  I    Can  you  —  " 

"Listen I"  interrupted  Olyndon,  laying  hia  hand 
upon  her  arm,  and  its  touch  was  as  cold  as  death,  — 
'  listen  I  Yon  hare  heard  of  the  old  stories  of  men  who 
hare  leagued  themselves  with  devils  for  the  attainment 
of  preternatural  powers.  Those  stories  are  not  fables. 
Such  men  live.  Their  delight  is  to  increase  tiie  unhal- 
lowed circle  of  wretches  like  themselves.  If  their  pros- 
elytes fail  in  the  ordeal,  the  demon  seises  them,  even  in 
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ttiia  life,  sa  it  hath  aeited  mel  —  if  the;  suoceed,  woe, 
yea,  «  more  lasting  woe!  T&en  is  anothei  life, 
where  no  epells  eon  charm  the  evil  one,  or  allay  the 
torbize.  I  have  come  from  a  scene  when  blood  flova  in 
rivets,  ^  where  Death  stands  by  the  side  of  the  bravest 
and  the  highest,  and  the  one  monarch  is  the  Guillotine  ^ 
hut  all  the  mortal  perils  with  which  men  can  be  beset, 
ate  nothing  to  tfae  dieariiiese  of  a  chamber  when  the 
Honor  that  passes  death  mores  and  stini  " 

It  was  then  that  Glyndon,  with  a  oold  and  distinct 
preeision,  detailed,  as  he  had  done  to  Adela,  the  initia- 
tion thtoogh  which  he  had  gone.  He  described,  in 
words  that  froze  the  blood  of  his  listener,  the  appearance 
of  that  formless  phantom,  with  the  eyes  that  eeand 
the  brain  and  congealed  the  marrow  of  those  who  beheld. 
Once  seaa,  it  nevat  was  to  be  exotciaed.  It  came  at 
its  own  will,  prompting  black  thoughts,  —  whispering 
strange  temptations.  Only  in  scenes  of  turbulent  excite- 
ment was  it  absent!  Solitnde,  serenity,  the  atrugglii^; 
deaiiM  after  peace  and  virtue,  —  these  were  the  elements 
it  loved  to  baunti  Bewildered,  terror-stricken,  the 
wild  account  confirmed  by  the  dim  impressions  that 
nevet,  in  the  d^th  and  confidence  of  affection,  had  been 
filoaaly  examined,  but  lather  banished  as  soon  as  felt, 
—  that  the  life  and  attributes  of  Zanoni  wen  not  like 
those  of  mortals,  —  impressionB  which  her  own  love  had 
made  her  hitherto  cenBure  as  suspicions  that  wronged, 
and  which,  thus  mitigated,  had  perhaps  only  served  to 
rivet  the  fssoinated  chains  in  which  he  hound  her  heart 
and  senses,  hut  which  now,  as  Glyndon's  awful  narra- 
tive filled  her  with  contagious  draad,  half  unbound  the 
vary  spells  they  had  woven  befon,  —  Viola  eUrted  up 
in  fear,  not  for  henay,  and  olasped  her  child  in  her 
amsl 
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"  Uohappiaet  one  1 "  cried  Gljndoa ,  ahnddering , "  hast 
tbou  indeed  given  birth  to  a  netim  tbon  caiist  not  xtve  t 
RefuM  it  nutenuice,  ^  let  it  look  to  thee  in  run  for 
food!     In  the  gnve,  at  least,  there  ue  repose  uid 

poaoel * 

Then  then  eune  bwsk  to  Viola's  mind  the  remem- 
brance ot  Zanoni's  night-long  watches  by  that  cradle, 
and  the  fear  which  even  then  had  orepl  otgi  her  as  she 
heard  bis  mormtued  half-cbanted  words.  And  as  the 
child  looked  at  her  with  its  dear,  steadfast  eye,  in  the 
strange  intelligence  of  that  look  there  was  eometbing 
that  only  oonfirmad  her  awe.  So  there  both  Mother  snd 
Forewarner  stood  in  silence,  —  the  sun  smiling  upon 
them  through  the  casement,  and  dark  by  the  cradle, 
though  they  saw  it  not,  sat  the  motionless,  veiled 
Thing  I 

But  by  degrees  better  and  juster  and  more  grateful 
memories  of  the  pest  retomod  to  the  young  mother. 
The  features  c^  the  infant,  as  she  gased,  took  the  aspect 
of  the  absent  father.  A  voice  seemed  to  break  from 
those  rosy  lips,  and  say,  mournfully,  "I  speak  to  thee 
in  thy  child.  In  return  for  all  my  lore  for  thee  and 
thine,  dost  &oa  distruBt  me,  at  the  first  sentence  of  a 
maniac  who  accuses  I  " 

Her  breast  heaved,  her  stature  rose,  her  eyes  sbcme 
with  a  serene  and  holy  light. 

"  Oo,  poor  victim  of  thine  own  delunons, "  she  said 
to  Glyndon;  "I  would  not  believe  mine  own  senses, 
if  they  accused  it»  father  I  And  what  knowest  thou  of 
Zauonit  What  relation  have  Mejnoor  and  the  grisly 
spectres  he  invoked,  with  the  radiant  image  with  which 
thou  wouldst  connect  them  1 " 

"  Thou  wilt  learn  too  soon, "  replied  Qlyndon,  gloomily. 
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"  And  &t  Tety  phantom  Oat  haiiutB  me,  whupen,  vith 
its  bloodlasB  lips,  that  ite  horrors  await  both  thine  and 
theel    I  t^s    not    thy  decision  yetj  before  I  leave 
Yenioe  we  shall  meet  again." 
He  said,  ami  departed. 
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Qoel  ect  I'^gHwneiit  oh  ton  Ima  M  liTrct  1 

La  Habfx,  Lt  ComU  dt  Wamidc,  Act  4,  m.  4. 

Alas,  Zanoni!  the  ospirer,  the  dark,  hright  onal  — 
didat  thou  think  that  the  bond  between  the  surviTor 
of  ages  and  the  daughtec  of  a  day  could  endure  1  Didst 
tbou  not  foresee  that,  until  the  ordeal  was  past,  there 
could  be  no  equality  between  thy  wisdom  and  her  love  T 
Art  thou  absent  now  Beeking  amidst  thy  solenm  secrets 
the  solemn  Bafeguards  for  child  and  mother,  and  for- 
gettest  thon  that  the  phantom  that  served  thee  hath  power 
over  its  own  gifts,  — over  the  lives  it  taught  thee  to 
rescne  from  the  grave  t  Dost  thou  not  know  that  Fear 
and  DiBtniat,  once  sown  in  the  heart  of  Love,  spring  up 
from  the  seed  into  a  forest  that  excludes  the  store  t 
Dark,  bright  one!  the  hateful  eyes  glare  beside  the 
mother  and  the  child  I 

All  that  day  Viola  was  distracted  by  a  thousand 
thoughts  and  terrors,  which  fled  as  she  examined  them 
to  settle  hack  the  darklier.  She  remembered  tbat^  as 
she  bad  once  said  to  Glyndon,  her  veiy  childhood  had 
been  haunted  with  strange  forebodings,  that  she  was 
ordained  for  some  preternatural  doom.  She  remembered 
that,  as  she  had  told  him  this,  sittii^  by  the  seas  that 
slumbered  in  the  arms  of  the  Bay  of  Naples,  he,  too, 
had  acknowledged  the  same  forebodings,  and  a  mysteriouB 
sympathy  bad  appeared  to  unite  their  fates.  She  remem 
'  To  what  delnsioD  doei  th;  ioqI  sbandoo  itself  1 
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b«nd,  ftbora  all,  tiut,  oompuing  their  MtUn^ed  thought^ 
both  had  then  said,  that  vitii  the  fltrt  nght  of  Zanoni 
the  foreboding,  the  instinct,  had  spoken  to  their  heartt 
more  audibl)'  tiian  before,  whiepering  that  "with  HIM 
was  connected  the  secret  of  the  nnconjectiired  life.* 

And  now,  when  Gljndon  and  Viola  met  again,  the 
haunting  feon  of  childhood,  thus  Tefened  to,  woke  front 
their  enchanted  sleep.  With  Glyndon'a  terror  she  felt 
a  qrmpathjr,  against  which  her  reason  and  her  lore  stn^ 
gled  in  vain.  And  still,  when  she  turned  her  looks  apcm 
her  child,  it  watched  her  with  t^t  steady,  earnest  eje, 
and  its  lipe  moved  as  if  it  sought  to  speak  to  hei,  —  hat 
no  sound  came.  The  infant  refused  to  sleep.  Whenever 
she  gazed  upon  its  face,  stilt  those  wakeful,  watchful 
ejes  1  —  and  in  their  eamesbieBB,  there  spoke  something 
of  pain,  of  upbraiding,  of  accusatimi.  They  ohiUed  her 
as  she  looked.  TTnable  to  endure,  (rf  herself,  this  sudden 
and  complete  revulsitm  of  all  die  feelings  which  had 
hitherto  made  up  her  life,  she  formed  the  resolution 
natural  to  her  land  and  creed;  she  sent  for  the  priest 
who  had  habitually  attended  her  at  Venice,  and  to  him 
she  confessed,  wiUi  passionate  sobs  and  intense  terror, 
the  doubts  that  had  broken  upon  her.  The  good  father, 
a  wortiiy  and  pious  man,  but  with  littie  education  and 
lees  sense,  one  who  held  (as  many  of  the  lower  Italians 
do  to  Has  day)  even  a  poet  to  be  a  sort  of  soroerer, 
seemed  to  shut  the  gates  of  hope  npon  her  heart.  His 
lemonsttanees  were  urgent,  for  his  horror  was  unfeigned. 
He  joined  with  Glyndon  in  imploring  her  to  fly.  If  she 
felt  the  smallest  doubt  tiiat  her  husband's  pursuits  were 
of  the  nature  which  the  Roman  Church  had  benevolently 
burned,  so  many  eoholsrs  for  adopting.  And  even  the 
little  that  Viola  eoold  communicate  seemed,  to  the  igno- 
rant asoetic,  irrefragable  pnxtf  of  sorcery  and  witohorafti; 
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he  had,  indeed,  [seTioasly  heard  some  <tf  the  etttngi 
Tumors  which  followed  the  path  of  Zanoni,  and  waa 
therefore  prepared  to  believe  the  woratj  the  worthy 
BaitfdomSo  would  have  made  no  bonee  of  aending  Watt 
to  the  etaks,  had  he  beaid  Mm  speak  of  the  ateam- 
engiiie.  But  Viola,  as  untutored  as  himself,  was  terri&ed 
bj  his  rough  and  vehetneiit  eloquence, —  terrified,  for  by 
that  penetration  which  Catholic  priests,  however  dull, 
generally  acquire,  in  their  vast  experiaace  of  the  human 
heart  hourly  exposed  to  their  probe,  Butolomdo  spokB 
less  of  danger  to  herself  than  to  Jiet  child.  "  Sorcerers, " 
said  he,  "  have  ever  sought  Ute  moat  to  deooy  and  seduce 
the  souls  of  ttie  young,  —  nay,  the  infant; "  and  th»i»- 
with  he  entered  into  a  long  catalogue  of  lagendaiy  fables, 
which  he  quoted  as  historical  facts.  All  at  which  an 
English  woman  would  have  smiled,  appalled  the  tender 
but  superstitious  Neapolitan;  and  when  the  priest  left 
her,  with  solemn  rebuhes  and  grave  accusations  of  a 
dereliction  of  her  duties  to  hei  child,  if  she  hesitated  to 
fly  with  it  from  an  abode  polluted  by  the  darker  powers 
and  unhallowed  arts,  Viola,  still  clinging  to  the  image  of 
Zanoni,  sank  into  a  passive  lethargy  which  held  her 
very  reason  in  suapense. 

The  hours  paased:  night  came  on;  the  bouse  waa 
hushed;  and  Viola,  slowly  awakened  from  the  numb* 
nesB  and  torpor  which  had  usurped  her  faculties,  toesed 
to  and  fro  on  her  couch,  restless  and  perturbed.  The 
stillness  became  intolerable;  yet  more  iotoleiahle  the 
sound  that  alone-broke  it,  the  voice  of  the  dock,  knell- 
ing moment  after  moment  to  ito.  grave.  The  moments, 
at  last,  seemed  themselves  to  find  voice,  — >  to  gain  shape. 
She  thoi^ht  she  beheld  them  springing,  wan  and  fairy- 
like,  from  the  womb  of  darkness;  and  ere  they  fell 
again,  extinguiahed,  into  that  womb,  their  grave,  their 
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low  mall  Toioea  mnrmnnd,  *  Woinui,  v«  nport  to 
etemi^  all  that  ia  done  in  time  I  What  shall  ve  report 
of  thee,  0  guardian  of  a  new-born  soul  1  "  She  becanui 
eannble  that  her  fanoies  had  brought  a  eort  of  partial 
delirium,  that  she  wu  in  a  state  betreen  sleep  and 
wsking,  when  snddenly  one  thought  became  more  pre- 
dominant than  the  rest.  The  chamber  which,  in  that 
and  every  house  they  had  inhabited,  even  that  in  the 
Graek  isles,  Zanoni  had  set  apart  to  a  solitode  on  which 
none  might  introde,  the  threshold  of  which  even 
Viola's  step  was  forbid  to  crose,  and  never,  hitherto,  in 
that  sweet  repose  of  confidence  which  belongs  to  con- 
tented lore^  had  she  even  felt  the  eurions  desire  to  dis- 
obey, -~-  now,  that  chamber  drew  her  towards  it. 
Perhaps  than  might  be  fiyind  a  somewhat  to  solve  the 
riddle,  to  dispel  oi  confirm  the  donbt:  that  thought 
grew  and  deepened  in  its  intenseness;  it  fsstened  on 
her  as  with  a  palpable  and  irresistible  grasp;  it  seemed 
to  raise  her  limbs  without  her  will. 

And  now,  through  the  ohamber,  along  the  galleries 
thou  glideet,  0  lovely  shape!  sleep- walking,  yet  awake. 
The  moon  shines  on  thee  as  thou  glidest  by,  casement 
after  casement,  white-robed  and  wandering  spirit!  — 
thine  anus  ciossed  nponfthy  bosom,  thine  eyes  fixed 
and  open,  with  a  calm,  unf earing  awe.  Mother,  it  is 
thy  child  that  leads  thee  on  I  The  fairy  moments  go 
before  thee;  thon  bearest  still  the  clock-knell  tolling 
them  to  their  graves  behind.  On,  glidii^  on,  thou 
hast  gained  the  door;  no  lock  hers  thee,  no  magic  spell 
drives  thee  bock.  Danghter  of  the  dust,  tbon  standest 
aitmo  with  night  in  the  chamber  where,  pale  and  num* 
herleas,  the  hosts  of  space  have  gathered  round  the  seer  I 
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!>«•  ETdenlebens 
Bebwena  Trsninlnld  sinkt,  nnil  rinkt,  nud  riiikt> 

Da»  Idud  md  4tu  £si«w 

Shk  atood  within  the  chamber,  and  gazed  around  her) 
no  signs  by  which  an  inquUitor  of  old  could  have  detected 
the  Bcholar  of  the  Black  Art  were  visible.  No  cruoi- 
bles  and  caldr<H»,  no  brass-bound  volaines  and  ciphered 
girdles,  no  skulls  and  cross-bonee.  Quietly  streamed 
the  broad  moonlight  through  the  desolate  chamber  with 
its  bare,  white  walls.  A  few  bunches  of  withered 
herbs,  a  few  antique  vesBels  of  bronse,  placed  oarelessly 
on  a  wooden  form,  were  all  which  that  curious  gaie  could 
identify  with  the  puisnits  of  the  abeent  owner.  The 
magic,  if  it  existed,  dwelt  in  the  artificer,  and  the  mate- 
rials, to  other  hands,  were  but  herbs  and  hrotue.  So  is 
it  ever  with  thy  works  and  wonders,  0  Oenins, — 
Seeker  of  the  Stars  1  Words  themselves  ue  the  oom- 
moQ  property  of  all  men ;  yet,  from  words  themselves, 
Thon,  Architect  of  Immortalities,  pilest  up  temples 
that  shall  outlive  the  Pyramids,  and  the  rety  leaf  of 
the  Fapyms  becomes  a  Shinar,  stately  wOb  towers, 
round  whioh  the  Deluge  of  Ages  shall  roar  in  vain ! 

But  in  that  solitude  has  tiie  Presenoe  that  there  had 
invoked  its  wonders  left  no  enchantment  of  its  own  I 
It  seemed  so;  for  as  Viola  stood  in  the  chamber,  she 
heeame  sensible  that  some  mysterious  change  was  at 

'  The  Dieam  Sbape  of  the  hear;  esithly  life  dnka,  and  sinks, 
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work  within  benelf.  Her  blood  <»iirs«d  rapidly,  and 
with  a  Benaation  of  delight,  through  her  reini,  —  shtt 
felt  aa  if  chains  were  falling  from  her  limba,  as  if  dond 
after  cloud  was  rolling  from  her  gue.  All  the  oonfuaed 
thoughta  which  had  moved  throt^h  her  tnwce  aettled 
and  centred  themBelvea  ia  one  intense  desire  to  see  the 
Absent  One,  —  to  he  with  him.  The  monads  that 
make  up  space  and  air  seemed  charged  with  a  spiritual 
attraction, — to  became  a  medium  through  which  her 
spirit  could  pass  from  its  clay,  and  confer  with  the  spirit 
to  which  the  unutterable  desire  compelled  it.  A. 
faintneee  aeiied  her;  she  tottered  to  the  seat  od  which 
the  Teasels  and  herbs  were  placed,  and,  as  she  bent 
down,  she  saw  in  one  of  the  vessels  a  small  vase  of 
crystal.  By  a  mechanical  and  involnntary  impulse,  her 
hand  seized  the  vase;  she  opened  it,  and  the  TolatUe 
essence  it  contained  sparkled  up,  and  spread  through 
the  room  a  powerful  and  delicious  fragrance.  She 
inhaled  the  odoi,  she  laved  her  temples  with  the 
liquid,  and  suddenly  her  life  seemed  to  spring  up  from 
the  previous  faintness,  —  to  spring,  to  soar,  to  float,  to 
dilate  upon  tiie  wings  of  a.  bird.  The  room  vanished 
from  her  eyea.  Away,  away,  over  lands  and  seas  and 
apace  on  the  rushing  desire  fliee  the  disprisoned  mindl 
0pon  a  stratum,  not  of  this  world,  stood  the  world- 
bom  shapes  of  the  sons  of  Science,  upon  an  embryo 
world,  upon  a  crude,  wan,  attenuated  mass  of  matter, 
one  of  the  Nebulte,  which  the  suns  of  the  myriad  sys- 
tems throw  off  as  they  roll  round  the  Creator's  throne,* 


>  "  AitroDOmj  iiutnictB  ns  that,  in  (he  original  condition  of  the 
solar  system,  the  snn  wu  the  nncleiu  of  a  nebnloaitj  or  laminons 
mass  which  revolved  on  its  axis,  and  extended  tmz  beyond  the 
orbits  of  all  the  planels,  —  the  planet*  u  yet  having  ao  exiMence. 
Its  temperaton  gntdnally  diminiihed,  and,  becoming  contiacted  by 
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to  become  tbemselTea  new  worlds  or  syininetiT  and  gloi;, 
—  planeta  utd  buiib  that  forever  and  forever  shall  in 
theii  turn  multiply  their  ahiiiing  race,  and  be  the 
fatiiers  of  suns  and  planets  yet  to  come. 

There,  in  that  enormous  Bolitnde  of  an  infant  world, 
which  thousands  and  thouaaads  of  years  can  alone  ripen 
into  form,  the  spirit  of  Viola  beheld  the  shape  of 
Zanoni,  or  rstiier  the  likenese,  the  simnlacnm,  the 
LBUOB  of  his  shape,  not  its  human  and  corporeal  sub- 
stance, —  as  if,  liko  hers,  the  Intelligence  was  parted 
tnra  the  Clay,  —  and  as  the  sun,  while  it  reroWee  and 
glows,  had  cast  off  into  remotest  space  that  nebular 
image  of  itself,  so  the  thing  of  earth,  in  the  action  of 
its  more  luminous  and  enduring  being,  had  thrown  its 
Itkeneea  into  that  new-born  stranger  of  the  heavens. 
There  stood  the  phantom,  —  a  phantom  Mejnonr,  by  its 
side.  In  the  gigantic  chaos  around  raved  and  struggled 
the  kiudtiug  elements;  water  and  fire,  darkness  and 
light,  at  war,  —  vapor  and  cloud  hardening  into  moun- 
tains, and  the  Breath  of  Life  moving  like  a  steadfast 
splendor  over  all. 

As  the  dreamer  looked,  and  shivered,  she  beheld  that 

eooUng,  the  lOUtion  increaaed  In  npiditj,  and  umes  of  nebalaritj- 
were  imxetatdj  thrown  off,  in  cooBeqaeace  of  the  centrifagal  fuivd 
overpowering  the  central  attiaution.  The  condenHStion  of  thi«e 
Mparate  mutat  conititeted  the  planeta  and  ntellitei.  But  thin 
view  of  the  convenion  of  ganeuns  matter  into  planecarj  bodie*  is 
not  limited  to  oar  own  sjitem ;  it  extendi  to  tba  foimatiOD  of  tho 
innnmeiabln  sum  and  worlda  which  are  diatribnted  thronghont  tbo 
auivena.  The  aublime  diacaveriea  of  modern  aatronomen  have 
abown  that  every  part  of  the  realmi  of  ipaue  abonnda  in  laige 
expanaiona  uf  attenoated  matter  termed  atbaia,  which  are  irregn- 
lari/  reflective  of  light,  of  larioiu  flgnres,  and  in  differeat  states  of 
condensation,  from  that  of  a  diffnwd,  Ittminona  maaa  to  aoiia  and 
planeta  like  ouc  owd."  —  From  Msntell's  eloquent  and  dellghttal 
work,  euCitled  "  The  Wouden  of  Geotog;,"  vol  L  p.  aS. 
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even  tiitnre  the  two  phuitojitB  of  hnmani^  were  oot 
alone.  I>im  monater-formB  that  that  di»idered  chaoa 
alone  could  engender,  the  fint  reptile  Coloeul  race  that 
viathe  and  orawl  through  the  earliest  atratum  of  a 
Torld  laborii^  into  life,  coiled  in  the  ooiing  matter  or 
hoTered  through  the  meteoious  vapore.  But  these  the 
two  eeekera  seemed  not  to  heed;  their  gate  was  fixed 
intent  upon  an  object  in  the  &rtheat  space.  With  the 
eyas  of  the  spirit,  Viola  foUoved  thaira;  with  a  terror 
far  greater  than  the  chaos  and  its  hideous  inbabitanta 
produced,  she  beheld  i  ahadowjr  likeness  of  the  very 
room  in  which  her  form  yet  dwelt,  ite  white  iralle,  the 
moonshine  sleeping  on  its  floor,  its  open  casement,  with 
the  quiet  roofa  and  domes  of  Venice  looming  over  the 
sea  that  ughed  below,  —  and  in  that  room  the  ghost- 
like image  of  herself  I  This  doable  phantom  —  faere 
herself  a  phantom,  gating  there  upon  a  phantom-self  — 
had  in  it  a  horror  which  no  words  can  tell,  no  length 
of  life  forego. 

But  presently  she  saw  this  image  of  herself  rise 
slowly,  leave  the  room  with  its  noiseless  feet:  it  passes 
tiie  corridor,  it  kneala  by  a  cradle!  Heaven  of 
Heaven  1  she  beholds  her  child !  —  still  with  its  won- 
drous, child-like  beauty  and  its  silent,  wakeful  eyes. 
But  beside  that  cradle  there  site  cowering  a  mantled, 
shadowy  form,  —  the  more  fearful  and  ghastly  from  its 
indistinct  and  unsubstantial  gloom.  The  walla  of  that 
chamber  seem  to  open  as  the  scene  of  a  thesttv.  A 
grim  dungeon;  streets  through  which  pour  shadowy 
oowds;  wrath  and  hatred,  and  the  aspect  of  demons  in 
tiieir  ghastly  visages;  a  place  of  death;  a  murderous 
instrument;  a  shamble-house  of  human  flesh;  herself; 
her  child,  —  all,  all,  rapid  phantasmagoria,  chased  each 
otiier.     Suddenly  the  phantom-Zanoni  turned,  it  seemed 
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to  percetTe  henelf ,  —  her  Bscond  self.  It  ■ptsng  tomrdi 
hti;  hat  spirit  could  bear  do  mora.  She  shriekad,  ihe 
woke.  She  found  fbat  in  txnth  ebe  had  left  that  diamal 
ehamber;  the  cradle  was  before  her,  the  childt  all 
—  all  aa  that  tranos  had  seen  it,  and,  Tanishii^  into  air, 
•ran  Uiat  dark,  fonnleaa  ThingI 

"My  child  I  my  child  I  thy  mother  ahall  save  thee 
yrtl- 
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CHAPTEB  VTTT- 

Qidl    Td  m'tbandoniiet  1    OhTa^-MI    Nonl 

I^  HxBTK,  Le  Camlt  d*  Waneick,  Act  9,  •&  & 
LZniS  FBOM  TIOLA  TO  USOMI. 

"It  bu  oome  to  thi*l  —  I  am  the  fint  to  part!  I,  fbe 
nofidthfiil  one,  bid  thee  (srewell  forever.  When  thine  eyea 
&n  upon  this  writing  thon  wilt  know  roe  Mone  of  the  desil. 
For  thon  th&t  wert,  and  atill  art  mj  life,  —  I  am  loet  to  thee  I 
O  loTor  I  0  hniband  J  0  atill  worehipped  and  adored !  if 
thou  hast  ever  loved  roe,  if  thou  canst  still  pit^,  seek  not  to 
diMOver  the  atepa  that  fly  thee.  If  thy  channs  can  detect  and 
tract  me,  spare  me,  spare  our  child  !  Zanoni,  I  will  rear  it  to 
love  tliee,  to  call  thee  bther !  ZanOni,  its  yotmg  lips  shall 
praj^  for  thee  I  Ah,  spare  thjr  child,  for  infanta  are  the  sainta 
of  eaKh,  and  their  mediation  maj  be  heatd  on  high  1 
Shall  I  tell  thee  why  I  partT  No  ;  thon,  the  wisely-terrible, 
canst  divine  what  the  hand  trembles  to  record;  and  while  1 
•bndder  at  thy  power,  —  while  it  vi  thy  power  I  fly  (our 
child  upon  ny  bosom),  —  it  comforts  me  still  to  think  that 
thy  power  can  read  the  heart!  Thou  knoweat  that  it  is  the 
foithfbl  mother  that  writes  to  thee,  it  in  not  the  faithless  wife ! 
Is  there  dn  in  thy  knowledge,  Zanoni?  Sin  must  have 
sorrow :  and  it  were  sweet  —  oh,  how  sweet  —  to  be  thy  com- 
forter. Bat  the  child,  the  infant,  the  soul  that  looks  to  mine 
for  its  shield!  —  magician,  I  wrest  from  thee  that  soul! 
Pudon,  pardon,  if  my  worda  wrong  thee.  Bee,  [  fall  on  hq 
knee*  to  write  the  rest  1 

1  What    That  abwdon  mel  — when  goaatthoal    Not  st^. 
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"  Why  did  I  never  ncoil  before  from  tb^  niTsterioiu  lore ; 
wby  did  the  veij  atiaDftenew  of  thine  nneBTthly  life  onlj 
fwdnate  me  with  a  deli^^tfbl  fear !  BecsBse,  if  thoQ  weit 
•oKOer  or  angel'demon,  there  wu  no  peril  to  other  bat 
mjMlf :  and  none  to  me,  for  mj  love  wu  tnj'  beaTenlieet 
jmtt ;  and  my  ignorance  in  all  things,  except  the  art  to  lore 
thee,  repelled  tiretj  tbooght  that  was  not  bright  aud  gloiioni 
at  tbiae  imaf(e  to  mj  ejea.  But  now  there  is  another  !  Look ! 
why  does  it  wotcb  me  thus,  —  why  that  never-aUeping,  eameat, 
relinking  gaiet  Han  thy  apell^  encompaawd  it  already  t 
Hut  thou  marked  it,  cruel  one,  for  the  tenon  of  thy  nnottei- 
able  art  I  Do  not  madden  me,  —  do  not  maddan  me  !  — 
nnbind  the  spell  1 

"HarkI  the  oan  witbonti  They  coma, — tbey  oome,  to 
bear  me  from  thee  I  I  look  round,  and  methinka  that  I  aee 
thee  everywhere.  Thou  apeakeat  to  me  irom.  every  shadow, 
from  every  star.  There,  by  the  casement,  thy  lips  last 
preeied  mine  ;  there,  there  by  that  threshold  didst  thou  turn 
again,  and  thy  smile  seemed  so  trustingly  to  confide  in  met 
Zanoni — bosbaodl  — I  will  stay!  I  cannot  part  from  thee  I 
No,  no  I  I  will  go  to  the  room  where  thy  dear  voice,  with  ita 
gentle  miuie,  assuaged  the  pang*  of  travail  I — where,  heard 
through  the  thrilling  darkness,  it  first  whispered  to  my  eai, 
'Viola,  thou  art  a  mother  I'  A  mother  I — yea,  I  rise  fr«B 
my  knee*,  — I  am  a  motberl  They  comet  I  am  firm; 
frmwaUl" 

Tea;  thus  auddanly,  thus  cruelly,  wbetKer  in  the 
daliriam  of  blind  and  uaraaaoning  Buperstition,  ot  in 
the  leaolve  of  that  conviction  which  springe  from  duty, 
the  being  for  whom  he  had  resigned  so  much  of  empire 
and  ot  glory  foreook  Zanoni.  This  deaertion,  sever 
toteaeen,  never  anticipated,  waa  yot  bnt  the  conatant 
fate  that  attends  those  who  wonld  place  Mind  bn/ond 
the  earth,  and  yet  treasure  the  Heart  within  it.  Igno- 
rance everlastingly  shall  recoil  from  knowledge.  Bnt 
never  yet,  from  nobler  and  purer  motives  of  self-nori- 
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Son,  did  bofflan  1ot«  link  itself  to  another,  thaa  did  Ui« 
(oTsaking  wife  now  abandon  the  absent.  For  rightly 
had  she  said  that  it  was  not  the  faithleip  wife,  it  was 
the  faithful  mother  that  fled  from  all  in  which  her 
earthly  happiness  was  centred. 

As  long  as  the  pasaion  and  fervor  that  impelled  the 
act  animated  her  witdi  false  fever,  she  clasped  her  in&nt 
to  hei  breast,  and  was  consoled,  —  resigned.  Bat  what 
bitter  doubt  of  her  own  conduct,  what  i^  pang  of 
remorse  shot  through  her  heart,  when,  as  they  rested 
for  a  few  hours  on  the  road  to  Leghorn,  she  heard  the 
woman  who  aocompanied  herself  and  Qlyndon  pray  for 
safety  to  reach  her  husband's  aide,  and  strength  to 
share  the  perils  that  would  meet  her  there  I  Terrible 
contrast  to  her  own  desertion!  She  shrunk  into  the 
darkness  of  her  own  heart,  —  and  then  no  voice  from 
within  consoled  her. 
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Znknnft  haft  do  mir  gegeben, 
Docb  On  oehmit  den  Aiigenblkk.i 


'  SfEJNOnB,  behold  thy  work  I  Out,  out  upon  our  littlo 
Tanities  of  irisdom  I  —  out  upon  our  ages  of  lore  uid  life  I 
To  save  her  from  Peril  I  left  her  preaence,  And  the 
Peril  has  seised  her  ia  ite  grasp  I  " 

"  Chide  Dot  thy  wisdom  but  thy  posaiona  I  Abandon 
thine  idle  hope  of  &o  love  of  woman.  See,  for  those 
who  would  unite  the  lofty  with  the  lowly,  the  inevi- 
table cune  i  thy  veiy  nature  uncomprehended,  —  thy 
sacrifices  uuguessed.  The  lowly  one  views  but  in  the 
lofty  a  necromancer  or  a  fiend.  Tit«n,  canst  thou 
weep  t " 

'  I  know  it  now,  I  set  it  all  I  It  v>aa  her  spirit 
that  stood  beside  our  own,  and  escaped  my  airy  olaapl 
0  strong  desire  of  motherhood  and  oatuiel  unveiling 
all  our  secrets,  piereing  spaoe  and  traversing  worldsl  — 
Mejnour,  what  awfnl  learning  lies  hid  in  the  ignorance 
of  the  heart  that  loves  1  " 

"The  heart,"  answered  the  mystic,  coldly;  *ay, 
tor  five  thousand  years  I  have  ransacked  the  mysteries 
of  creation ,  but  I  have  not  yet  discovered  all  the  woo- 
den in  the  heart  of  the  simplest  boort  " 

"  Yet  our  solemn  rites  deceived  ns  not;  the  prophet- 
shadowa,  dark   with  terror  and  red  with  blood,  still 

-  Tot  thou  taksat  tna  nw 
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fontold  that,  even  in  the  doageon,  and  before  the 
deatlumaii,  I,  — T  had  tlie  power  to  Bare  them  both!  " 

"  Bnt  at  Bome  anconjectured  and  most  fatal  Baerifice  to 
thyaalf." 

"To  m7wlfl  loj  sage,  there  is  no  aelf  inlovel  1 
go.  Nay,  alone:  I  want  thee  not.  I  vant  now  no 
other  guide  hut  the  hnman  inBtinots  of  amotion.  No 
cave  BO  dark,  no  solitude  so  vast,  as  to  oonoeal  her. 
Though  mine  art  fail  me ;  though  the  atais  lieed  me  not ; 
though  epace,  with  tta  staining  myriads,  is  again  to  me 
tant  the  aiure  void,  — >  I  return  but  to  love  and  jonth 
and  hope  I  When  have  they  ever  failed  to  triumph  md 
to  aavel  " 
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BOOK  vn. 

TBK  BBIGH  OF  IXRBOB. 


Qui  nii>-}>,   md   qn'on    acetiM  1    Un  mcUts  de  1*  Ltbail^  nn 
mai^TlTmiitdal*  IUpabUq&&'  — IHtcmirtib  BoBMPntutB, 


It  km»,  —  the  Kiver  of  Hell,  whoM  fint  outbreik 
vu  ohantad  u  the  giuh  of  a  ohuinel  to  Elyaium.  How 
bunt  into  bloaaomiag  hopes  fair  hearts  that  had  ttoup- 
ished  tbenuelTes  on  the  diamond  dewi  of  the  roe;  dawa, 
when  Libert;  came  from  the  dark  ocean,  and  the  anna 
of  deoiapit  Thialdom,  —  Aurora  from  the  bed  of  TithonI 
Hopes!  7»  have  ripened  into  fruit,  and  the  fruit  ia  gore 
and  ashesi  Beautiful  Koland,  eloquent  Veigniaud, 
visional;  Condorcet,  high-hearted  Maleaherbeal  —  wits, 
philoeophera,  etatesmen,  patriots,  —  draamenl  behold 
the  millennium  for  which  ;e  dared  and  labored  I 

I  invoke  the  ghoetsi  Saturn  hath  devoured  his  chil- 
dren,' and  lives  alone,  —  in  hia  bue  name  of  Itf oloch  I 

It  ii  the  Beign  of  Terror,  with  Bobeapierre  the  king. 
Ihe  stmgglea  between  the  boa  and  the  lion  on  past: 

^  Who  am  I,  —  /  whom  thej  accoae  '  A  (lave  of  Uberij,  — a 
IM&g  tsmttjt  for  th«  Bepoblk. 

■  "  Ia  BiJTOlntion  aat  comine  SatUM,  all*  dJTOian  too*  mb 
entail*."  —  VaaairuDi>. 
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the  boa  has  oooamned  the  lioa,  and  ia  heavy  with  the 
gorge,  —  DantoD  haa  falleu,  and  Camflle  Desmonlina. 
DautoQ  had  said  before  hie  death,  "  The  poltroon  Bobe*- 
pierre,  —  I  alone  coald  have  nvad  him."  From  that 
hour,  indeed,  the  blood  of  the  dead  giant  clonded  the 
craft  of  "  Maximilien  the  InoormptiUe,"  as  at  last, 
amidst  the  din  of  the  roused  Convention,  it  choked  his 
voice.'  If,  after  that  laat  sacrifice,  essentia],  perhaps, 
to  his  safety,  Robespierre  had  proclaimed  the  oloee  of 
the  Beign  of  Tenor,  and  acted  upon  the  mere;  irhich 
Danton  had  begun  to  preach,  he  might  have  lived  and 
died  a  monarch.  But  the  prisons  continued  to  reek, 
—  the  glaive  to  fall ;  and  EobaBpierre  perceived  not  that 
bis  mobfl  were  glutted  to  aatietj  with  death,  and  the 
strongest  excitement  a  chief  could  give  would  be  a 
return  ftom  devils  into  men. 

We  are  transported  to  a  room  in  the  bouse  of  Gitimi 
Dupleix,  the  minuiii^,  in  the  montii  of  July,  1794; 
or,  in  the  calendar  of  the  Revolutionists,  it  was  the 
Thermidor  of  the  Second  Year  of  the  Bepublio,  One 
and  Indivisible!  Though  the  room  was  small,  it  was  fur- 
nished aiid  decorated  with  a  minute  and  careful  eflbrt  at 
eleganee  and  refinement.  It  seemed,  indeed,  the  desire 
of  the  owner  to  avoid  at  once  what  was  mean  and  rude, 
and  what  was  luxurious  and  voluptuous.  It  was  a  trim, 
orderly,  precise  grace  that  shaped  the  daaalc  <diait8, 
arranged  the  ample  draperies,  sank  the  frameless  mlrEors 
into  the  wall ,  placed  bust  and  brraize  on  their  pedestals, 
and  tilled  up  the  niches  here  and  there  with  well-bound 

1  "  Le  OLUg  da  Daaton  t'Aoaffe  t "  (th«  blood  of  DantoD  cliokai 
the« '. )  said  Oamiei  de  I'Atibe.  wlieti,  on  th«  fatal  9tl]  of  Th«nni- 
dor,  RolMapiem  gasped  feebly  forth,  "  Ponr  la  denrifere  foil, 
Pr^ident  de«  AwMifna,  je  te  demande  la  parole"  (For  Am  iMt 
time,  Freeident  of  Assastins,  I  damand  to  spcoiL) 
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books,  filed  ngnUrly  in  thair  appoist«d  maks.  As 
ohMrrer  wonld  bare  nid,  "  This  aaa  wi»b«a  to  imply 
to  you,  —  Ism  not  riob;  lam  not  osteotatiotu ;  I  am 
not  loxnrioDi;  I  am  no  indolent  Sybarite,  with  coiichee 
of  down,  aad  pictTuss  that  piovoke  the  aeuaei  X  am  no 
haughty  noUe,  with  spacious  halls,  and  gallenes  that 
awe  the  eoho.  Bat  so  muoh  the  greater  ia-mj  merit  if 
I  disdain  these  excesses  of  the  ease  or  the  pride,  since  I 
love  the  el^ant,  and  have  a  taste!  Others  may  be 
simple  and  honest,  from  the  very  coaisenees  of  their 
habits;  if  I,  with  so  muoh  refinement  and  delicaey,  am 
simple  and  honest,  — reflect,  and  admire  me  I  " 

On  the  walls  of  this  chamber  hung  many  portraits, 
most  of  thsm  represented  bat  one  fsoej  on  the  fcomal 
pedestals  wbts  grouped  many  busts,  most  of  them 
sculptured  but  one  head.  In  that  small  chamber  Ego- 
tism eat  supreme,  and  made  the  Arts  its  looking-glssses. 
Eioot  in  a  obair,  before  s  large  table  spread  with  letters, 
sat  the  original  of  bust  and  oanras,  the  owner  of  the 
apartment.  He  was  alone,  yet  he  >  sat  erect,  formal, 
stiff,  pieoiss,  as  if  in  bis  very  home  be  was  not  at  ease. 
His  dress  was  in  haniumy  with  his  posture  and  his 
ohamber;  it  affected  a  neatnsss  of  its  own,  —  fomign  both 
to  the  Btunptuons  fashions  of  the  deposed  nobles,  and 
the  filthy  ruggedness  of  the  aaTU-onlatUs.  Friuled  and 
eoiffi,  not  a  hair  was  out  of  order,  not  a  speck  lodged 
on  the.  sleek  smisca  of  the  blue  coat,  not  a  wrinkle 
crumpled  the  snowy  Teat,  with  its  under-relief  of  deli- 
cate pink.  At  the  first  glance,  you  might  have  seen  in 
that  face  nothing  bat  the  ill-favored  featorea  of  a  sickly 
oountenanee;  atasectaid  glanoe,  you  would  have  per- 
eeived  that  it  had  a  power,  a  character  of  its  own.  The 
forehead  J  though  low  and  compressed,  was  not  without 
that  appearanoe  of  thought  and  intelligence  which,  it 
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may  be  oheeiredi  thst  breadth  between  th«  efebrowt 
Almoet  invkriably  giveij  the  lipa  wen  firm  uid  tightly 
dnwn  togethw,  yet  ever  utd  nioii  they  trembled,  aad 
writhed  iMtleealy.  The  eyes,  sullen  and  gloomy,  were 
yet  piercing,  and  full  of  a  oonoentrated  vigor  that  did 
not  teem  aapported  by  the  thin,  feeble  frame,  oi  the 
green  liTidneea  of  the  hues,  whioh  told  of  anxiety  and 
disease. 

Such  waa  Maximilien  Bobeapierre;  such  the  ohambet 
OTSr  the  minuiner't  shop,  whence  iaaned  the  edicU 
that  launched  armies  on  their  career  of  glory,  and 
ordained  an  artificial  conduit  to  carry  off  the  blood 
that  deluged  the  metropolis  of  the  nuMt  T"»'r*j'al  people 
in  the  globe!  Such  was  ttie  man  who  had  resigned  a 
judicial  appointment  (the  early  ol^ect  of  bis  uslHtion) 
nther  thui  Tiolate  his  philanthropieal  principles  by 
eubeoribing  to  the  death  of  a  single  fellow -creature  i 
Buah  was  the  rii^n  enemy  to  capital  poniBhrnents ; 
and  such,  Batohei^Dictator  now,  was  the  man  whose 
pun  and  rigid  manners,  whose  incorruptible  honesty, 
whose  hatred  of  the  excesses  that  tempt  to  love  and  wine, 
woold,  had  he  died  fire  years  earlier,  have  left  him  the 
model  for  prudent  fathers  and  oaieful  citizens  to  place 
before  their  sons.  Such  was  the  man  who  seemed  to 
hare  no  Tice,  till  eiicumstanoe,  that  hotbed,  brought 
forth  the  two  which,  in  ordinary  times,  lie  ever  the 
deepest  and  most  latent  in  a  man's  heart,  —  Cowaidiee 
and  Enry.  To  one  of  these  eooices  is  to  be  traced  every 
murder  that  master'fiend  eonunitted.  His  oowordioe 
was  of  a  peculiar  and  strange  sort;  for  it  was  acoom- 
panted  with  the  most  unscrupulous  and  determined  toUt, 
—  a  will  that  Napoleon  revereneed;  a  will  of  iron,  and 
yet  nerves  of  aspen.  Usntally,  he  was  a  hero,  —  physi- 
cally, a  dutud.     When  the  veriest  shadow  of  danger 
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threfttened  Ub  peTooc,  the  frame  oowend,  but  the  vill 
■wept  the  danger  to  the  Bleughter-hoose.  So  there  he 
nt,  bolt  upright,  —  his  small,  lean  fingen  clenched 
convnitivtij  i  his  auUen  eyes  straining  into  space,  their 
whites  yellowed  with  streaks  of  corrupt  hloodj  his  ears 
literally  moving  to  and  fro,  like  the  ignobler  animals', 
lo  catch  every  sound, — a  Dionysiue  in  his  cave;  bat 
his  posture  decoions  and  collected,  and  every  formal 
halt  in  its  friszled  place. 

"Tea,  yes,"  he  said  in  a  muttered  tone,  "I  hear 
them;  my  good  Jacobins  are  at  their  post  on  the  stairs. 
Pity  they  swear  so  t  I  have  a  law  against  oaths,  —  the 
manners  of  the  poor  and  virtuous  people  must  be 
reformed.  When  all  is  safe,  an  example  or  two  amongst 
those  good  Jacobins  would  make  effect.  Faithful  fel< 
lows,  bow  they  love  me  I  Huml  —  what  an  oath  was 
that! — they  need  not  swear  so  loud,  —  upon  the  very 
staircase,  tool  It  detracts  from  my  reputation.  Ha! 
steps  1  " 

The  soliloquist  glanced  at  the  opposite  mirror,  and 
took  up  a  volume;  be  seemed  absorbed  in  ita  contents, 
as  a  tall  fellow,  a  bludgeon  in  his  hand,  a  girdle  adorned 
with  pistols  round  bis  waist,  opened  the  door,  and 
anoounoed  two  visitors.  The  one  was  a  young  man, 
said  to  resemble  Bobeapieire  in  person,  but  of  a  far 
more  decided  and  resolute  expression  of  countenance. 
He  entered  first,  and,  looking  over  the  volume  in  Bobes- 
pierre's  hand,  for  the  latter  seemed  still  intent  on  his 
lecture,  exclaimed,  — 

"Whatl    Bonaaeau's  Helolsel    A  love-tale  I  " 

"DearPayan,  it  is  not  the  love,  —  it  is  the  philosophy 
that  charms  me.  What  noble  sentiments  I  —  what  ardor 
uf  virtual  If  Jean  Jacques  had  but  lived  to  see  this 
dayl" 
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While  the  Diotatoi  thtu  oommeated  oo  hia  faTorito 
author,  vhom  in  hia  orations  he  labored  hard  to  imitate, 
the  aeoond  risitor  was  wheeled  into  tU«  room  in  a  cliair. 
This  man  waa  also  in  what,  to  most,  is  the  prime  of  life, 
. —  namely,  about  thirty-eight ;  but  he  was  literally 
dead  in  the  lower  limba:  crippled,  paralytic,  diBtorted, 
he  was  yet,  sa  the  time  soon  came  to  tell  him,  —  a  Her- 
oolea  in  Crimel  But  the  sweetest  of  human  smile 
dwelt  upon  his  lips ;  a  beauty  almost  angelic  charactei 
iied  his  features;  *  aa  inexpreesible  aspect  of  kindness, 
and  the  resignation  of  auSering  but  cheerful  benignity, 
atole  into  the  hearts  of  thoee  who  for  the  first  time 
beheld  him.  With  the  most  caressing,  silver,  flute-like 
voioe,  Citiaen  Couthon  sainted  the  admirer  of  iTean 
Jaoqoea. 

"  Nay,  —  do  not  my  that  it  is  not  the  love  that  attncta 
thee;  it  1*  the  love!  but  not  the  gross,  sensual  attach- 
mant  of  man  for  woman.  ISol  the  sublime  affection  for 
the  whole  human  race,  and  indeed,  for  all  that  liveal  " 

And  Citizen  Couthon,  bending  down,  fondled  the 
little  spaniel  that  he  invariably  carried  in  his  bosom, 
ATon  to  the  Convention,  as  a  rent  for  the  exuberant 
senaibilities  whieh  over&owed  his  affeotionate  heart.* 

1  "  Fignre  A'aage,"  lAjn  one  of  hii  contempoTarin.  in  deecritniig 
Conthon.  The  addreM,  dmwn  np  moat  probably  bj  V^jtai  (Tbar. 
midra  a),  after  the  ureat  of  Robespierre,  tim»  meotioiu  his  crippled 
coUcagne;  "Coothon,  ce  dCojen  vutnani,  ^uf  n'a  ?■<  leeaure' 
latitadt  Binani,  mais  qui  lee  a  brOlants  de  patriotisnie  "  <■ 

I  Thii  teDderneas  for  some  pet  animal  was  by  nn  meaoB  pacnliar 
to  Coatbon ;  It  Menu  rather  a  common  fashion  with  the  i^ntle 
bntcbeis  at  the  Berolntion.  M,  Qeoige  Duval  iofurmB  na  ("  Son- 
ranin  de  la  Terienr,"  toI.  iii  p.  183)  that  CbanmeCte  had  au  anaiy. 
to  which  be  devoted  his  baimleaa  leianie ;  the  mnrdeions  Fooroiw 

u  but  tki  bMd  Wd  bntt  sfCb*  ftrli^ 
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"Ym,  foc«Il  tiut  livH,"  npoatod  Bobeipiun,  ton- 
d«riy.  "Good  Coathon, — 'poot  Gontlioiil  Ah,  the 
niMliM  of  meni  —  how  we  ue  miBiepTeeeiitedl  To  be 
Mlumaiftted  u  the  execntionets  of  oai  ooUeegneel  Ah, 
it  u  that  which  piereee  the  heeitl  To  be  u  ol^ect  of 
temn  to  the  enemies  of  oorconottyi  —  that  U  noble; 
but  to  be  an  object  of  terroi  to  the  good,  the  petriotie, 
to  thota  one  loves  end  leveiea,  —  that  is  the  most  ter. 
rible  of  hnnun  tortures  at  lesst,  to  s  suseeptibls  and 
htmest  heait!  "  ^ 

"  How  I  love  to  heat  him  I  "  ejaculated  Coathon. 

*  Hem  I "  nid  Payan,  with  some  impatienoe.  "  But 
now  to  business  I  " 

"  Ab,  to  businessl  "  said  Bobespiem,  with  a  sinister 
glance  from  bis  bloodshot  ejes. 

"  The  time  has  come,"  said  Pajan,  '  when  the  tafety 
ot  the  Republic  demands  a  complete  oonoentiation  of 
its  power.  These  brawlers  of  the  Comtti  du  Salut 
Puidie  can  only  destroy ;  they  cannot  coaatroct.  They 
hated  you,  Maximilien,  from  the  moment  you  attempted 
to  replace  anarchy  by  ioatitutions.  How  they  mock  at 
the  featlval  which  proclaimed  the  acknowledgment  of  a 

tanied  on  fait  ihoolden  a  pMtt^  little  iqiilrrel.  attach»d  bj  a  •ilT«T 
ehain;  Fonii  b«atoiT«d  tha  •aperflnit;  of  hii  affectioiu  apoo  two 
gold  pbsamiU;  and  Hacat,  who  would  not  abate  oaa  ol  the  tfana 
IniBdMd  thoosand  heads  he  demanded,  reared  doit*  !  Apn>paa  of 
tlM  epaniel  of  Conthon,  Davsl  gives  as  ui  anrnaing  anecdoM  of 
Sergent,  not  ooB  of  the  leut  relenilcea  ag«nt«  of  the  Toaaeacre 
of  Septembet  A  ladj  came  to  implon  hie  protection  tor  one  of 
her  relatlotia  cooflned  in  the  Abbaje  He  KaRelj-  deigned  to 
apeak  to  hei^  Ai  she  retired  in  deipair,  ahe  trod  by  accident  on 
tka  paw  of  Ml  favorite  ipaniel.  Sergent,  tnming  roond,  enraged 
and  fnrtona,  exclaimed,  "  Madam,  havt  jmu  no  itiniaHily  1 " 

'  Not  to  fatigne  the  reader  with  annotatiom,  I  ia%y  here  obaerre 
tbat  uMiljr  anrf  aenciineat  ascribed  In  th«  test  to  Eobeepisne  la 
to  be  found  wprewBd  in  his  Tarioaa  disoooisM. 
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Supreme  Being:  thej  would  have  no  mler,  «nn  in 
heaven  I  Torn  clear  and  vigorous  intellect  saw  that, 
baving  wrooked  an  old  world,  it  became  neeeaaary  to 
ahape  a  new  one.  The  first  step  towarda  conatruction 
moat  be  to  deetro;  the  destroyerB.  While  we  delib- 
erate, your  enemies  act.  Better  this  very  night  to  attack 
the  handful  of  genadarmes  that  guard  them,  than  to 
confront  the  battalions  they  may  raise  to-morrow," 

"No,"  aaid  Bobeapierre,  who  reeoiled  before  the 
determined  spirit  of  Fayao*,  *  I  have  a  better  and  safer 
plan.  This  la  the  6th  of  Thermidor ;  on  ttie  10th  ~-  on 
the  10th,  the  Convention  go  in  a  body  to  the  Pite 
Dieadaire,  A.  mob  shall  form;  the  oanonnimrt,  the 
troops  of  Henriot,  the  young  pupils  de  PBeole  do  Man, 
shall  mix  in  the  crowd.  Easy,  then,  to  strike  the  eon- 
apiratora  whom  we  shall  designate  to  our  agenta  On 
the  aame  day,  too,  Fouquier  and  Dumaa  shall  not  rest; 
and  a  aufflcient  number  of  '  th«  suspect '  to  maintain 
salutary  awe,  and  keep  op  the  revolutionary  excitement, 
shall  perish  ty  the  glaive  of  the  law.  The  10th  ahall 
be  the  great  day  of  action.  Payan,  of  theae  laat  culprits, 
have  you  prepared  a  list  I  " 

"  It  is  here,"  returned  Payan,  lacutioally,  presenting 
a  paper. 

Bobeapierre  glanced  over  it  rapidly.  *  Collot 
d'HerboisI  —  goodt  Barrirel— ay,it  waa  Barr^who 
said,  'Let  us  strike:  the  dead  alone  never  return." 
Vadier,  the  savage  jesterl  —  good  —  good!  Vadier  of 
the  Mountain,  He  has  called  me  '  Mahomet  I' 
ScflinUl  blasphemer  I  " 

"  Mahomet  is  coming  to  the  Mountain,"  aaid  ConHioB, 
iritii  his  silvery  accent,  as  he  caressed  his  spaniel. 

1  "FrappansI  Q  n*;  a  qna  les  aorto  qni  as  nritot  paa.'— 
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"But  how  IB  thifll  I  do  not  see  the  nwne  ofTftUient 
Tftllien,  —  I  tiate  tlut  man;  that  is,"  said  Bobespiem, 
conecting  hinuelf  with  the  hypocrisy  ot  self-deoeit 
•frhioh  thoM  who  formed  the  oomioil  of  thii  phnM- 
monger  exhibited  habitoally,  evea  among  thsmselTea, 
—  "  that  is,  Virtue  and  our  Conntry  hate  himl  There 
ia  no  man  in  ttie  whole  ConTenti<m  who  inapirea  me 
with  the  same  horror  as  Tallien,  CSonthon,  I  see  a 
thoosond  Dantons  where  Tallien  site  I  " 

*  Tallien  has  the  only  head  that  belongs  to  this 
deformed  body,"  said  Payan,  whose  ferocity  and  crime, 
like  those  of  St.  Just,  were  not  unaccompanied  l:^ 
talents  of  no  common  order.  *  Were  it  not  better  to 
draw  away  the  head,  to  win,  to  buy  him,  for  the  time, 
and  dispose  of  him  better  when  left  alone  I  He  may 
hate  you,  but  he  loves  money  I  " 

"Jfo,"  said  Robespierre,  writing  down  the  name  of 
Jean  Lambert  Tallien,  with  a  slow  hand  that  shaped 
each  letter  with  stem  distinctness;  "that  one  head  wmy 
neeetsity  I  " 

"  I  have  a  nnall  list  here,"  said  Couthon,  Bwsetly,  — 
*  a  very  small  list.  Yoa  are  dealing  with  the  Mountain; 
a  is  necessary  to  make  a  few  examples  in  the  Plain, 
These  modeTat«s  are  as  straws  whieh  follow  f^  wind. 
They  turned  against  us  yesterday  in  the  Convention. 
A  little  terror  will  correct  the  weathercocks.  Poor 
crestunsl  I  owe  them  no  ill-will;  I  could  weep  for 
them.     But  before  all,  la  ckirepairie  I " 

The  t«rribU  glance  of  Robespierre  devoured  the  list 
which  tiie  man  of  sensibility  submittod  to  him.  "  Ah, 
these  are  well  choeen;  men  not  of  maA  enongh  to  be 
regretted,  which  is  the  beet  policy  with  the  rehcs  of  that 
par^ ;  some  foreigners  too,  —  yee,  they  have  no  parents 
in  Fans,     These  wives  and  parents  are  beginning  to 
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plead  «fl»™"t  us,  Thfiii  oomplaisto  demonliss  tbs 
suillotjudl " 

"  Couthon  ia  righ^ "  said  Payan ;"  my  list  TOPtKim 
those  whom  it  will  be  safer  to  deapatoh  en  mojM  in  the 
crowd  Msembled  at  the  FSte.  Sii  list  selects  tiioee 
whom  we  may  prodratly  oonaigii  to  the  law.  Shall  it 
aot  be  signed  at  onoe  t " 

"It  it  signed,"  aaid  Bobe^iam,  fonnal^  repladng 
his  pen  upon  the  inkatand,  "N'ow  to  more  importaat 
matters.  These  deatfaa  will  create  no  excitement;  bat 
GoUot  d'Herboia,  Bourdon  De  I'Oise,  Tallien,"  the 
last  name  Bobeapieixe  gasped  as  he  pronounced,  "  the}/ 
are  the  heads  of  parties.  This  is  life  or  death  to  us  as 
well  sa  them. " 

"  Their  beads  are  the  footstocda  to  yoMi  cunile  chair, " 
aaid  Fayan,  in  a  half  whisper.  "  There  is  no  danger 
if  we  are  bold.  Judges,  juriea,  all  have  been  jour 
selection.  You  eeiae  with  one  buid  the  army,  witii 
the  other,  the  law.  Yoni  Toiee  yrt  commands  the 
people  —  " 

"  The  poor  and  viftwHU  petqile,"  uannnied  Bobee- 
pierre. 

"  And  even, "  continoed  Fayan,  "  if  our  design  at  the 
FSte  fail  ua,  we  moat  not  ehrink  from  the  resources  still 
at  our  command.  BefieotI  Henriot,  the  genetal  of  the 
Farisian  army,  furaiehes  you  with  troops  to  arrest;  the 
Jacobin  Club  with  a  paUic  to  approve ;  inexoimble 
Dumaa  with  judges  who  never  acquit.  We  must  be 
boldl" 

"  And  we  are  bold,"  exclaimed  fiobespierre,  with  sud- 
den passion,  ^"^  striking  hia  Imnri  on  the  table  as  he 
rose,  with  his  crest  erect,  as  a  serpent  in  the  act  to 
strike.  "In  seeing  the  multitude  of  Tices  that  the 
revtdutiooary  totrent  Bunglee.with  eiTte  virtaea,  I  tiein- 
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Ue  t«  be  BalHed  in  the  eyes  of  posterity  by  (be  impim 
neighboThood  of  these  perretse  men  who  thnut  thsi&- 
■elTea  Bmosg  the  einceie  dofeoden  of  humanitj.  WbAtl 
—  they  thmk  to  diride  the  cotmtry  tike  a  booty)  I 
thank  them  for  their  iiatred  to  all  that  is  vittnoua  and 
worthy!  Theaemen," — and  he  graaped  the  liit  of  Ptayan 
in  hie  lund,  —  "  these  I  —  not  tee  —  have  drawn  the  Uae 
of  demaroatioii  between  themBelTea  and  the  loren  of 
France!" 

'True,  we  most  reign  alosel  "  muttered  Payan;  "in 
other  worda,  the  etate  needs  uni^  of  will ;  "  working, 
with  his  strong  practical  mind,  the  corollary  fiom  the 
logic  of  hie  word-compelling  colleague. 

"  I  will  go  to  the  Convention, "  continued  Robaspiene. 
"  I  hare  absented  myself  too  long,  —  lest  I  might  seem 
to  overawe  the  Bepuhlic  that  I  haye  created.  Away 
with  such  Bcruj^I  I  will  prepare  the  people !  I  will 
Uaat  the  traitoie  with  a  look  I  " 

He  spoke  wlt^  the  terrible  fimmess  of  the  orator  that 
had  never  failed,  —  of  the  moral  will  that  marched  like 
a  warrior  on  the  cannon.  At  that  instant  he  was  inter, 
mpted;  a  letter  waa  brought  to  him :  he  opened  it, — his 
face  fell,  he  shook  &om  limb  to  limb ;  it  was  one  of  the 
aniKiymons  warnings  by  which  tiie  hate  and  revenge  of 
tiiose  yet  left  alive  to  threaten  tortured  the  deatb^ver. 

"  Thou  art  smeared, "  ran  the  lines,  "  with  the  best 
blood  of  France.  Bead  thy  sentence  I  I  await  the  hour 
when  the  people  shall  knell  thee  to  the  doomaman.  If 
my  hope  deceive  me,  if  deferred  too  long,  — hearken, 
rmdl  This  hand,  which  thine  eyes  shall  search  in  vain 
to  diaeorer,  shall  pieroe  thy  heart.  I  see  thee  eveij 
day, —  I  am  with  thee  every  day.  At  each  hour  my 
arm  rises  against  thy  breast.     Wretch  t  live  yet  awhile, 
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ttunigb  Imt  for  few  uid  miaenble  days  —  livs  to  fbrnk  of 
ms;  sleep  to  dzaam  of  mel  Thy  terror  and  thy  thought 
of  me  are  the  heralds  of  thy  doom.  Adieul  tim  day 
itMlf  I  go  forth  to  riot  on  thy  fearel "  ^ 

"Yonr  liata  are  not  fall  enonghl"  nid  the  fynnt, 
with  a  hollow  voice,  at  the  paper  dropped  from  his 
ttemUing  hand,  "Give  them  to  mel — give  &em  Ic- 
mat  Think  again,  think  againi  Barr^  ia  right  — 
rightl  'Frapponsl  il  n'y  a  qua  lee  morts  qui  ne  lerient 
paal'- 

>  See  "Fi^ien  InAUti  tromA  chM  BobattneiM,"  etc.,  vol.  ii.  p. 
156.  (Ho.  Ix.) 
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I«  halne,  du»  ce»  li«nx,  it'a  qn'nn  gUra  iwiwfa. 

L^  HixPB,  J*amM  dt  NapUt,  Act  ir.  k.  I. 

Whili  BQoh  the  designs  and  feua  of  Mazimilien 
Bobeepiene,  oommOQ  danger,  oommon  hatred,  what- 
ever waa  yet  left  of  mercy  or  of  virtue  in  the  agents  of 
the  Bevolution,  served  to  unite  strange  opposites  in 
hostility  to  the  universal  dea&-dealer.  There  was, 
indeed,  an  actual  conspinejr  at  work  against  him  among 
men  little  lees  bespattered  than  himself  with  innocent 
Uood.  But  'Uiat  oonepiracy  would  have  been  idle  of 
itaelf,  despite  tbe  abtUtiea  of  Tallien  and  Barras  (the 
only  men  whom  it  comprised,  worthy,  by  foresight  and 
energy,  the  names  of  "  leaders  "  ).  The  sure  and  destroy- 
ing elements  that  gathered  round  ttie  tyrant  were  Time 
and  Mature;  the  one,  which  he  no  longer  suited;  the 
ottier,  which  he  had  outraged  and  stirred  up  in  the 
human  breast,  l^e  most  atiocioos  party  of  the  Revolu- 
tion, the  followers  of  Hdhert^  gone  to  his  last  account, 
the  bntcbeiMLtheiste,  who,  in  desecrating  heaven  and 
earth,  stHl  arrogated  inviolable  sanctity  to  themselves, 
were  equally  enraged  at  the  execution  of  their  filthy 
chief,  and  tha  proclamation  of  a  Supreme  Being.  The 
popnlaoe,  brutal  aa  it  had  been,  started  as  from  a  dream 
of  blood,  when  ^leir  huge  idol,  Danton,  no  longer  filled 
ttie  stage  of  tenor,  rendering  crime  popular  by  that  com- 
>  HaiB,  in  thM«  legioat,  has  but  tha  amnd  of  the  Mwwiii 
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bination  of  carelen  fnnkness  and  eloquent  energr  wluch 
endears  their  heroes  to  the  heid.  The  glaive  of  ibe 
guillotine  had  turned  egainat  thettuetvn.  Thef  had 
yelled  and  shouted,  aad  sung  and  danced,  when  the  ven- 
erable age,  or  the  gallant  youtii,  of  aristocracy  or  letters, 
passed  hj  their  streets  in  the  dismal  tumbrils ;  but  thej 
shut  up  their  shops,  and  murmured  to  each  other,  when 
their  own  order  was  invaded,  and  taUon  and  cobUert^ 
and  journeymen  and  laborers,  were  huddled  off  to  the 
embracee  of  the  "  Holy  Mother  Quillotine,"  with  as  litUe 
ceremony  as  if  they  bad  been  the  MonfanorencieB  or  the 
La  Trtoouilles,  the  Halesherbes  or  the  Lavoidera.  "  At 
this  time, "  said  Gouthon,  justly,  "  Let  ombret  de  Danttm 
^H4btrt,  de  Chaumatte,  aeprotninMU  parmi  notu/"* 
Among  those  who  had  shared  the  doctrinea,  and  who 
now  dreaded  the  fate  of  the  atheist  Hubert,  was  the 
painter,  Jean  yicot.  Mortified  and  enraged  to  find 
that,  by  the  death  of  his  patron,  his  career  was  closed; 
and  that,  in  the  lenith  of  the  Bevolution  for  which  he 
had  labored,  he  was  lurking  in  caves  and  cellsn,  mora 
poor,  more  obscure,  mora  despicable  than  he  had  been 
at  the  oommencement,  —  not  daring  to  exercise  even  his 
art,  and  fearful  every  hour  that  his  name  would  swell 
the  lists  of  the  condemned,  —  he  was  naturally  one  of 
the  bitterest  enemies  of  Bobespierra  and  his  govern- 
ment. He  held  secret  meetings  with  CoUot  d'Herboii, 
who  was  animated  hj  the  same  spirit;  and  with  the 
craeping  and  furtive  craft  that  oharactericed  his  abilities, 
he  contrived,  undetected,  to  disseminate  tracts  and  invec- 
tives against  the  Dictator,  and  to  prapare,  amidst  "  the 
poor  and  virtuoos  people,"  the  train  for  the  grand 
explosion.     But  still  ao  firm  to  the  eyes,  even  of  pro- 

■  TheahadM  of  Dantam,  Htfbert,attd  ChaanwHe  ifslk  awo^it 
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fonndei  politiciana  than  Jean  ITicot,  appeared  the  Bullen 
power  of  the  incorruptible  Haxinulien ;  so  timorous  was 
the  morement  against  him,  —  that  Kicot,  in  common 
with  many  otheis,  placed  hie  hopes  rather  in  the  dagger 
of  the  asaaBBin  tliau  the  revolt  of  the  multitude.  But 
Xicot,  though  not  actually  a  coward,  shrunk  himself 
from  braving  the  fate  of  the  martyr;  he  had  sense 
enough  to  see  that,  though  all  parties  might  rejoioe  in 
the  (usasaination,  all  parties  would  probably  conaor  in 
beheading  the  assassin.  He  had  not  the  virtue  to 
become  a  Brutus.  His  object  was  to  inspire  a  proxy- 
Brutus;  and  in  the  centre  of  that  inflammable  popula- 
tion this  was  no  improbable  hope. 

Amongst  those  loudest  and  sternest  against  the  reign 
of  blood ;  amongst  those  most  disenchanted  of  the  devo- 
lution; amongst  those  most  appalled  hj  its  excesses, — 
was,  as  might  be  expected,  the  Englishman,  Clarence 
Glyndon.  The  wit  and  accomplishments,  the  uncer- 
tain virtues  that  had  lighted  with  fitful .  gleams  the 
mind  of  Camille  Desmoulins,  had  fascinated  Olyndon 
more  than  the  qualities  of  sny  other  agent  in  the  Bevo- 
lution.  And  when  (for  Camille  Desmoulins  hod  a 
heart,  which  seemed  dead  or  dormant  in  most  of  his 
contempotaries)  that  vivid  child  of  genins  and  of  error, 
shocked  at  the  massacre  of  the  Oirondins,  and  repentant 
of  his  own  efforts  against  them,  began  to  rouse  the 
serpent  malice  of  Robespierre  by  new  dooteinea  of  mercy 
and  toleration,  Olyndon  espoused  his  views  with  his 
whole  strength  snd  soul.  Camille  Deamoulins  perished, 
and  Glyndon,  hopeless  at  once  of  his  own  life  and  the 
oanse  of  humanity,  from  that  tims  soi^^t  only  the 
ODoasion  of  flight  from  the  devouring  Oo^tha.  He 
bod  two  lives  to  heed  besides  his  own;  for  them  he 
trembled,  and  for  them  he  schemed  and  plotted  the 
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niMuu  of  eaoape.  Though  OlyndoQ  hated  the  principlei, 
-the  party,'  and  the  vices  of  Nicot,  he  yet  extended  to 
the  painter's  penury  the  meona  of  subeiBtence;  and  JeaD 
TTicot,  in  return,  designed  to  ex&It  Glyndoa  to  that 
very  immortality  of  a  Brutus  from  whii^  he  modestly 
teooiled  himself.  He  founded  his  designs  ou  the  physi- 
cal courage,  on  the  wild  and  unsettled  fancies  of  the 
Bnglish  artist,  and  on  the  vehement  bate  and  indignant 
loathing  with  which  be  openly  regarded  the  govermnent 
of  MaximiliMi. 

At  the  same  hour,  on  the  same  day  in  July,  in  which 
Bohespierre  conferred  (as  we  have  seen)  with  bis  allies, 
two  persons  were  seated  in  a  un&ll  room  in  one  of  the 
streets  leading  out  of  the  Bue  St.  Honor^;  the  one,  a 
man,  appeared  listening  impatiently,  and  with  a  sullen 
brow,  to  his  companion,  a  woman  of  singular  beauty, 
but  with  a  bold  and  reckless  expression,  and  her  Uoe 
as  she  spoke  was  animated  by  the  passions  of  a  balf- 
savi^  and  vehement  nature. 

"Englishman,"  said  the  woman,  "  beware  1  —  yon 
know  that,  whether  in  flight  or  at  the  place  of  death,  T 
would  brave  all  to  be  by  your  side,  —  you  know  that.' 
Speak  I  " 

"Well,  Fillide;  did  I  ever  doubt  your  fidelity  t  " 

"Doaht  it  you  cannot,  —  betray  it  yon  may.  Yon 
tall  me  that  in  flight  you  must  have  a  companion  besides 
myself,  and  that  companion  is  a  female.  It  shall  not 
bel" 

1  None  were  more  oppoeed  (o  the  HdbertiaU  tbati  Camllle  De*- 
inoiilinB  and  his  frienib.  It  b  curioiu  and  amiuiDg  to  ana  tbiee 
leaden  of  the  mob.  calling  the  mob  "the  people  "one  day,  and  Uw 
"canaille" the  next, aceording  u  it  niiti  them.  "I  ^tum," mj* 
Camille,  "Uiat  the]'  (the  HfbertiBti)  hare  all  the  canaille  with 
them."  —  (Us  ont  toute  la  canaille  pom  eoz. } 
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•Shall  not!" 

*  It  shall  not!  *  repeated  Tillide,  firmly,  and  folding 
her  amu  acroaa  her  bnast.  Before  Glyndon  could  reply, 
a  slight  knock  at  the  door  was  heard,  and  ITicot  opened 
the  latch  and  entered. 

Tillide  aank  into  her  chair,  and,  leaning  her  face  on 
her  hands,  appeared  unheeding  of  the  intruder  and  the 
OonTeraation  that  ensned. 

"  I  cannot  bid  thee  good-day,  Glyndon,"  said  Ni6ot, 
as  in  bis  tant-oulotte  fashion  he  strode  towards  the 
artist,  his  ragged  hat  on  his  head,  his  hands  in  his 
pockets,  and  the  heard  of  a  week's  growth  upon  his  chin, 
— "  I  cannot  hid  thee  good-day;  for  while  the  tyrant 
liTsa,  evil  ia  erery  son  that  aheda  ita  beams  on  France." 

"It  iatrue;  what  thent  We  have  sown  the  wind, 
we  must  reap  the  whirlwind." 

*  And  yet,"  said  ITioot,  apparently  not  heeding  the 
reply,  and  as  if  mueiogly  to  himself,  *  it  is  strange  to 
ttiink  that  the  butcher  ia  as  mortal  as  the  butchered  j 
that  bis  life  hangs  on  as  slight  a  thread;  that  between 
the  entiole  and  the  heart  there  ia  as  short  a  passage,  — 
that,  in  abort,  one  blow  can  free  France  and  redeem 
mankind  I " 

Olyndon  surreyed  Hie  speaker  with  a  careless  and 
haughty  soom,  and  made  no  anawer. 

"  And,"  proceeded  Hicot,  '  I  have  sometimes  looked 
tonsd  for  the  man  bom  for  this  destiny,  and  wheneTer  I 
hare  done  so,  my  steps  have  led  me  bitheil  " 

"  Should  thay  not  rather  have  led  thee  to  the  side  of 
Maximilien  fiobespierre  I "  said  Glyndon,  with  a  sneer. 

"No,"  returned  Xicot,  coldly,  —  "no;  for  I  am  a 
'tutpect: '  I  could  not  mix  with  bis  train;  I  could  not 
approach  within  a  hundred  yards  of  his  person,  but  I 
should  be  seised;  gou,  as  yet,  are  safe.     Hear  mel  "  — 
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and  hU  Toic«  became  earoeat  and  ezpreauTe,  — "beat 
sifll  There  seems  danger  in  thia  action;  there  U  none. 
I  have  been  viih  Collot  d'Hetbois  and  Bilaud-Varennea ; 
they  will  hold  him  harmlese  vho  atoikea  the  blowj 
the  populace  would  run  to  thy  support;  the  Convention 
would  hall  thee  aa  their  deliverer,  the  —  " 

"  Hold,  man  I  How  dareat  thou  coupla  my  name 
with  the  act  of  an  assassin  T  Let  the  tocain  sound  from 
yonder  tower,  to  a  war  between  Humanity  and  the 
Tyrant,  and  I  will  not  be  the  laat  in  the  field;  but 
liberty  nevar  yet  acknowledged  a  defender  in  a  felon." 

There  was  something  so  brave  and  noble  in  Glyndon's 
voice,  mien,  and  manner,  as  be  thus  spoke,  that  ^icot 
at  once  was  silenced;  at  once  he  saw  that  be  had  mis- 
judged the  man. 

"No,"  aaid  FilHde,  lifting  her  face  from  her  hands, 
—  *  nol  your  friend  has  a  wiser  scheme  in  preparation; 
he  would  leave  you  wolves  to  mangle  esch  other.  He 
is  right;  but  —  " 

*Flightl"  exclaimed  Nlcot ;  "  is  it  possible  I  Flight; 
howl  —  whent  —  by  what  means t  All  France  begirt 
with  epiea  and  guardal  Flightl  would  to  Heaven  it 
were  in  our  power!  " 

"  Dost  thou,  too,  desire  to  escape  the  blessed 
Bevolntion  t " 

"  Deeirel  Ohl  "  cried  Nicot,  euddenly,  and,  falling 
down,  he  clasped  Glyndon's  knees,  — > "  oh,  save  me  with 
thyself!  My  life  is  a  torture;  every  moment  the  gaillo- 
tine  frowns  before  me.  I  know  that  my  hours  are  num- 
bered; I  know  that  the  tryant  waite  but  hia  time  to 
write  my  name  in  his  inexorable  list;  I  know  that  B^a^ 
Dumas,  the  judge  who  never  pardons,  has,  from  the 
first,  resolved  upon  my  death.  Ob,  Glyndon,  by  out 
old  friendship,  by  our  common  art,  by  thy  loyal  English 
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futh  and  good  EnglUh  heut,  let  mo  Bhan  thj  Sight)  " 

"Ifthonirilt,  Bobeit." 

•"Tlunksl— my  whole  life  shall  thuk  thee.  But 
hov  hwt  Uu>a  propared  the  meaiu,  the  paasporti,  the 
diignin,  the  —  " 

"  I  will  tell  Uiee.     Thou  knoweit  G ,  of  the  Con- 

Tentioa,  —he  has  power,  and  he  Is  covetous.  '  Qu'im 
me  m^trite,  pourvu  que  je  dine,'  *  said  he,  when 
repioaobed  foi  hii  sTarioe." 

-WeUT" 

"By  the  help  of  thie  staid;  lepublioan,  who  has 
friends  enough  in  the  Comiii,  I  hare  obtained  the  means 
neoeesaij  for  flight;  I  have  purchased  them.  For  a 
oonsideratlon  I  oan  procure  thy  passport  also." 

*  Thy  riches,  then,  are  not  in  ataignaU  ?  " 

*  No ;  I  have  gold  enough  for  us  all. " 

And  hen  Qlyndon,  beckoning  Nioot  into  the  nezt 
room,  first  tnefly  and  rapidly  detailed  to  him  the  plan 
proposed,  and  the  disguiaes  to  be  asaomed  eonformably 
to  the  passports,  and  then  added,  "In  return  for  the 
service  I  render  thee,  grant  me  one  favor,  which  I  think 
is  in  thy  power.     Thou  lememberest  Viola  Pisani  I  " 

"Ah,  —  remember,  yeel  —  and  the  lover  with  whom 
she  fled." 

'  And  from  whom  she  is  a  fugitive  now." 

■  Indeed  —  whati  —  I  nndeistand.  Sacri  Neu  I  but 
you  ate  a  lucky  fellow,  ehcr  eon/Wre. " 

'  Silence,  mani  with  thy  eternal  prato  of  tootberhood 
and  viitoe,  thou  seemest  never  to  believe  in  one  kindly 
action,  or  one  virtuous  thought!  " 

Nioot  bit  his  lip,  and  replied  sullenly,  "  Xxperienoe 
is  a  great  undeeeiver.  fiumphi  What  lerviee  can  I 
do  tttee  with  t^ard  to  the  Italian  t  " 

1  Let  them  deqtlM  me,  pnrided  that  I  dtne. 
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"  I  have  been  acceseoiy  to  bei  smval  in  this  city  of 
snarae  and  pitfalls.  I  cannot  leave  her  alone  amidst 
dangen  from  vhicb  neither  innocence  nor  obecurity  is 
a  eafeguaid.  In  yonr  blessed  Republic,  a  good  and 
UDBOspected  citiien,  who  caste  a  desiie  on  way  voman, 
maid  or  irife,  has  but  to  eay,  '  Be  mine,  or  I  denounce 
yont '     In  a  word,  Viola  must  ehara  our  flight." 

"What  ao  easyl  I  see  your  passports  provide  for 
her," 

"What  ao  eaeyl  What  eo  difficaltl  Thia  Fillide 
—  would  that  I  had  never  seen  hetl  —  would  that  I  had 
Dover  enslaved  my  aoul  to  my  senResI  The  love  of  an 
uneducated,  violent,  unprincipled  woman,  opens  wiUi  a 
heaveU)  to  merge  in  a  hell!  She  is  jealous  as  all  the 
FariM;  she  will  not  heat  of  a  female  companion;  and 
when  once  she  sees  the  beauty  of  Viola!  —  I  tremble  to 
think  ot  it.  She  is  capable  of  any  excess  in  the  storm 
of  her  passions. " 

"Aha,  I  know  what  such  women  arel  My  wife, 
Beatrice  Sacchini,  whom  I  took  from  Naples,  when  I 
failed  with  this  very  Viola,  divorced  me  when  my 
money  failed,  and,  as  the  mistress  of  a  judge,  pasees  me 
in  her  carriage  while  I  crawl  through  the  streets. 
Plague  OD  her!  —  but  patience,  patience!  such  is  the  lot 
of  virtue.     Would  I  were  Robespierre  for  a  day!  " 

"  Cease  these  tiradesi  "  exolsimed  Glyndon,  impa* 
tiently;  "and  to  the  point.     What  would  you  advise  I " 

"  Leave  your  Fillide  behind." 

"  Leave  her  to  her  own  ignorance ;  leave  her  napto- 
tected  even  by  the  mind;  leave  her  in  the  Saturnalia  of 
Rape  and  Murder  t  No  I  I  have  sinned  against  her 
onoe.  But  come  what  may,  I  will  not  ao  basely  dtaart 
one  who,  with  all  her  errors,  trusted  her  fate  to  my 
love." 
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"Too  danitod  W  at  HuinIIm." 

"  Tnu ;  bat  I  left  h«r  in  attety,  and  I  did  not  Umd 
balisTe  hu  lore  to  be  so  deep  and  faithful.  I  left  ber 
gold,  and  I  imagined  she  woiUd  be  easily  oonaoled ;  but 
dnoe  than  toe  have  known  danger  together  1  And  now 
to  leave  her  alone  to  that  danger  which  aha  would  never 
have  iuouRed  bat  for  derotion  to  me  I  —  no,  tiiat  is 
impoiwible.  A  project  ocoun  to  me.  Canit  tiiou  not  eay 
that  thou  haet  a  aiater,  a  relative,  or  a  benebctreea, 
whom  thou  wouldet  aavet  Can  we  not — till  we  have 
left  Fisnoe  —  make  Fillide  believe  that  Viola  is  one  in 
whom  thtm  oily  art  intereated;  and  whom,  for  thy  aake 
only,  I  permit  to  ahare  in  our  escape  T  " 

"H^  well  thought  of !_  certainly  I" 

*  I  will  then  appear  to  yield  to  FiUide's  wiahes,  and 
iBsign  the  project,  which  she  so  reeenta,  of  earing  the 
innocent  object  of  ber  frantic  jealousy.  You,  meanwhile, 
shall  yourself  entreat  Fillide  to  interoede  with  me  to  ez< 
tend  the  means  of  eaeape  to  —  " 

"  To  a  lady  (she  knows  I  have  no  aiater)  who  has  aided 
me  in  my  distress.  Yes,  I  will  manage  all,  never  fear. 
One  word  more,  —  what  has  become  of  that  Zaooni  \ " 

"Talk  not  of  him,  — I  know  not." 

"  Doea  he  love  this  girl  still  t " 

"  It  would  aeem  so.  She  ia  hia  wife,  fbt  mother  ot 
his  infant,  who  is  with  her." 

'Wife  I  — mother!  He  lovea  her.  Aha  I  Asd 
why-" 

"  No  questions  now.  I  will  go  and  prepare  Viola  for 
the  flight  i  you,  meanwhile,  return  to  Fillide, " 

"But  the  address  of  the  Neapolitan t  It  is  neceasarj 
I  ahould  know,  lest  Fillide  inquire." 

"  Eue  M T ,  No.  27.     Adieu." 

Olyndcn  aeind  bis  bat  and  hastened  from  the  hoosa. 
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Ificot,  left  ftlone,  seemed  for  a  few  momenta  buried  in 
thoa^t.  "  Olia^ "  he  molteted  to  hmeelf,  "  can  I  not 
torn  all  tiuB  to  my  acoonnt  t  Can  I  not  avenge  mjreelf 
on  thee,  Zaaoni,  a*  I  hare  eo  often  awom,  —  throu^ 
thy  wife  and  child  I  Can  I  not  poaeess  mjaelf  of  thjr 
gold,  thy  pasaporte,  and  thy  Fillide,  hot  TfagliwhinftTi, 
who  wouldat  humble  me  with  Uiy  loathed  benefits,  and 
who  hast  chacked  me  thine  alms  as  to  a  beggar  I  And 
yillide,  I  love  her:  and  thy  gold,  I  lore  that  morel 
Puppete,  I  move  your  atiings!  " 

He  passed  elowly  into  the  chamber  where  Tillide  yet 
■at,  with  gloomy  thooght  on  her  brow  and  tears  steading 
in  her  dark  eyes.  She  looked  np  eagerly  as  the  door 
opened,  and  turned  faom  the  rugged  face  of  Siaot  with 
an  impatient  movement  of  disappointment. 

"Qlyndon,"  aaid  the  painter,  drawing  a  duui  fa> 
Fillide'^  "  has  left  me  to  enliven  your  eolitade,  fair 
Italian.  He  is  not  jealous  of  the  ugly  Nicot  1  —  ha,  ha  I 
—  yet  2?icot  loved  thee  well  once,  when  his  fortunes 
were  more  fair.     Bnt  enough  of  such  past  follies." 

"Your  friend,  then,  has  left  the  house.  Whithert 
Ah,  you  look  away;  you  falter,  — you  cannot  meet  my 
eyesl     Speak  I    I  implore,  I  command  thee,  speak]  " 

"  £t^ant  I  and  what  dost  thou  fear  1 " 

"Ftarl  —  yes,  alas,  I  fearl"  said  tiie  Italian;  and 
her  whole  frame  seemed  to  shrink  into  itself  as  she  fell 
once  more  back  into  her  seat. 

Then,  after  a  pause,  she  tossed  the  long  hair  from  hw 
eyes,  and,  starting  up  alnruptly,  paced  the  room  with 
disordered  strides.  At  length  she  stopped  oppoaito  to 
Nioot,  laid  her  hand  on  his  arm,  drew  him  towards  an 
escritoire,  which  she  unlocked,  and,  opening  a  well, 
pointed  to  the  gold  that  lay  within,  and  said,  "  Thou  art 
poor,  —  thou  lovest  money ;  take  what  then  wil^  bat 
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mtdecdTe  me.  Who  u  tius  woman  whom  thy  Maud 
Tlsita,  — and  does  be  love  faert " 

ItTioot's  eyea  spcuUed,  and  hia  hu^  opened  and 
clenched,  and  clenched  and  opened,  as  he  gated  npoa  Uw 
ccdna.  Bnt  reluctantly  leaiating  the  impnlae,  he  aaid, 
with  an  affected  bittemeaa,  "  Tbinkeit  Uiou  to  bribe  me  T 
—  if  BO,  it  cannot  be  with  gold.  But  what  if  he  does 
loTe  a  Tiyal ;  what  if  he  betrays  thee ;  what  if,  wearied 
by  thy  jealousies,  he  designs  in  his  flight  to  leave  thee 
behind,  —  would  aiich  knowledge  make  thee  happier  I " 

"TesI"  exclaimed  the  Italian,  fiercely;  "yea,  for  it 
would  be  happiness  to  hate  and  to  be  aTen{^!  Oh, 
thoa  knowest  not  how  sweet  is  hatred  to  those  who  have 
leaHy  loved  [ " 

"  But  wilt  thoa  swear,  if  I  reveal  to  thee  the  ieei«t, 
that  thou  wilt  not  betray  me,  —  that  thou  wilt  not  fall^ 
aa  women  do,  into  weak  tears  and  fond  reproaches,  when 
thy  betrayer  returns  t " 

"Teara,  reproaoheal    Bevenge  hides  itself  inamilesl" 

**  Thou  art  a  brave  creature  1 "  said  Xicot,  almost 
admiringly.  "  One  condition  more :  thy  lover  designs  to 
fly  with  his  new  love,  to  leave  thee  to  thy  fate;  if  I 
prove  this  to  thee,  and  if  I  give  thee  revenge  against 
thy  rival,  wilt  thon  fly  with  met  I  love  theel  — I  will 
wedtiuel  " 

Fillide'a  eyea  flashed  fire;  she  looked  at  him  wiA 
unutterable  disdain,  and  was  silent 

Nioot  felt  he  had  gone  too  far;  and  witii  that  knowl- 
edge of  the  evil  part  of  our  natnre  which  his  own  heart 
and  asBociation  with  crime  had  taught  him,  he  resolved 
to  trust  thi  rest  to  the  paseions  of  the  Italian,  when 
raised  to  the  height  to  which  he  was  prepared  to  lead 
them. 

"Pardon me."  he  aaid;    "my  love  made  me  too  i»t. 
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nunptaoiui  and  yet  it  is  only  that  love,  —  m;  sympathy 
for  thee,  beautiful  and  betiayed,  that  can  ioduoe  me  to 
wiong,  with  my  rayelations,  one  whom  I  have  i^;arded 
as  a  biothar.  I  caa  depend  upon  thine  oath  to  conceal 
all  from  Olyndon  T  " 

"On  mj  oath  and  my  wrongs  aod  my  mountain 
Moodl" 

"  Enough  I  get  thy  hat  and  maDtla,  and  follow  me. " 

As  Fillide  left  the  room,  ^icot'a  eyes  again  rested  on 
the  gcAA;  it  was  much,  —  much  more  than  he  had  dared 
to  hope  for;  and  as  he  peered  into  the  well  and  opened 
the  draweiB,  he  perceived  a  packet  of  letters  in  the  well- 
known  hand  of  Camille  Deemouline.  He  seized  —  he 
opened  the  packet;  his  looks  brightened  as  he  glanced 
orer  a  few  sentences.  "  This  would  give  fifty  Olyndons 
to  the  guillotine  I  "  he  muttered,  and  thrust  the  packet 
into  his  bosom. 

0  artietl — 0  haunted  onel — O  erring  geniusl  — 
behold  the  two  worst  foes,  —  the  False  Ideal  that  knows 
no  Qod,  and  the  False  Love  that  burns  from  the  corrup- 
tion of  the  senses,  and  takes  do  loatre  from  the  soul  I 
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Lieb«  ■otmt  dM  Botch  det  Kacht' 

Ihr  TriiaapJt  tUr  LkU. 

LKTKB  FBOM  EASOOT  TO   MUHODU 

Door  than  ramember  in  the  old  time,  when  the  Beaotiftil  yrt 
dwelt  in  Greece,  how  we  two,  in  the  vut  Atheuiut  Theatre, 
witnesied  the  Uirth  of  Woida  oa  undjing  as  ounelvea  I  Doit 
thon  lemember  tha  thrill  of  terror  that  ran  thmngh  that 
mightf  BOdicnce,  when  the  wild  CasBandra  burst  bom  her 
Awfal  ulence  to  shriek  to  ber  relentlesa  god  I  How  ghastly, 
at  the  entrance  of  the  House  of  Atrens,  about  to  become  her 
tomb,  rang  out  her  exclamations  of  foreboding  woe :  "  DwelL 
log  abhorred  of  heaven  I  —  human  shamble-house  and  floor 
bIood-bespatt«red  !  "  ■  Dost  thon  remember  how,  amidst  the 
tocathlees  awe  of  those  assembled  thousands,  I  drew  close  to 
thee,  and  whiapend,  "  Verily,  no  prophet  like  the  poetl  This 
•cene  of  fabled  honor  comee  to  me  as  a  dream,  shadowing 
ibrth  some  likeness  in  my  own  remoter  future  !  "  As  I  enter 
this  slanghter-botUB  that  scene  returns  to  me,  and  I  hearken 
to  the  Toice  of  Cassandra  ringing  in  my  ean.  A  solemn  and 
warning  dread  gathers  round  me,  as  if  I  too  were  come  to  find 
a  grave,  and  "  the  Net  of  Hades  "  had  already  entangled  me 
in  its  webt  What  dark  treasure-honses  of  vicisntude  and 
woe  are  onr  inero<aies  bacomet  What  our  lives,  but  the 
chroniclee  of  nn»lgTning  death !  It  seems  to  me  ■>  yesterday 
when  I  stood  in  the  streets  of  llua  city  of  the  Qaul,  as  they 
■hone  with  plumed  chivalry,  and  the  air  rustled  with  silken 
IroTeries.  Young  Louis,  the  monarch  and  the  lover,  waa 
victor  of  the  Toomament  at  the  Carooael ;  and  all  France  felt 
hersdf  splendid  in  the  splendor  of  ber  gorgeous  chief  1  Now 
'  Lova  nim&ea  the  realm  of  Night.    ■  Miaa.  Agam.,  lOVB. 
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there  is  neither  throne  nor  alUr ;  and  what  ii  in  their  itekd  t 
I  tee  it  jcmier — THa  oniLLoriml  It  is  dismal  to  stand 
•midst  the  ruins  of  moaldering  citias,  to  startle  the  serpent 
«nd  the  liiord  amidst  the  wredu  of  Penepolia  and  Thebes ; 
hut  more  dismal  still  to  stand  as  I  —  the  stranger  hoia 
Empires  that  have  ceased  to  be  —  stand  now  amidst  the  ^t 
ghastlier  nmu  of  Law  and  Order,  the  shattering  of  mankind 
themselves !  Yet  here,  even  here,  Love,  the  BeautiGer,  that 
hath  led  mj  steps,  can  walk  with  nnsbrinking  hope  tbroogh 
the  wildameas  (^  Death.  Strange  is  the  passion  that  makes 
a  world  in  itself,  that  individualizes  the  One  amidst  the 
UultitDde  ;  that,  through  sll  the  changes  of  my  solemo  life, 
yet  Borvivee,  though  ambition  and  hate  anA  auger  are  dead ; 
the  one  solitary  angel,  hovering  over  a  universe  of  tombs  on 
its  two  tremulous  and  human  wings,  ~  Hope  and  Fear ! 

How  is  it,  Mejnonr,  that,  as  my  diviner  art  abandoned  me, 
—  as,  in  my  search  for  Viola,  I  was  aided  but  by  the  ordinary 
iikstineta  of  the  merest  mortal,  —  how  is  it  that  1  have  never 
desponded,  that  I  have  felt  in  every  difficulty  the  prevailing 
prescience  that  we  should  meet  at  last  ?  So  cruelly  was  every 
vestige  of  her  flight  concealed  foim  me,  —  so  suddenly,  k 
secretly  had  she  fled,  that  all  the  spies,  all  the  authorities  of 
Venice,  could  give  me  no  clew.  All  Italy  I  searched  in  vain ! 
Her  young  home  at  Naples  1  —  how  still,  in  its  hnmble  cham- 
bers, there  seemed  to  linger  the  fragrance  of  het  preHence ! 
All  the  sublim«et  secrets  of  our  lore  failed  me,  —  &iled  to 
bring  her  soul  visible  to  mine ;  yet  morning  and  night, 
thou  lone  and  childless  one,  morning  and  night,  detached 
from  myself,  I  can  commune  with  my  child!  There  in  that 
moat  blessed,  typical,  and  mysterious  of  all  relations,  Naton 
herself  appears  to  supply  what  Science  would  refuse.  Space 
cannot  separate  the  father's  watchfnl  soul  from  the  cradle  of 
his  Orsl-bom !  I  know  not  of  its  resting-place  and  home,  — 
my  visions  picture  not  the  land,  —  only  the  small  and  tender 
life  to  which  all  space  ia  as  yet  the  heritage  t  For  to  the  infant, 
before  reason  dawns,  —  before  man's  bad  passions  can  dim  the 
eesence  that  it  takes  from  the  element  it  hath  left,  there  is  no 
peculiar  country,  no  native  ei^,  and  no  mortal  languagt.     Its 
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■ool  M  yet  IB  the  denizen  of  all  tin  and  of  ereif  worid ;  wad 
in  *pace  its  soni  meeta  with  mine, — the  child  ccmmimee  with 
the  father  1  Cruel  and  fonaking  one,  —  thou  for  whom  I  left 
die  wisdcnn  of  the  apbetea  ;  than  whom  htal  dower  hu  been 
die  weftknes  and  tenon  of  hnmanitj',  —  cooldat  tiion  think 
that  jonng  soul  less  safe  on  earth  becanse  I  would  lead  it  erer 
more  np  to  heaven  I  Didst  thon  think  that  I  could  have 
wronged  mine  own  I  Didst  thon  not  know  that  in  its  serenest 
eyes  the  Ufb  that  I  gave  it  spoke  to  warn,  to  upbraid  the 
mother  who  wonld  bind  it  to  the  darknceB  and  pangs  of  the 
pison-IuHiBe  of  clay  1  Didst  thou  not  feel  that  it  was  I  who, 
petmitted  by  the  Heavena,  shielded  it  from  suffering  and 
(tiBeue?  And  in  its  wondrona  bwnty,  I  Uetsed  the  holy 
mediom  through  which,  at  lait,  my  spirit  might  confer  with 
thine! 

And  how  have  I  toaeked  them  hither  1  I  learned  that  thy 
pupil  had  been  at  Venice.  I  oonld  not  trace  the  yonng  and 
gentle  neophyte  of  Partbenope  in  the  description  of  the  hag- 
ffai  and  savage  visitor  who  had  come  to  Viola  before  she 
fled ;  but  when  I  would  have  snoimoned  his  idea  befora  me, 
it  nAiMd  to  obey  ;  and  I  knew  then  that  his  &ta  had  become 
entwined  with  Viola*!.  I  have  tracked  him,  then,  to  thia 
Lam  House.    I  wrived  but  yettsrday;  I  have  not  yetdi»- 


I  have  jnst  returned  from  their  courts  of  jnstice,  — detu 
wheae  t^eis  arraign  tiieir  prey.  I  find  not  whom  I  would 
seek.  They  are  saved  as  yet ;  but  I  recognize  in  the  crimee 
of  nwrtala  the  dark  wiadom  of  the  Everlasting.  Hejnonr,  I 
•ee  here^  for  the  first  time,  how  majestic  and  beauteous  a  thing 
is  death  I  Of  what  sublime  virtues  we  robbed  onrMlves,  when, 
in  the  thirst  for  virtue,  we  attained  the  art  by  which  we  can 
reftise  to  diet  When  in  some  happy  clime,  where  to  breathe 
t»  to  enjoy,  the  ebaniel-honse  swallows  np  the  yoang  and  fiir  ; 
when  in  the  noUe  pursuit  of  knowledge,  Death  comes  to 
the  student,  and  shuts  out  the  enchanted  land  which  waa 
upeuing  to  his  gate,  — how  natural  for  na  to  deriis  to  live  ; 
how  natural  to  make  perpetual  life  the  first  object  of  reaeal^l 
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9nV  W«t  from  my  tower  of  time,  looking  orer  the  dukaome 
pMt,  uid  mto  the  bUrj  futaue,  I  leam  how  great  hearts  feel 
what  aweetneta  tnd  glorj  there  ia  to  die  for  the  thinga  thej 
lore  I  I  Hw  *  father  aacii&cing  himeelf  for  his  son  ;  he  wa« 
mbjected  to  chugM  wbicb  ft  word  of  hU  could  dispel, —  he 
waa  nii«t«lri»n  for  hii  boy.  With  wh«t  joj  he  eeixed  the  error, 
oonfeawd  the  noble  cnmea  of  valor  and  fidelity  which  the  son 
had  indeed  committed,  and  went  to  the  doom,  exulting  that 
hii  death  aaved  the  life  he  hsd  given,  not  in  v^ !  I  saw 
wom^  yoimg,  delicate,  in  the  bloom  of  their  beanty ;  they 
had  vowed  themselvea  to  the  eloiBl«r.  Hands  ameared  with 
the  blood  of  aainta  opened  the  gate  that  had  abat  tbem  fiom 
the  worid,  and  hade  them  go  forth,  forget  their  vowi,  forswear 
tin  Divine  One  theae  demona  woald  depose,  And,  It^en  and 
belpaiatea,  and  be  fi«e.  And  some  of  these  young  bearta  had 
loved,  and  even,  though  in  struggles,  loved  yet.  Did  they 
fiinwear  the  vow  1  Did  they  abandon  tbe  fiiilh  1  Did  even 
love  allnra  them  I  Hejnour,  with  one  voice,  they  preferred 
to  die.  And  whence  comee  this  counge  1  —  because  such 
luarU  Uvt  in  tonu  more  oiitract  and  holier  life  Sum  tiieir  own. 
Bui  U>  Jim  forever  upon  Ait  tarA  i>  to  live  in  nolhity  ditm<r 
than  oumfaMa.  Tea,  even  amidgt  tbia  gory  butcherdom,  God, 
the  Sver-living,  vindicate*  to  man  the  sanctity  of  Hia  auYant, 
Death  I 

Again  I  have  seen  thee  in  spirit ;  I  have  seen  and  hleaaed 
thee,  my  sweet  child  J  Dost  thou  not  know  me  also  in  thy 
dretuna  t  Doat  thou  not  feel  the  beating  of  my  heart  through 
the  vol  of  thy  rosy  slumbers  t  Dost  thou  not  hear  tbe  wings 
of  the  brighter  beings  that  I  yet  can  coujute  around  thee,  lo 
watch,  to  nooriah,  and  to  save  I  And  when  the  apell  fades  at 
thy  waking,  when  tbiue  eyea  open  to  the  day,  will  they  not 
look  round  for  me,  and  ask  thy  mother,  with  their  mute 
eloquence,  "  Why  afae  baa  robbed  thee  of  a  father  ) " 

Woman,  doat  thou  not  repeat  thee  1  Flying  from  imagi- 
noiy  EeMra,  haat  thou  not  come  to  tbe  very  lair  of  terror,  when 
Danger  aita  naible  and  incaniate  1  Oh,  if  we  could  bat  meet, 
wooldit  thou  not  fall  upon  the  boaom  thon  haat  so  wronged. 
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and  fed,  poor  windwer  amidat  Uie  itonns,  u  if  thou  hadit 
nf^sined  the  aheltcr  t  Uejnonr,  rtfll  mjr  leeearchM  foil  m«. 
I  tnin^e  with  all  mea,  arsn  thdi  jndge*  and  tbedr  spie*,  bat 
I  euraot  yet  gain  the  clew.  I  know  that  the  U  hen.  I  know 
it  b]r  OB  iJurtiDCt;  the  breath  of  laj  ohild  Menu  warmer  and 
moie  bmitiar. 

The}'  peer  at  me  with  renonunu  looks,  u  I  pau  through 
tlieir  itreetB.  With  a  glance  I  diaaim  their  maUce,  and 
faadnate  the  WiiiiUnfca-  EreiTwhere  I  eee  the  track  and  scent 
the  pretence  of  the  Ghoetly  One  that  dwells  on  the  Threshold, 
and  whoee  Tictima  are  the  eoole  that  would  a*piTe,  and  can 
ooiljfiar.  I  «ee  ita  dim  ihapeleianeM  going  before  tbe  men 
of  btood,  and  marBhalling  their  way.  Bobeepierre  peaaed  me 
with  hi*  fnrtive  atop.  Thoae  eye*  of  horror  were  gnawing 
into  his  heart.  I  looked  down  upon  their  aenate  ;  the  grim 
Phantom  aat  cowering  on  ita  floor.  It  hath  taken  up  iU 
abode  in  the  cit;  of  Dread.  And  what  in  truth  are  theae 
wonld-be  bnildem  of  a  new  world )  Like  the  atudenta  who 
have  rainlf  etxa^ai  after  our  anpieme  aeianee,  they  have 
attempted  what  i*  beyond  their  power ;  they  have  paeeed 
from  thii  Bolid  earth  of  ntagee  and  forma  into  the  land  of 
ahadow,  and  ita  loathaome  keeper  haa  aeiud  them  aa  ita  pray. 
I  looked  into  the  tyrant's  shuddering  aoul,  as  it  tzembled  past 
me.  There,  amidat  the  ruins  of  a  thoueand  ayatems  which 
aimed  at  virtne,  aat  Crime,  and  shivered  at  ita  deaolation- 
Yet  tiiie  man  Is  the  only  Thinker,  the  only  Aspirant,  amongst 
them  all.  He  still  looks  for  a  future  of  peace  and  mercy,  to 
begin,  —ay I  at  what  date  1  When  be  has  awept  away  every 
foe.  Fwdl  new  foee  spring  from  every  drop  of  blood.  Led 
by  the  eyea  of  the  Unntteiable,  he  i«  walking  to  hia  doom. 

O  Viola,  thy  inuoceneo  protecta  thee  1  Thou  whom  the 
aweet  hnmanitiea  of  love  shut  out  even  irom  the  dreanta  of 
aerial  and  apiritual  beauty,  making  thy  heart  a  univerae  of 
visiona  fairer  than  the  wanderer  over  the  roey  Heapems  can 
■urrey,  —  ahall  not  the  same  pure  affection  eDcompasa  thee, 
«Ten  here,  with  a  charmed  atmoaphere,  and  terror  itMlf  Ul 
D  a  life  too  innoceat  for  wisdom  1 
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Omhim  pit  cha  di  aaUe,  in  cni  di  InM 
B^gio  miMo  non  ij 

m  pib  il  pAlagio  Bppar,  at  piii  to  nu 
T«atigi&;  d&  d[r  pnoasi  —  egli  qai  fae.> 

Ger.  Lib.,  canto  xrL  — Izlx. 

Ths  clube  are  noisy  with  olamoroua  frenEy;  the  leadera 
ue  grim  with  schemes.  Block  Heuriot  flies  here  and 
there,  mutteriu);  to  his  armed  troope,  "  Bobeapierre, 
yout  beloved,  is  in  danger!  "  Eobespietre  stalks  pei- 
tnibed,  his  list  of  victims  swelling  every  hoar.  Tallien, 
the  Macduff  to  the  doomed  Macbeth,  is  whispering 
courage  to  his  pale  oonspirators.  Along  the  streets 
heavily  roll  the  tumbrils.  The  shops  are  closed,  ~-  the 
people  are  go^«d  with  gore,  and  wilt  lap  no  more.  And 
night  after  night,  to  the  eighty  theatres  flock  the  chil- 
dren of  the  devolution,  to  laugh  at  the  quips  of  oomadj, 
and  weep  gentle  tears  ovei  imaginary  woes  I 

In  a  small  chamber,  in  the  heart  of  the  ci^,  site  tite 
mother,  watching  over  her  child.  It  is  quiet,  ha|^ 
noon;  the  sunlight,  broken  by  tlie  tall  roofs  in  the 
narrow  street,  comes  yet  through  the  open  casement,  the 
impartial  playfellow  of  the  air,  gleesome  alike  in  temple 
and  prison,  ball  and  hovel;  as  golden  and  as  blithe, 
whether  it  laugh  over  the  first  hour  of  life,  oi  quiver 

'  DarknMs  Kieatar  than  of  night,  in  which  not  a  laj  irf  light  ij 
nixed ;  .  .  .  Tite  palace  appear*  no  more :  not  even  a  vwrigst 
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io  iti  guy  delight  on  the  torroT  and  agonjr  of  the  laatl 
Th«  obild,  whers  it  lay  at  the  feet  of  Violti,  stretched 
oat  ita  dimpled  hands  as  if  to  clasp  the  dancii^  motea 
that  revelled  in  the  beam.  The  mother  turned  her  ejrea 
bom  tiie  gloi; ;  it  taddened  her  jet  in<»e.  She  turned 
and  sighed. 

Is  this  Vba  none  Viola  who  bloomed  fairer  than  tbeii 
own  Idalia  under  the  akiea  of  Qreeoet  How  ehangedl 
How  pole  and  worn  I  She  sat  listlaaalj,  her  arms  duxp- 
ping  on  her  knee ;  the  smile  that  was  habitual  to  her  lips 
was  gone.  A  heavy,  dull  despondency,  as  if  the^life  of 
life  were  no  mote,  seemed  to  weigh  down  her  youth, 
and  make  it  weaiy  of  that  happy  aunl  Id  truth,  her 
existence  had  langoiahed  away  stnea  it  had  wandered, 
as  some  melancholy  stream,  from  the  source  that  fed  it. 
The  sudden  enthuaiaam  of  fear  or  sopeietition  that  had 
almoat,  as  if  still  in  the  unoonscioua  movementa  of  a 
dream,  led  her  to  fly  from  Zanoni,  had  oeaaed  from  the 
day  which  dawned  upon  her  in  a  foreign  land.  Then 
—  there  —  she  felt  that  in  the  smile  she  had  evermore 
ahandoned  lived  her  life.  She  did  not  repent,  —  she 
would  not  have  reoalled  ttie  impulse  that  winged  her 
flight.  Though  the  enthusiasm  was  gone,  the  supersti- 
tion yet  remained;  she  still  believed  she  had  saved  her 
child  from  that  dark  and  guilty  sorcery,  oonaetning 
whieli  the  toaditions  of  all  lands  are  prodigal,  bat  in 
none  do  thay  find  such  credality,  or  excite  anch  dread, 
as  in  the  Soath  of  Italy.  This  impression  was  confinned 
by  the  mysterious  conversations  of  Oljndon,  and  by  her 
own  perception  of  the  fearful  change  that  had  passed 
over  one  who  represented  himself  as  the  victim  of  tike 
enchantere.  She  did  not,  therefore,  repent;  but  her 
very  volition  aeemed  gone. 

On  tiwir  arrival  at  Paris ,  Viola  saw  her  eon^anion  — 
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the  faithful  vifs— ~no  mon.  Xra  thiM  wmlu  wen 
paased,  husband  and  wifs  bad  ceased  to  live. 

And  now,  for  the  first  time,  the  drudgsrifla  of  this 
haid  earth  claimed  the  beautiful  Keapolitan.  In  that 
pntfesaion,  giving  voice  and  shape  to  poetry  and  song,  in 
which  her  first  years  were  passed,  then  ia,  while  it  laste, 
an  excitement  in  ttie  art  that  lifts  it  fioni  ths  labor  of  a 
calling.  Hovering  between  two  lives,  (he  Beat  and 
Ideal,  dwells  the  life  lA  music  and  the  stage,  Bnt  that 
life  was  lost  evermore  to  the  idol  of  the  eyes  and  eats 
of  Naples.  Lifted  to  the  higher  realm  of  passionate 
love,  it  seemed  as  if  tiie  fictitiouB  genius  which  repre- 
sents the  thoughts  of  others  was  merged  in  the  genius 
that  grows  all  thou^t  itself.  It  had  been  t^e  woot 
infidelity  to  the  Lost,  to  have  descended  again  to  live 
on  the  applause  of  others.  And  so  —  for  she  would 
not  accept  alms  from  Glyndoo  —  so,  by  the  commonest 
arte,  the  humblest  industry  whioh  the  sex  knows,  alone 
and  UDBoen,  she  who  had  slept  on  the  breast  of  Zanoni 
found  a  shelter  for  their  child.  As  when,  in  the  noble 
Terse  prefixed  to  this  chapter,  Aimida  herself  has 
destroyed'her  enchanted  palace,  —  not  a  vestige  of  that 
bower,  raised  of  old  by  Poetry  and  Love,  remained  to 
say,  '  It  had  been  I  " 

And  the  child  avenged  the  father;  it  bloomed,  it 
thrived,  —  it  waxed  strong  in  the  light  of  life.  But  still 
it  seemed  haunted  and  preserved  by  some  other  being 
than  her  own.  In  its  sleep  there  was  that  slumber,  so 
deep  and  rigid,  which  a  thunderbolt  ooald  not  have 
disturbed;  and  in  such  sleep  often  it  moved  its  anas, 
as  to  embrace  tjie  air:  often  its  lips  stirred  witii  mnr- 
mnied  sounds  of .  indistinct  affection,  —  not  for  A«r; 
nnd  all  the  while  npon  its  cheeks  a  hue  of  such  celestial 
bloom,  upon  its  lips  a  smile  of  such  mysterious  joyl 
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Thw,  wb«ii  H  wkked,  its  njm  did  aot  tunt  fiidlto 
htr,  ~-  wistfal,  Mmset,  wutderiBg,  the/  roved  around, 
to  fix  on  her  pale  laoe,  at  laat,  in  mute  eorrow  and 
lepnMch. 

Never  had  Viols  felt  before  how  mighty  was  her  love 
for  Zanoiu;  how  thought,  feeling,  heart,  aoul,  life,  — 
til  lay  cnuhed  and  dormant  ia  the  icy  abeence  to  whieh 
■he  had  doomed  herself  1  She  heard  not  the  roar  with- 
oat|  ehs  felt  not  one  amidst  those  stormy  milliona,— 
worlda  <^  excitement  laboring  tiuough  every  hour. 
Only  when  Qlyndon,  haggard,  wan,  and  speetoe-like, 
glided  in,  day  after  day,  to  visit  her,  did  the  ttit 
daughter  of  the  careless  South  know  how  heavy  and 
oniveraal  was  the  Death-Air  that  girt  her  round.  Sub- 
lime in  her  passive  aneonMionsoess,  —  her  mechanio 
life,  ~~  she  sat,  and  feared  not,  in  the  den  of  the  Beasts 
of  Prey. 

The  door  of  the  room  opened  abruptly,  and  Olynilon 
entered.     His  manner  waa  mi»e  agitated  than  usual. 

"Is  it  yon,  Claienoet  "  she  said  in  her  soft,  languid 
tones.     "  Yon  ase  before  the  hour  I  expected  you. " 

"  Who  can  oount  on  his  houn  at  Paris  t "  returned 
Glyndon,  with  a  frightful  smile.  "  Is  it  not  enough 
that  I  am  here!  Yonr  apa&y  in  the  midst  of  these 
sorrows  appalls  me.  Tou  say  calmly,  '  Farewell ; ' 
calmly  yon  bid  me,  '  Weloomel '  —  ss  if  in  every  comer 
there  was  not  a  spy,  and  as  if  with  every  day  there  was 
not  a  maasoorel " 

"Paidon  met  Bat  in  these  walls  lies  my  world.  I 
can  hardly  credit  all  the  tales  you  tell  me.  Every 
thing  here,  save  that,  "  and  she  pointed  to  the  infant, 
"seems  already  ao  lifeless,  that  in  the  tomb  itself 
one  eoold  sooroely  less  heed  tba  crimes  &at  ore  done 
withonL" 
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QljndoD  panstd  foi  a  fsw  mamBnte,  and  guod  intk 
atnnge  and  mingled  feelings  upcoi  that  taae  and  form, 
still  ID  young,  and  yet  eo  invested  with  tliat  saddest 
of  all  lepose,  — ■  when  the  heart  feels  old. 

"O  Viola,"  said  he,  at  lost,  and  in  a  Toioe  of  snp- 
pnsMd  paiaioQ,  "  waa  it  thus  I  erer  thought  to  see 
jou,  —  ever  thought  to  feel  for  you,  when  we  two  fint 
met  in  tiie  gay  haunts  of  Napleel  Ah,  why  them  did 
you  lefuae  my  love ;  or  why  was  mine  not  worthy  of  yon  t 
Nay,  shrink  not  I  —  let  me  touch  your  hand.  No  pas- 
sion so  sweet  as  that  youthful  love  can  return  to  me 
again.  I  feel  for  you  bat  as  a  brother  for  some  younger 
and  lonely  sister.  With  you,  in  your  presence,  sad 
though  it  be,  I  seem  to  t»eathe  back  the  purer  aii  of 
ny  early  life.  Here  alone,  exeept  in  scenes  of  turbulence 
and  tempest,  the  Phantom  oeases  to  pursue  me.  I  for- 
get evan  the  Death  that  stalks  behind,  and  haunts  me  as 
my  shadow.  But  better  days  may  be  in  store  for  us 
yet,  Viola,  I  at  last  begin  dimly  to  peioeive  how  to 
baffle  and  subdue  the  Phantom  that  has  ouised  my  life, 
—  it  is  to  toave,  and  defy  it.  In  sin  and  in  riot,  as  I 
hftve  told  thee,  it  haunts  me  not.  But  I  eomprefaend 
now  what  Honour  said  in  his  dark  apothegms,  '  ^lat  I 
should  dread  the  spectre  most  vken  unsem. '  In  vir- 
toouB  and  calm  resolution  it  appears,  —  ay ,  I  behold  it 
now;  there,  there,  with  its  livid  eyes t  "  —  and  the  drops 
fell  from  his  brow.  "  But  it  shall  no  longer  daunt 
me  from  that  resolution.  I  face  it,  and  it  gradually 
darkens  back  into  the  shade. "  He  paused,  and  his  eyes 
dwelt  with  a  terrible  exultation  upon  the  sunlit  space; 
then,  with  a  heavy  and  deep-drawn  breath,  he  resumed, 
"  Viola,  I  have  found  the  means  of  escape.  We  will 
leave  this  city.  In  some  other  land  we  will  endeavor  to 
oomfort  each  other,  and  forget  the  past. " 
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"Noi'aid  Viola,  calmly;  "  I  have  bo  farther  wish 
to  otir,  till  I  am  home  h«iw«  ia  the  last  i«stuig-|>Uo«. 
I  dreamed  of  him  Inrt  night,  CUienoe  I  —  dieaned  ot 
him  for  the  first  time  since  we  parted;  and,  do  not 
mook  me,  methonght  that  he  forgave  the  deaeitn,  s&d 
called  me  *  Wife. '  That  dream  hallows  the  room. 
Perhaps  it  will  visit  me  again  hefore  I  die." 

"Talk  not  of  him,  —  of  the  demi-fiendl "  oried 
Olyndon,  fiercely,  and  stamping  his  foot.  "Thank 
the  Heavens  for  any  fate  that  hath  lescaed  thee  from 
himl" 

"  HuBhl  "  said  Yiola,  giavely.  And  aa  she  was  about 
to  prooeed,  her  eye  fell  upon  the  child.  It  was  stand- 
ing in  the  very  centre  of  that  slanting  column  of  light 
which  the  sun  poured  into  the  chamber;  and  tiie  rays 
seemed  to  surround  it  as  a  halo,  and  settled,  crown-like, 
on  the  gold  of  its  shining  hair.  In  ite  small  shape,  so 
exquisitely  modelled,  in  its  luge,  steady,  tranquil 
eyes,  &ere  was  something  that  awed,  while  it  charmed 
the  mother's  pride.  It  gaied  on  Glyndon  as  he  spoke, 
with  a  look  which  almost  might  have  seemed  disdain, 
and  which  Viola,  at  least,  interpreted  as  a  defence  <^ 
tile  Absent,  stronger  than  her  own  lips  could  frame. 

Qlyndon  broke  the  pause. 

*  Thou  wouldst  stay,  for  whatt  To  betray  a  mother's 
duty  I  It  any  evil  happen  to  thee  here,  what  beaomes 
of  thine  infontt  Shall  it  be  brought  up  an  orphan,  in  a 
countiy  that  has  desecrated  thy  religion,  and  where 
human  chari^  exists  no  more}  Ah,  weep,  and  clasp  it 
to  thy  bosom;  but  tears  do  not  protect  and  save." 

"Thou  hast ' conquered,  my  friend,  I  will  fly  with 
thee." 

"To-morrow  night,  then,  be  prepared.  I  will  bring 
diee  tiie  necessary  disgnises. " 
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And  Olradon  tiun  pneMded  to  akoteli  npidly  tlw 
outline  of  tiifl  pftth  thsj  ven  to  tak«,  and  the  abn; 
Huf  mn  to  tcdl.  VioU  liattgiad.  bat  Boereely  «om- 
^handed;  he  pmaaed  hat  h«id  to  hia  he«t  and 
dapaitod. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

Van  MOO  piiT  aneo 
SdagBO  ad  Amor,  qnaal  dne  VoUri  ■!  flanoo.i 

Otr.  Lib.,  cant.  xx.  ocrli 

G1.TKDOV  did  not  peroaiTe,  w  he  hurried  bom  th«  honse, 
two  fomiB  cnmohing  by  the  angle  of  the  wall.  H«  w« 
•till  the  speotte  gliding  by  bia  side;  bat  he  beheld  not 
the  yet  more  polaoaoae  eyea  of  humui  envy  and 
wcman'a  jaalooay  thf t  glued  on  his  retreating  footstepa. 

Nioot  edTansed  bo  the  hooMi  Fillide  followed  him 
in  ailenoe.  The  puntei,  an  old  Mam-imiotto,  knew  well 
That  Ungiuge  to  aaamne  to  the  porter.  He  beckoned 
ths  latter  bom  hia  lodge,  "How  ia  Hub,  eitixenf 
Thon  harboreat  a  *  mtpeat. '  " 

"Cittxen,  yontnri^  mel  —  if  ao,  name  hin}." 

'It  ia  not  a  manj  azefngee,  an  Italian  woman,  loc^ea 
hne." 

"Tea,au«n>uJ>m«,  — thedoof  totiie  left.  Bntwbat 
<rfherl  —  ahe  cannot  be  dangerooa,  poor  child  I  " 

*  Citiaen,  beware  I     Doat  tbou  dare  to  pity  harl ' 

*It     Ko,  no,  indeed.     But  —  " 

'Speak  the  truth!     Who  visita  herl  " 

"  No  one  but  an  Engliahman." 

"That  ia  it,  —  an  Engliahman,  a  apj  of  Pitt  and 
Oobnrg." 

'  Just  Heaven  1  ie  it  poaaible  f  * 
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"How,  Mtuenl  dort  thon  speak  of  Hmvenf  Thoa 
mnit  be  an  aristoontti  * 

"Ko,  indeed;  it  was  bat  an  old  bad  hsMt,  and 
eeoaped  ae  Tinawaras." 

"  How  ofton  does  the  EngUahiawi  Tint  hei  I " 

-Daily." 

Fillide  Tittend  an  ezcUmation. 

"  Sbe  nerer  stiis  oat,"  said  the  pcntev.  "  Her  sole 
ooenpations  ate  in  work,  and  oare  of  her  infant.* 

"  Hai  infant  I  " 

Villide  made  a  boond  forwaTd.  ^ieot  in  nin 
endeavoied  to  arnst  her.  Sbe  Bpiang  up  tbe  stun; 
she  panaed  not  till  she  was  before  the  door  indicated  l^ 
the  porter;  it  stood  t^ar,  ahe  entered,  she  stood  st  the 
threshold,  and  beheld  that  face,  still  so  IotbIj!  The 
sight  of  so  much  beauty  left  her  hopeleaa.  And  tbe 
ebild,  over  whom  the  mother  benti  —  ahe  who  had 
never  been  a  mother  [  —  she  uttered  no  sound;  the 
furiee  were  at  work  within  her  breast.  Viola  turned, 
and  saw  her,  and,  terrified  by  ttie  strange  apparition, 
with  featurea  that  expreased  the  deadliest  hate  and  acorn 
and  Tengeanee,  uttered  a  cry,  and  anatohed  the  child  to 
her  bosom.  The  Italian  laughed  aloud, — tamed, 
deioended,  and,  gaining  the  spot  where  yieot  still 
conversed  with  the  frightened  porter,  drew  him  from 
the  boose.  When  they  were  in  the  open  street,  she 
halted  abraptly,  and  said,  "  Avenge  me^  and  name  thy 
prioel " 

"  My  prioe,  sweet  onel  is  but  permiasioD  to  love  thee. 
Thou  wilt  fly  with  me  to-morrow  night;  thou  wilt 
possess  thyself  of  the  pasaportB  and  the  plan. " 

"And  they  —  " 

"  Shall,  before  then,  find  their  asylum  in  the  Con- 
dergerie.     The  guillotine  shall  requite  thy  wrooga." 
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*  Do  thii,  ind  I  am  MtiBfled,"  aaid  Fillick,  firmly. 

And  they  spoke  no  mora  till  they  r^[uned  the  houM. 
Bat  when  she  ttien,  looking  np  to  the  dull  hnildlng, 
nw  the  windowR  of  the  n>om  which  the  belief  of  Qlyn- 
don'i  love  had  onoe  made  a  paradise,  the  tiger  relented 
at  the  heart;  something  of  the  woman  gnahed  back  apon 
her  natare,  dark  and  layage  as  it  waa.  She  pressed  the 
arm  on  which  she  leaned  oonTulaively,  and  exclaimed, 
'Ho,  ool  not  himi  denoonoe  her,  —  let  her  perish; 
hot  I  have  slept  on  &u  bosom,  —  not  him  /  " 

"  It  shall  be  as  thou  wilt,"  said  Hioot,  with  a  devil's 
sneer;  "  but  he  must  be  arrested  for  the  moneat.  Ho 
harm  shall  happen  to  him,  for  no  aocnaer  shall  appear. 
But  her, —  thon  wilt  not  relent  for  hert  * 

Sillide  tamed  upon  him  her  eyes,  and  th«ir  dark 
l^aaoe  was  soacient  answer. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

In  poppa  qnellk 
Cha  gnldu  gli  iarM,  tattH  DoMdla.^ 

(rar.  £>&,  ent.  x*.  a. 

Thb  Italian  did  not  OTenate  tlut  craft  of  aimulktion 
pfOTeibial  with  her  ooontry  and  her  sex.  Kot&woid, 
not  a  look,  that  day  revsaled  to  Olyndon  the  deadly 
chasge  that  had  converted  devotion  into  hate.  He  him- 
self, indeed,  abeotbed  in  his  own  schemes,  and  in  reflee- 
tion*  on  hie  own  strange  destiny,  was  no  nice  observer. 
Bat  her  manner,  milder  and  more  subdued  than  usual, 
produced  a  softening  effect  upon  his  meditations  towards 
the  evening  i  and  he  then  began  to  converse  with  her  on 
the  certain  hope  of  escape ,  and  on  the  future  that  would 
await  them  in  less  unhallowed  lands. 

"And  thy  fair  friend,"  said  Fillide,  with  an  averted 
eye  and  a  false  smile,  *  who  was  to  be  our  companion! 
—  thou  hast  resigned  her,  Xicot  tells  me,  in  f^vor  of 
one  in  whom  he  is  interested.     Is  it  sot  " 

*  He  told  thee  this)"  returned  Glyndon,  evasively. 
"Well!  does  the  change  content  thee t  " 

*  Traitor)  "  muttered  Fillide;  and  she  rose  suddenly, 
approached  him,  parted  the  long  bair  from  his  forehead 
caressii^ly,  and  pressed  her  lipe  convulsively  on  hia 
brow. 

*  This  were  too  fair  a  head  for  the  doomaman,"  said 
she,  with  a  slight  laugh,  and,  turning  away,  appealed 
ooeupied  in  preparations  for  their  departure. 

>  Bj  tits  {WOW  was  the  fatal  lad;  ordained  to  be  the  gaidii 
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Tb»  nntt  morning,  when  he  xmq,  Glyndon  did  not 
M6  tb»  Italian ;  aha  was  absent  from  the  houae  whaa  be 
laft  it.  It  was  neoesury  thst  he  ihonld  tmoe  more 
Tiiit  C^^  hsfora  hie  final  depaitnie,  not  <mly  to 
amnge  for  Nieot'a  participation  in  the  flight,  but  leat 
any  ntapidoD  ahoold  hare  arisen  to  thwart  oi  endanger 

the  plan  he  had  adopted.     G ,  thongh  not  <xm  of 

the  immediate  ooterie  of  Bobe^norre,  and  indeed 
■eeretly  hoetile  to  him,  had  poeaewed  the  art  of  keeping 
well  with  each  taetion  as  It  mee  to  power.  Sprang  from 
the  dnga  of  tbe  populace ,  he  had,  navertbeleM,  the 
gntoe  and  viraoitj  so  often  found  in^nutially  tunongst 
every  elaas  in  Franoe.  He  had  ooiiiired  to  enrich 
himself  —  none  knew  how  —  in  tbe  oourse  of  his  rapid 
oueer.  He  became,  indeed,  nltimstely  one  of  the 
wealtbieat  |»Qprieton  of  Paris,  and  at  that  time  kept 
a  splendid  and  hospitable  mansion.  He  was  one  of 
those  whom,  from  various  reuons,  Bobeapiene  deigned 
to  favor;  and  he  had  ottta  saved  the  proaeribed  and 
SDspected,  by  procuring  them  passports  under  disguised 
Barnes,  and  advising  their  method  of  esmpe.  But  C  ■  ■■ 
was  a  man  who  took  this  trouble  only  for  Ae  rieh. 
"The  incoiruptible  Maximilien,"  who  did  not  want  the 
tryant's  faculty  of  penetration,  pcobably  saw  through 
^1  his  mancsuTres,  and  Ulb  avarioe  which  he  oloaked 
beneath  his  charity.  But  it  was  notieeable  that  Bobet- 
pieire  frequently  seemed  to  wink  at  —  nay,  partially  to 
encourage  —  such  vices  in  men  whom  he  meant  hereafter 
to  destroy,  as  would  tend  to  lower  them  in  the  publio 
estimation,  and  to  contrast  with  his  own  austere  end 
unaiwilable  int^;rity  andpurum.  And,  doubtless,  he 
often  grimly  smiled  in  his  sleeve  at  the  snmptuonc 
maosioD  and  the  grifong  oovetonmees  of  the  woithj 
OitiKBO . 
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To  thia  psTSOQSge,  tlien,  Glyndon  mttnngl;  bmt  bia 
my.  It  wu  true,  aa  he  liad  darkly  uid  toTiola,  that 
ia  ptc^Ktrtion  as  he  bad  resisted  the  spootre,  its  tenors 
had  lost  their  inflnenoe.  The  time  had  oome  at  last, 
when,  seeing  crime  and  Tioe  in  all  their  hideouaness, 
and  in  so  vast  a  theatre,  he  had  found  that  in  vioe  and 
crime  there  an  deadlier  horion  than  in  iikt  ayes  of  a 
phantom^ieai;  His  native  nobleness  began  to  retnni 
to  him.  As  he  passed  Uie  streets,  ha  rerolved  in  his 
mind  projects  of  future  repentance  and  rafonnation. 
He  even  meditated,  as  a  jnat  cetam  fen  Fillide's  devo- 
tion, the  sacrifice  of  all  the  rsssonings  of  his  birth  and 
•ducation.  He  would  repair  whatever  errors  he  had 
committed  against  her,  by  the  self-immolation  of  mar- 
riage vrith  one  little  congenial  with  himsdf.  He  who 
had  once  revolted  &om  marriage  with  the  noble  and 
gmtla  Viola  I  —  he  had  learned  in  that  world  of  wrong  to 
know  that  right  is  right,  and  that  Heaven  did  not  make 
the  one  sex  to  be  the  victim  of  the  other.  The  young 
Tiiions  of  the  Beantifol  and  the  Good  rose  once  men 
before  Mm ;  and  along  the  dai^  ocean  of  his  mind  lay 
the  smile  of  reawakening  virtus,  as  a  path  of  moonli^t. 
Never,  perhaps,  had  the  oondition  of  his  soul  been  so 
elevated  and  nnselflsb. 

In  the  meanwhile  Jean  Kioot,  equally  absorbed  in 
dreams  of  the  future,  and  already  in  his  own  mind 
laying  out  to  the  best  advantage  the  gold  of  the  friend 
he  was  about  to  betray,  took  his  way  to  the  house  hon- 
onA  hj  fha  residence  of  Robespierre.  He  had  no  inten- 
tion to  comply  with  the  relenting  prayer  of  Fillide,  that 
Um  life  of  Glyndon  ohonld  be  spared.  He  thought 
with  Barrbe,  "  H  n'y  a  jua  lai  nwrtt  qui  ne  revimt 
paa."  In  all  men  who  have  devoted  themeelTes  to  any 
■tadf ,  or  any  art,  with  suffioient  pains  to  attaim  •  on* 
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tain  itgcM  of  exdAlIflQoe,  then  miut  b«  a  fund  of  eoeigf 
immeHunblj  abon  that  of  th«  ordinal;  held.  Uaually 
thie  eneigj  is  oonMntnd  on  the  objects  of  theii  ptofes- 
nonal  ambition,  and  I«aTU  them,  therefore,  ^athetio 
to  the  other  pnnnita  of  men.  But  whsra  thoae  objecti 
are  denied,  where  the  atream  has  not  ita  legitimate  vent, 
the  energy,  irritated  and  amued,  poBaeases  the  whole 
being,  and  if  not  waated  on  deaultory  schemea,  or  if 
not  purified  bj  ocoiwieDce  and  principle,  becomas  a 
dai^proua  and  deatruotive  element  in  the  social  sjetem, 
tiiiongh  which  it  wanden  in  riot  and  diaoider.  Henoe, 
in  all  wIm  monarahiea,  —  nay,  in  all  well-oonatitut^d 
■tates, —  the  peculiar  oai«  with  which  channels  are  opened 
for  every  art  and  ever;  science;  henoe  the  honor  paid  to 
their  cnltiTaton  bj  subtle  and  thoughtful  aUtumepi, 
who,  peihapa,  for  themaelTea,  see  nothing  in  a  pictun 
but  colored  eanvM,  —  nothing  io  a  problem  but  an 
ingenious  puEcle.  So  state  is  ever  more  in  danger  than 
when  the  talent  that  should  be  conaecnted  .to  peace  hu 
no  occupation  hut  political  intrigue  or  personal  adraoce- 
ment.  Talent  uuhonoied  is  talent  at  war  with  men. 
And  here  it  ia  noticeable,  that  the  class  of  aciois  having 
been  the  most  degraded  by  the  public  opini<»i  of  the  old 
riffime,  their  very  dust  deprived  of  Chriatiui  burial, 
no  men  (with  certain  exceptions  in  the  company  Mpe- 
ciallf  favored  by  the  Court)  were  more  relentless  and 
revengeful  among  the  acourges  of  the  Bevolutum. 
In  the  savage  Cotlot  d'Heiboia,  Maunaw  wmiiiien, 
were  embodied  the  wrongs  and  the  veogeanoe  of   a 

Now  the  ene^y  of  Jean  Nicot  had  never  been  suffi- 
ciently directed  to  the  art  he  professed.  Even  in  bis 
•arliest  youth,  the  political  disquisitions  of  hie  master, 
David,  had  distiaeted  him  from  the  more  tedious  labocs 
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/of  the  «Mal,  The  defects  of  hia  peraon  had  embittered 
hie  mind;  the  atheism  of  his  benefactor  had  deadened 
hia  obnsoience.  For  one  great  ezcellenoe  of  religion 
—  above  all,  the  Beligion  of  the  Groes  — '  is,  that  it 
raiaes  fatikkob  first  into  a  Tirtne,  and  next  into  ft 
hope.  Take  away  the  doctrine  of  another  life,  ot  ' 
requital  hereafter,  of  the  smile  of  a  Father  npon  oar 
luileringa  and  trials  in  our  ordeal  here,  and  what 
beoomea  of  patience  f  But  without  patience,  what  is 
man  I  —  and  what  a  people!  Without  patience,  art 
never  can  be  high;  wi&ont  patience,  liborty  never  can 
be  perfected.     B7  wild  throea,  and  impetooua,   aim- 

V  lees  atmggles.  Intellect  seaka  to  soar  from  Penuiy, 
I  a  nation  to  struggle  into  Freedom.  And  woe, 
ttkua  unfortified,  guideless,  and  unendnring,  —  woe  to 
bothi 

Nioot  was  a  villain  as  a  boy.  In  most  eriminala, 
however  abandoned,  there  are  touches  of  humanity,  — 
lelios  of  virtue;  and  the  true  delineator  of  mankind 
<^n  ineura  the  taunt  of  bad  hearts  and  dull  minds, 
for  showing  that  even  the  worst  alloy  has  some  parti- 
eles  of  gold,  and  even  the  beat  that  come  stamped  bom 
the  mint  of  N^ature  have  some  adulteration  of  the  dross. 
But  there  are  exceptions,  though  few,  to  the  general 
role, —  exceptions,  when  the  conscience  lies  utterly  dead, 
and  when  good  or  bad  are  things  indifferent  but  as 
means  to  some  selfish  end.  80  was  it  with  the  protigi 
of  the  atheist.  Envy  and  hate  filled  up  hia  whole 
being,  and  the  conaeionsnesa  of  auperior  talent  only 
made  him  ouive  the  more  all  who  passed  him  in  the 
sunlight  with  a  fairer  form  or  happier  fortunes.  But, 
monster  though  he  waa,  when  his  murderous  fingers 
griped  the  throat  of  his  benefactor.  Time,  and  that  fer- 
ment of  all  evil  passions  — the  Beign  of  Blood  —  had 


n,s,t,..d:,i.  Google 


2AII0NI,  4S1 

nude  in  ttie  deep  hell  of  hia  faMrt  «  deeper  etill. 
Unftble  to  exeniie  Ms  calling  (for  even  had  he  dared  to 
make  hie  name  prominent,  rerolutiona  are  no  Mason  for 
painters;  and  no  man  —  not  not  the  richest  and  proud- 
«at  magnate  of  the  land,  has  bo  great  an  inteieet  in 
peace  and  order,  has  so  high  and  essential  a  stake  in  the 
wellbeing  of  society,  as  the  poet  and  the  artist),  his 
whole  intellect,  ever  restless  and  ungoided,  vaa  left  to 
ponder  over  the  images  of  gnilt  most  congenial  to  it. 
Ha  had  no  future  but  in  this  life ;  toA  how  in  this  life 
had  the  men  of  power  around  him,  the  great  wrestlers 
for  dominion,  thrivent  All  that  was  good,  pure, 
unselfiah,  — whethsr  among  Bojalists  or  BepuhUcans,  — 
swept  to  the  shamhlas,  and  the  deathsmen  left  alone  in 
the  pomp  and  purple  of  tbair  Tiotimsl  Nobler  paupers 
than  Jean  Nicot  would  despair;  and  PoTertjr  would 
rise  in  its  ghastly  multitudes  to  cut  the  thnat  of 
Wealth,  and  then  gaah  itself  limb  hy  limb,  if  Fatienoe, 
the  Angel  of  the  Poor,  sat  not  by  its  side,  pointing  with 
solemn  finger  to  the  life  to  cornel  And  now,  as  Nioot 
neaied  the  house  of  the  Dictator,  he  b^[an  to  meditate 
a  reversal  of  his  plans  of  the  pteTioos  day :  not  that 
he  faltered  in  his  resolution  to  denonnoe  Glyndon,  and 
Viola  would  neoeaaarily  ahare  his  bto,  as  a  oomponion 
and  accomplice,  —  no,  th«re  he  was  resoWedl  for  be 
hated  both  (to  say  notiiing  of  his  old  but  never-to-be- 
forgotten  grudge  gainst  Zanoni).  Viola  had  scorned 
him,  Olyndon  had  served,  and  the  thought  of  gratitude 
was  as  intolerable  to  him  as  the  memory  of  insult.  But 
why,  now ,  should  he  fly  from  France  t  —  he  eonld  pos- 
sess himself  of  Qlyndon's  gold;  he  doubted  not  that  he 
oould  ao  master  Fillide  t^  ber  wrath  and  jealousy  that  he 
could  command  her  acquiescence  in  all  he  proposed. 
Tbe  papers  he  had  purloined  —  Desmoulins'  ooneapon- 
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dence  with  Glyndon  —  while  it  insured  &b  fate  of  ths 
Utter,  might  be  emineutly  serviceable  to  Bobespieiie, 
might  iiuLiioe  the  tynot  to  foiget  hia  own  old  liaisoTu 
with  Hubert,  ukd  enlist  him  among  the  allies  and  tools 
of  the  King  of  Tenor.  Hopes  of  adraDcement,  of 
wealth ,  cS  s  eueei,  again  loee  before  him.  This  corres- 
pondenoe,  datod  shortly  before  Camille  Desmoulios' 
death,  was  written  with  that  careless  and  daring  impm- 
denoe  whioh  chaiaoterized  the  ^Killed  child  of  Danton, 
It  spoke  openly  of  designs  against  fiobeapierrsj  it 
named  confederates  whom  the  tyrant  desired  only  a 
popular  pretext  to  crush.  It  was  a  new  instrument  of 
death  in  the  hands  of  the  Death -compe Her.  What 
greater  gift  could  he  bestow  on  Maximillen  the 
Incorruptthlel 

Kuning  these  thooghts,  he  arrived  at  last  before  the 
door  of  Oitlzea  Dupleix.  Around  the  threshold  were 
gioaped,  in  admired  omfusion,  some  eight  or  ten  sturdy 
Jaeohins,  the  voluntary  body-guard  of  Robespierre,  — 
tall  fellows,  well  armed,  and  insolent  with  the  power 
tiiat  refiects  powet,  mingled  with  women,  young  and 
fair,  and  gayly  dressed,  who  bad  came,  upon  the  mmor 
Uiat  Maximiliea  had  had  an  attack  of  bile,  to  inquire 
tenderly  of  his  health;  for  Bobespierre,  strange  though 
it  seem,  was  the  idol  of  the  sexl 

Through  this  eorfige  stationed  without  the  door, 
and  reachii^  up  the  stairs  to  the  landing-place,  —  for 
Bobesplerre's  apartments  were  not  spacious  enough  to 
aSord  sufficient  antechamber  for  leviea  so  numerous  and 
miaoellsneoos,  —  Nioot  forced  his  wayj  and  far  from 
friendly  at  flattering  were  the  expressions  that  regaled 
hia  ear*. 

"  Aha,  Ujoli  Folichinelle  I  "  s«d  a  comely  matron, 
wboee  robe  his  obbnaive  and  angular  elbows  cruelly 
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disoompoaed.  "  But  how  could  one  «xp«ct  gallantry 
from  suoh  a  seareorow  I  " 

"Cituan,  I  beg  to  anee  thea '  that  thou  art  tieadii^; 
on  nj  feet.  I  beg  thy  paidoa,  but  now  I  look  at 
thine,  I  see  the  hall  u  not  wide  enoi^h  ttx  them. " 

*Hol  Gitinn  Nioot,"  cried  a  Jacobin,  Bhonldering 
his  formidable  bludgeon,  "  and  what  brings  thee  hithai  t 
—  thinkast  thou  that  Hubert's  ciimea  are  forgotten 
already  1  Off,  aport  of  Xaturel  and  thank  the  Btrt 
Suprinte  that  he  made  thee  inaignificant  enough  to  be 
forgiven. " 

"  A  pretty  faee  to  look  out  of  the  XaUonal  Window,"* 
eaid  the  woman  whose  robe  the  painter  had  rufSed, 

"  GitiEens,"  said  Nicot,  white  with  paaaion,  but  eon- 
Btraining  himself  so  that  hia  words  eeemed  to  come  from 
grinded  teeth,  "  I  have  the  honor  to  inform  you  tiiat  I 
Beak  the  Beprittntant  apon  bnaineaa  of  the  utmost 
importance  to  the  public  and  himself;  and,"  ha  added 
alowly  and  malignantly,  glaring  round,  "  I  call  all  good 
citizens  to  be  my  witaaaaaa  when  I  ahall  complain  to 
Bobeepierre  of  the  reception  bestowed  on  me  by  aome 
amongst  you. " 

There  was  in  die  man's  look  and  hia  tone  of  Toioe 
so  much  of  deep  and  oonoantiated  malignity,  that  the 
idlers  drew  back;  and  as  the  remembrance  of  the  sud- 
den upe  and  downa  of  revolutionary  life  occurred  to 

'  The  eotnteoiis  use  of  ths  plnnd  waa  proacribed  at  Pari*.  The 
Sodom  Pcpn^olrM  bad  decided  tbat  wboerei  nsed  it  ihoold  bs 
proaacuted  u  watpect  tt  adalainrl  At  the  door  of  the  public 
adi&liilBtntloiii  and  popular  acKdatios  waa  wrfUeii  np^  "  Id  (w 
a'bonine  dn  Citoreii,at  on  h  hdoyi"/.'/*  Take  aw^  Htudei 
from  the  Trench  ReTolntion.  and  it  becomea  the  gieateet  farce 
aval  plajed  before  the  aegda  I 

«  Hm  ChdUottae. 
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ttiem,  HVenl  voices  were  lifted  to  assure  the  equftlid 
fmd  Tagged  painter  that  nothing  was  brthei  from  th«ii 
thcnighte  than  to  offer  K&ont  to  a  oitiien  irhoae  very 
appeoranoe  proved  him  to  be  an  exemplary  satu-oulott». 
Nicot  leeeived  these  apologies  in  snUen  silence,  and, 
folding  his  arms,  leaned  a^ioat  the  wall,  wuting  in 
grim  patience  for  his  admisrion. 

The  loiterers  talked  to  each  other  in  separate  knots 
of  two  and  three;  and  throngh  the  genenl  hnm  rang 
the  elear,  lond,  caielees  whistle  of  the  tall  Jacobin  who 
stood  guard  hj  &6  stairs.  IText  to  Nicot,  an  old 
woman  and  a  young  vi^n  were  mntteriug  in  earnest 
whispers,  and  ito  atheist  painter  chuckled  tuly  to  over- 
hear their  disoonrse. 

"I  assnie  thae,  my  dear,"  said  the  crone,  with  a 
mysterious  ehake  of  head,  '  tiiat  the  divine  Catherine 
Theot,  whom  Hm  impious  now  peiseonte,  is  really 
inspired.  There  can  be  no  donbt  that  tiie  elect,  of 
whom  Dom  Oerle  and  the  virtuous  Bobespiene  are 
destined  to  be  the  two  grand  piophele,  will  eqjoy  eternal 
life  here,  and  exterminate  all  their  enemie&  Thete  is 
no  doubt  of  it,  —  not  the  least  1  " 

"How  delightful  I  "  said  the  girl;  "ee  oher  R^ihei- 
p^errt  I  —  he  does  not  look  very  long-lived  eitherl  " 

'  The  greater  the  miracle,"  sold  the  old  woman.  "  I 
am  jost  eighfy-one,  and  I  don't  feel  a  day  older  sinoe 
Catherine  Theot  promised  me  I  should  be  one  of  the 
elect  I " 

Here  the  women  were  jostled  aside  by  some  new- 
oomers,  who  talked  lond  and  eagerly. 

'  Yes,"  cried  a  brawny  man ,  whose  garb  denoted  him  to 
be  a  butcher,  with  bare  arms,  and  a  cap  of  liberty 
on  his  head ;  "  I  am  come  to  warn  Bobespiure.  They 
lay   a   snaie    for   himi    they    oflei   him   the    Pal^ 
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\o,  indeed,"  onsirend  &  wrdotuutr  ;  "  I  like  him 
beat  in  his  little  lodging  with  the  menuUim' :  it  looks 
like  one  of  tM." 

Another  rush  of  the  crowd,  and  &  new  gnof  were 
thrown  forward  in  the  vicinity  of  Niooti.  And  these 
men  ^bbled  and  chattered  futer  and  londei  than  the 

*  Bnt  my  plan  is  —  " 

"  Au  ditdde  with  your  pUn  I  I  tell  yon  my  echeme 
is  —  " 

'  Nonsense  I  "  cried  a  third.  "  When  Bobespiene 
nnderetandfl  my  new  method  of  muking  gunpowdej,  the 
enemies  of  Fnuice  shall  —  " 

"Bah!  who  fears  foreign  enemies  1"  intenmpied  a 
fourth;  "the  enemies  to  be  feared  are  at  home.  My 
new  goillotine  takes  off  fifty  heads  at  a  time  1 " 

"  Bat  my  new  Gonetitntion  I  "  exclaimed  a  fifth. 

"My  new  Beligion,  citizen!  "  mormored,  compla- 
cently, a  sixth. 

"  Saeri  miUe  tonnvmt,  dlenoel "  roared  forth  one 
of  the  Jacobin  guard. 

And  the  crowd  suddenly  parted  as  a  fieroe-looking 
man,  buttoned  up  to  the  chin,  his  award  rattling  by 
his  side,  his  spurs  clinking  at  his  heel,  descended  the 
stairs,  —  his  cheeks  swollen  and  purple  with  intemper- 
ance, his  eyes  dead  and  savage  as  a  Tulture's.  There 
was  a  still  pause,  as  all,  with  pale  cheeks,  made  way  for 
the  relentless  Henriot.*     Scarce  had  this  groff  and  iron 

1  "  No  one  can  be  a  Mend  of  tbe  people,  and  dwell  In  a  polooe.'* 
—  PajHtn  liiMlu  (mnpA  oIIm  iiahipMm,  etc.,  ToL  iL  p.  13S. 

*  Ov  Banrlot.  It  b  wngnlM  bow  nndeMnnioed  an  not  only  the 
tfhaiaetaM  of  the  Fiendi  Berdotion,  but  even  the  ipeUiiiK  of  thsli 
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minfni  <i  the  tytsat  atalked  through  tiie  thtong,  than  » 
nev  movement  of  respect  and  ogitatioa  and  fear  swayed 
the  increasing  orovd,  aa  there  glided  in,  vith  the 
noieeleBBnefis  of  a  shadow,  a  smiling,  sober  citinn, 
plainly  but  neatly  clad,  with  a  downcast  homble  eye. 
A  milder,  meeker  face  no  pastoral  poet  could  assign  to 
Corydon  or  Thyrsis,  —  why  did  the  crowd  shrink  and 
hold  their  breath  t  As  tbe  ferret  in  a  burrow  crept  that 
slight  form  amongst  the  larger  and  rougher  creatures 
that  huddled  and  piesaed  hack  on  each  other  as  he 
passed.  A  wink  of  his  stealthy  eye,  and  the  bugs  Jaco- 
bins left  ti>e  passage  dear,  without  sound  or  question. 
On  he  went  to  the  apartment  of  the  tyrant,  and  thitbei 
will  ve  follow  him. 

■amea.  With  the  historiaas  It  is  TwgniMuf,  — with  the  jonnial- 
Ista  of  the  time  it  ii  Vorguiaox.  With  one  anthori^  it  is 
Robespiein,--with  anothBr  BoberapieRe. 
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Comtltiitiim  Mt,  nt  qoiiqaji  earn  AamlMiii  dixivet  fnina,  capittlBin 
penderet  paiikiiL>  —  St.  Ado„  0/tlit  Gad  Stmplt,l  IS,  dt  Civ. 
IU,cS. 

BoBUPiXBtts  vas  teolining  laaguidlf  in  hi>  fauteuil ,  hi* 
etdsTeroiu  coimteiuuiee  mon  jaded  and  fatigued  than 
naoal.  He  to  whom  Oatherine  Theot  aasnred  immortal 
life,  looked,  indeed,  like  a  nun  at  death's  door.  On 
the  table  before  him  wbb  a  dish  heated  with  oranges, 
with  the  juice  of  which  it  is  said  that  he  could  alone 
asBiuge  the  acrid  bile  that  overflowed  his  aTstem ;  and 
an  old  woman,  riahl^  drened  (she  had  been  a  Marqitite 
in  the  old  riyime)  was  employed  in  pealing  the  Hea- 
perian  frnita  for  the  aiek  Dragon,  with  delicate  flngeTS 
covered  with  jewels.  I  have  before  said  that  Robea- 
pieire  was  the  idol  of  the  women.  Strange  oertainlyl 
—  bnt  then  they  were  Fienob  women  I  The  old  Mar- 
qvi$«,  who,  like  Catherine  Theot,  called  him  "eon," 
really  seemed  to  love  him  pionsly  and  diiinteteatedly  as 
a  mother;  and  as  she  peeled  the  oranges,  and  heaped 
on  him  the  most  caressing  and  soothing  expressions, 
the  livid  ghost  of  a  smile  flattered  about  his  meagre 
lips.  At  B  distance,  F&yan  and  Couthoa,  seated  at 
another  table,  were  writing  rapidly,  and  oocaaionally 
pannng  from  their  work  to  oonralt  with  each  ether  in 
brief  whispers. 

>  It  was  decTMd,  that  whoso  ihonld  aaj  that  he  had  bosn  a  man, 
Slkonld  stiffsT  Um  pnnuhment  of  a  capital  offonMi, 
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Bnddsnly  (me  of  tiie  Jaeobint  opened  the  door,  and, 
ftppzoBcliing  Etobespiem,  irhispend  to  Mm  the  name  of 
On^rin.*  At  that  woid  the  rick  num  started  up,  at  if 
new  life  were  in  the  sound. 

"  Mj  kind  friend,"  he  said  to  the  Xarquue,  "  forgiTe 
me;  I  must  dispense  with  thy  tender  carea.  France 
demanda  me.  I  am  nsTet  ill  when  I  oan  aerre  mj 
oounbjl " 

The  old  Marquise  lifted  np  her  vjm  to  heaven  and 
marmnied,  "  Quel  ange  I " 

Bobeepierre  waved  his  hand  impatientl;r ;  and  tbe  old 
woman,  with  a  dgh,  patted  hie  pale  cheek,  kiaaed  his 
forehead,  and  snbmissiTely  withdrew.  The  next 
moment,  the  smiling,  sober  man  we  have  before 
desoribed,  stood,  bending  low,  before  the  ^lant.  And 
well  might  Bobeepiene  welcome  one  of  the  eubtleat 
agents  of  his  power,  —  one  on  whom  be  relied  more  than 
the  clubs  of  his  Jacotons,  the  tongues  of  his  orators, 
the  bayonets  of  his  armiea;  Ga4rin,  the  moat  renowned 
of  his  ieoKtevTM,  —  the  searching,  prying,  universal, 
omnipresent  spy,  who  glided  like  a  snnbeam  through 
chink  and  crevice,  and  tttought  to  him  inteiligenoe  not 
only  of  the  deeds,  but  the  hearts  of  menl 

"  Welt,  citiaen,  well  I  —  and  what  of  Tallien  I " 

"This  morning,  early,  two  minutes  after  eight,  ha 
went  out " 

"So early t — hemi  " 

"  He  passed  Rue  des  Quatre  File,  Bne  du  Temple^ 
Bue  de  la  Reunion,  su  lllarais,  Bus  Martin;  nothing 
observable,  except  that  —  " 

-Thatwhatl" 

<  See  tot  the  aaptonagB  on  which  OdMu  mi  emplojed,  Lu 
Papitn  IntdiU,  etc.,  rol.  I.  p.  aM,  Vo.  xzrifl. 
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*  He  Binaaed  himself  at  a  stall  in  ba^aining  for  iM>ine 
books." 

"  Bargaimng  for  bookal  Aha,  the  charlatan! —  he 
would  cloak  the  inirigvant  under  the  savant  I   Well !  " 

"At lost,  in  the  Rue  des  Foeaes  Mtmtmartre,  an  indi< 
Tidnal  in  a  blue  aurtout  (unknown)  accosted  him, 
Tbey  walked  together  about  the  street  some  minutes, 
and  were  joined  by  Legendie. " 

"  Legendiel  approach,  Payonl  Legendie,  thou 
beareatl " 

"  I  went  into  a  fruit-stall,  and  hired  two  little  girls 
to  go  and  play  at  ball  within  hearing.  Tbey  heard 
L^endift  aay,  '  I  believe  bis  power  is  wearing  itself 
out'  And  Tallien  aoawsted,  *  And  Mmatlf  too.  I 
would  not  give  three  months'  purchase  for  hie  life.'  I 
do  not  know,  citizen,  if  they  meant  f  Am  7  " 

"XoT  I,  ciMseD,"  answered  Robespierre,  with  a  fell 
smile,  sucoeeded  by  an  expression  of  gloomy  thought. 
*  Ha!  "  he  muttered;  "  I  am  young  yet,  —  in  the  prime 
of  life.  I  ocunmit  no  excess.  No;  my  constitution  is 
Mnmd,  sound.     Anything  farther  of  Tallieut  " 

"Yes.  The  woman  whom  he  loves -~ Teresa  de 
Fontenai  —  who  lies  in  prison,  etill  oontinuea  to  corre- 
spond with  him;  to  urge  Mm  to  save  her  by  thy 
deatruction :  this  my  listeuen  overbeaid.  Bis  servant 
is  the  mesBBDgei  between  the  prisoner  and  himself. " 

"  So  I  The  servant  shall  be  seised  in  the  open  stieete 
of  Paris.  The  Eeign  of  Terror  is  not  over  yet.  With 
the  letters  found  on  him,  if  such  their  context,  I  will 
[duck  Tallien  from  bis  benches  in  the  Conventitm. " 

Bobeapiene  rose,  and  after  walking  a  few  momenta 
to  and  fro  the  room  in  thought,  opened  the  door  and 
tnmmoned  one  of  the  Jacobins  without.  To  bim  be 
gave  his  orders  for  the  watch  and  anest  of  Tallien'a 
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nrrant,  and  tlien  thiew  himseli  ogun  into  his  diur. 
As  th«  Jacobin  departed,  Qn^rin  whispered,  — 

"  la  not  tliat  the  Gitiien  Ariaiidesl  " 

"Yes;  a  faithful  fellow,  if  he  wotdd  waih  hinualf, 
and  not  aweai  bo  much. " 

"  Didat  thon  not  guillotine  his  brother  t " 

"But  Arietidea  denounced  him." 

"  NevertheleM ,  are  such  men  safe  about  thy  peiaon  1 " 

"  HumphI  that  ia  tanie."  And  Bobeapierre,  drawing 
ont  his  pocket'book,  wrote  a  memoiaodum  in  it,  replaoed 
it  in  his  vest,  and  resumed,  — 

"  What  else  of  Tsliien ) " 

"Nothing  more.  He  and  Legendre,  with  the 
unknown,  walked  to  the  Jardin  Egaliti,  and  there 
parted.  I  saw  Taltien  to  his  house.  But  I  have  other 
news.  Thou  badest  me  watch  for  those  who  threaten 
thea  in  secret  letters." 

*  Gu^rinl  hast  thou  detected  them  I  Hast  thon — hast 
fiiou  —  " 

And  the  tyrant,  as  he  spoke,  opened  and  shut  both 
his  hands,  as  if  already  grasping  the  lives  of  the  writats, 
and  one  of  those  conTulsive  grimaces  that  seemed  like 
an  epileptic  affecti<»i,  to  which  he  was  subject,  dis- 
torted his  featnrea. 

"Gitisen,  I  think  I  have  found  one.  Thou  mnat 
know  ttiat  amongst  those  m<wt  disaffected  is  the  painter 
Nioot." 

*  Stay,  Btayl "  said  Robeepierre,  opening  a  mann- 
Bcript  book,  bound  in  red  morocco  (for  Kobespierre  was 
neat  and  preoiae,  even  in  his  death-lista),  and  tnmii^ 
to  an  alphabetical  index,  —  "  KiootI  —  I  have  him,  — 
atheist,  tana-otUotta  (I  hate  eloTens),  friend  of  HAeiil 
Aha  I  jY.  B,  —  B^n^  Dumas  knows  of  hii  early  eanra 
and  crimes.     Fiooeadl  " 
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'This  IKioot  has  been  auapected  of  diffiuing  tracts 
and  pamphlets  gainst  thyself  and  the  Comiti.  Yes- 
terday evening,  when  he  was  out,  hia  porter  admitted 
me  into  his  apartment,  Sus  Beau  S^Mirg,  With  my 
master-key  I  opened  hia  desk  and  escritoire.  I  found 
therein  a  drawing  of  thyself  at  the  guillotine;  and 
underneath  was  written,  '  Boumau  lU  ton  poyt,  Ua 
Varrit  de  ton  ckdtimMt  /  "  I  oompaied  the  words  with 
the  fragments  of  the  varioua  letters  thou  gavast  me :  the 
handwriting  talliea  with  one.  See,  I  ton  off  the 
writing. " 

Bobeapierte  lookod,  smiled,  and,  as  if  his  rengaanee 
were  already  aatisSed,  threw  himself  on  his  chair.  "  It 
is  Weill  I  faaied  it  was  a  more  powerful  enemy.  This 
man  most  be  arrested  at  once." 

"  And  he  waits  below.  I  bruahed  by  him  as  I 
ascended  the  stairs." 

"  Does  he  so  I  —  admit !  —  nay , — hold  1  hold  1  Ou^n, 
withdraw  into  the  inner  chamber  till  I  summon  thee 
again.     Dear  Fayan,  see  that  this  Nioot  oonceals  no 


Payan,  who  was  as  brave  as  Robespierre  was  pusil- 
lanimoos,  repressed  the  smile  of  diedain  that  quivered 
on  his  lips  a  moment,  and  left  the  room. 

Meanwhile  Robespierre,  with  his  bead  buried  in  his 
boeom,  seemed  plunged  in  deep  thought.  "Life  is  a 
melancholy  thing,  CouthonI  "  said  he,  soddenly. 

"  Bering  yout  pardon,  I  ttiink  death  worse," 
answered  the  philanthropist,  gently. 

Robespierre  made  no  rejoinder,  but  took  from  his 
portefeuille  that  singular  letter,  which  was  found  after- 
wards amongst  his  pspen,  and  is  marked  LXI.  is  the 
published  collection.* 

>  Execntionerof  thj  eoiuitrf,NadllMdsaesi)f  th;r|S 
■  Pi^itrt  Ut^ltt,  etc.,  Tol.  ii.  p.  IBft. 
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"Without  doubt,"  it  began,  '  you  an  uUMsy  *t  not 
having  eailier  received  news  from  me.  Be  not  alarmed ; 
you  know  that  I  ought  only  to  reply  by  out  ordinaty 
eourier;  and  as  he  has  been  interrupted,  dam  aa  der- 
nihre  course,  that  ia  the  cause  of  my  delay.  When  you 
receive  this,  employ  all  diligence  to  fly  a  theatre  where 
you  are  about  to  appear  and  disappear  for  the  last  time. 
It  were  idle  to  recall  to  you  all  the  reaaoaa  that  expose 
you  to  peril.  The  last  etep  that  should  place  you  tnr 
Is  topha  de  la  priaidence,  but  brings  you  to  the  scaffolil ; 
and  the  mob  will  spit  on  youi  face  as  it  haa  spat  on 
those  whom  you  have  judged.  Since,  then,  you  have 
accumulated  here  a  snfGelent  treasure  for  existence,  I 
await  you  with  great  impatienoe,  to  laugh  with  yon  at 
the  part  you  have  played  in  the  troubles  of  a  nation 
as  credulous  as  it  ie  avid  of  novelties.  Take  your  part 
according  to  our  amngements,  —  all  ia  prepared.  I 
eonolnde,  —  our  courier  waita.     I  expect  your  reply," 

Vusingly  and  slowly  the  Dictator  devoured  the 
oontente  of  this  epistle.  "  No,"  he  said  to  himself,  — 
"no;  he  who  has  tasted  power  can  no  longer  enjoy 
repose.  Yet,  Danton,  DantonI  thou  wert  right;  better 
to  be  ft  poor  fisherman  than  to  govern  mm. " ' 

The  door  opened,  and  Payan  reappeared  and  whiapered 
Robespierre,  "  All  is  safe!     See  the  man." 

The  Dictator,  satisfied,  summoned  hia  attendant 
Jacobin  to  conduct  Nicot  to  his  presence.  The  painter 
entered  with  a  fearless  expression  in  his  deformed  fea- 
tures, and  stood  erect  before  Robespierre,  who  scanned 
him  with  a  sidelong  eye. 

It  is  remarkable  that  roost  of  the  principal  actors  of 

>  "il  vaudrait  mitmx,"  tM  DaoMi,  in  hit  dukgecn,"4M  hi 
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Um  Berolntion  were  aiDgolarlj  hideons  in  appeuance, 
—  from  the  colossal  UKliness  of  Hinbean  and  Danbm, 
or  the  villainous  feiodtj  in  the  oonntenancee  of  David 
and  Simon,  to  the  filthy  squalor  of  Maiat,  tb«  sinistw 
and  hilions  meanness  of  the  Dictator's  featuiee.  But 
Bobespierre,  who  was  said  to  resemble  a  cat,  had  also  a 
oat's  cleanness;  and  his  prim  and  dainty  dress,  his 
sharen  smoothness,  the  womanly  whiteness  of  his  lean 
hands,  made  yet  more  lemarkabls  the  disorderly  roffian- 
ism  that  characterised  the  attire  and  mien  of  the  painter* 
tatu-eulotte. 

"And  so,  eitiien,"  said  Robespierre,  n^ildly,  "thou 
wouldst  speak  with  me  T  I  know  thy  merits  and  oivism 
have  been  OTerlooked  too  long.  Thon  wouldst  ask  some 
suitable  provision  in  the  state !  Scruple  not  —  eay 
onl " 

*  Virtuous  Bobespiene,  tot  qui  ielain$  t'univeri,*  I 
come  not  to  ask  a  fovor,  but  to  render  service  to  the 
state.  I  have  discovered  a  correspondence  tiiat  lays 
open  a  conspiracy  of  which  many  of  the  actors  are  yet 
unsuspected."  And  he  placed  the  papers  on  the  table. 
Robespierre  seised,  and  ran  his  eye  over  them  rapidly 
and  eagerly, 

"Ooodt — good  I  "  he  muttered  to  himself:  "this  is 
all  I  wanted.  Bairtee,  Legendrel  I  have  them  I 
Camille  Desmoalins  was  but  their  dupe.  I  loved  him 
once;  I  never  loved  themi  Oititen  Nicot,  I  thank 
thee.  I  oboerve  these  letters  are  addressed  to  an  Eng- 
lishman. What  Frenchman  but  must  distrost  these 
English  wolves  in  sheep's  elothingl  France  wants  no 
longer  citizens  of  the  world;  that  farce  ended  with 
Anarcharais  Clooti.  I  beg  pardon.  Citizen  Nicot;  but 
Clooti  and  Hubert  were  thf/  friends." 

>  Tboa  irho  enligliteiiest  tbe  wodd 
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"  N*y,"  said  Ificot,  apologetically, "  ire  an  all  liaU« 
to  be  deceived.  I  ceaaed  to  honot  them  whom  thou 
didat  daclan  agaioeti  foi  I  disown  mj  own  aenaea  rather 
tlian  thy  jiutice.'' 

"Yes,  I  pretend  to  jnstioe;  that  if  the  virtue  I  afiect," 
nid  Bobespiene,  meekly;  and  with  his  feline  propen- 
■itiea  he  enjoyed,  even  in  that  ohtical  hour  of  vast 
achemei^  of  imminent  danger,  of  meditated  lerenge,  Uie 
idenanre  of  playing  with  a  solitary  victim.*  "  And  my 
juatice  ihall  no  longer  be  blind  to  tiij  aerrice^  good 
y icot.     Thon  knoweat  tbia  Olyndon  I  " 

"Yea^  well, —  iutimately.  He  mu  my  friend,  but  I 
would  give  np  my  brother  if  he  were  one  of  the  '  indttl- 
fftnta.'  I  am  not  aabamed  to  say  that  I  have  lacwved 
favora  fnun  tbia  nun," 

"  Aha  I  —  and  thon  dost  boneatly  hold  the  doctriike  that 
where  a  man  thieataoa  my  life  all  peraonal  faron  an  to 
be  fo^otten  t " 

"AH!" 

"  Good  atizen !  —  kind  N'ieot  I  —  obliga  mt  "bj  writing 
the  address  of  tbia  Glyndon." 

Nicot  stooped  to  tbe  table;  and  auddec^,  when  the 
pen  was  in  his  hand,  a  thought  flashed  acroaa  him,  and 
be  paused,  embarrassed  and  oonf  used. 

"  Write  on,  kind  Nioot  I " 

Tbe  painter  slowly  obeyed. 

"  Who  are  the  other  familiars  of  Qlyndont  " 

"  It  was  on  that  point  I  was  about  to  speak  to  thee, 
S^ariientant, "  said  ^Nicot.  "  He  viaita  daily  a  woman, 
a  foreigner,  who  knows  all  bia  secrete;  ahe  affeota  to  be 

I  The  most  datestsble   aaecdota  of  thli  pecDliar  hypocifir  In 
Rob«a|^m  ii  that   in  which  hi  is  lecorded  to  have  tenderif 
pnMsd  the  hand  of  his  old  ichool-frieDd,  Canyile  D 
iaj  that  he  tlgnwl  the  wartuit  toi  hii  kneet 
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poor,  and  to  support  her  ehUd  by  indoBtrj.  Bat  ihs 
i>  the  wife  of  an  Italian  of  immense  weftltb,  and  than 
is  no  dosbt  that  she  haa  moneys  whicb  dn>  spent  in 
MnrnptiDg  the  catisenB.  She  should  be  aeized  and 
anssted." 

"  Write  down  h«r  name  ailso. " 

«  Bat  no  time  is  to  be  lost ;  for  I  know  that  both  faava 
a  deogn  to  eaospe  from  Paris  &aB  reiy  night. " 

"  Oar  gOTBimneDt  is  prompt,  good  Nicot, — nerer  fear. 
Homi^  1  —  humph  I  "  and  Bobeapiene  took  the  paper 
on  which  Xicot  had  written,  and  stooping  over  it  —  for 
he  was  neu^ighted  —  added,  amilingly,  "  Doat  thou 
always  write  the  aame  hand,  citizen  t  This  aeenu 
almost  like  a  disgnised  character. " 

"  I  ahoald  not  like  them  to  know  who  denoonced 
them,  £»pri*mtant." 

"  Good  I  good  t  Thy  virtue  shall  be  rewarded,  trast 
me.     Salut  et  firatemUi  !  " 

Bobeepiene  half  rose  as  he  spoke,  and  Nicot  withdrew. 

"Ho,  there  I — without!"  cried  the  Dictator,  ringing 
his  bell;  and  as  the  ready  Jacobin  attended  tJie  sum- 
mons,  "Follow  that  man,  Jean  Nicot.  The  instant 
he  has  cleared  the  house  aeiie  him.  At  once  to  the 
Conciergerie  with  him.  Stay  I  —  nothing  against  the 
law;  there  is  thy  warrant.  The  public  accuser  shall 
have  my  instmction.     Away  t  —  quick !  " 

The  Jacobin  vanished.  All  trace  of  illness,  of  infirm- 
i^,  had  gone  from  the  valetudinarian ;  he  stood  erect  on 
the  floor,  his  face  twitching  convulsively,  and  his  arms 
folded.  "Hoi  Gu^rinl  "  the  spy  reappeared  —  "take 
these  addreases  1  Within  an  hour  this  Englishman  and 
this  woman  most  be  in  prison ;  their  revelations  will  aid 
me  against  worthier  foes.  They  shall  die:  they  shall 
pariah  with  the  reat  on  the  10th, — the  third  day  from 
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tlda.     Than]  "  md  he  wrote  huttly, — "theie,  alio,  ia 
thyvunuitl    Off  I 

"  And  now,  Couthon,  ¥Kj»n,  ire  vUl  dally  no  longer 
viUi  TeUien  and  hit  enw.  I  have  infonnBtioD  that  the 
Ckmrentioii  will  not  attend  the  !FSte  on  the  10th.  We 
mtut  tniBt  only  to  the  award  of  the  law.  I  mtut  oompoee 
my  thooghta,.— prepare  my  harasgos.  To-morrow,  I 
will  reappear  at  the  Conventioii;  to>morrow,  boM  St. 
Jast  joina  us,  frosh  from  our  Tictoriona  anniei;  to-mor- 
low,  from  the  tribune,  I  will  dart  the  thunderbolt  on  the 
masked  enemies  of  Fnnca;  tO'morrow,  I  will  demand, 
in  the  taee  of  ^e  country,  the  heads  of  ih»  toaapiuXiaa,'' 
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b  glalTa  Mt  eonin  Id  tonni^  de  tootM  paitiM.' 

La  Haktb,  Jtaamt  dt  Naplm,  Act  It.  m.  «. 

Iir  file  meftn  tim«  GiTndon,  after  an  audience  of  some 

length  with  G ,  in  which  the  final  preparationB  wen 

smnged,  tngninA  of  Mfety,  and  foreseeing  no  obatocle 
to  eicape,  bent  his  way  back  to  Fillide.  Soddenly,  in 
Hm  midat  of  hia  cheerful  thoughta,  be  fancied  he  heaid 
a  Toice  too  well  and  too  terriU;  recogniied,  hissing  in 
hia  ear,  "Whatl  thou  wouldat  defy  and  eecape  met 
thou  wooldst  go  back  to  virtue  and  content.  It  is  in 
vain, —  it  is  too  late.  Tfa,  I  will  not  haunt  thee; 
hitman  footat«pe,  no  lees  inexorable,  dog  thee  now.  ICe 
tbou  shalt  not  see  ag&in  till  in  the  dungeon,  at  midnight 
before  thy  doom  I    Behold  —  " 

And  Qlyndon,  mechanically  turning  his  bead,  saw, 
elooe  behind  him,  the  stealthy  figure  of  a  man  whom  he 
bad  obaerved  before,  but  with  little  heed,  paaa  and  rspoaa 
him,  as  he  quitted  the  house  of  Gitiien  C— — .  Instantly 
and  instinctively  he  knew  that  he  was  watched, —  that 
he  was  puisaed.  The  street  he  was  in  was  obscure  and 
deserted,  for  the  day  was  oppressively  sultry,  and  it  was 
the  hour  when  few  were  abroad,  either  on  business  or 
pleasure.  Bold  as  he  was,  on  icy  chill  shot  through  hia 
heart.  He  knew  too  well  the  tremendous  system  that 
then  reigned  in  Paris  not  to  be  sware  of  his  danger.  As 
the  B^t  of  the  first  plague-boil  to  the  victim  of  the 
1  The  swosA  is  raised  agaiiut  jon  on  all  Mm. 
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pestilence,  wu  Ute  first  siglit  of  the  shadowy  spy  to  thst 
of  the  Bevolutioii:  the  watch,  the  arrest,  the  trial,  the 
guillotine,  —  these  mode  the  regular  and  rapid  steps  of  the 
monster  that  the  anarchists  called  Law  I  He  breathed 
hard,  he  heard  distinctly  the  lond  beating  of  hie  heart. 
And  so  he  paused,  still  and  motionless,  gazing  upon  the 
shadow  that  halted  also  behind  him. 

Fresentlj,  the  absence  of  all  allies  to  the  spy,  the 
solitude  of  the  streets,  reanimated  his  courage  j  he  made 
a  step  towards  his  pursuer,  who  retreated  as  he  advanced. 
"  Citizen,  thou  followest  me,"  he  said.  "  Thy  busi- 
ness t" 

"Surely,"  answered  the  man,  with  a  deprecating 
smite,  "the  streets  are  broad  enough  for  both  I  Thou 
art  not  so  had  a  republican  as  to  arrogate  all  Paris  to 
thyself!  " 

"Go  on  first,  then.     I  make  way  for  thee." 

The  man  bowed,  dofied  bis  hat  politely,  and  passed 
forward.  The  next  moment  Glyndon  plunged  into  a 
winding  lane ,  and  fled  fast  through  a  labyrinth  of  streets, 
passages,  and  alleys.  By  degrees  he  composed  himself, 
and,  looking  behind,  imagined  that  he  had  baffled  the 
pursuer;  he  then,  by  a  circuitous  route,  bent  his  way 
once  more  to  hie  home.  As  he  emerged  into  one  of  the 
broader  streets,  a  passenger,  wrapped  In  a  mantle,  Imish- 
ing  so  quickly  by  him  that  he  did  not  observe  his 
countenance,  whispered,  "Clarence  Olyndon,  you  are 
dogged ,  —  follow  me  I  "  and  the  stranger  walked  quickly 
before  him.  Clarence  turned,  and  sickened  once  more 
to  see  at  his  heels,  with  the  same  servile  smile  on  hia 
face,  the  pursuer  he  fancied  he  had  escaped.  He  forgot 
the  injunction  of  the  stranger  to  follow  him,  and  per- 
ceiving a  crowd  gathered  close  at  hand,  round  a  carica- 
ture-shop, dived  amidst  them,   audi   gaining  another 
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■treet,  &ltend  the  direction  he  had  before  taken,  and, 
after  a  long  and  breathleiB  coarse,  gained  without  once 
mors  seeing  the  spy,  a  distant  quartier  of  the  city. 
Here,  indeed,  all  seemed  ho  serene  and  fair  that  hia 
Kftist  eye,  even  in  that  immnent  hour,  rested  with 
pleasure  on  the  scene.  It  was  a  comparatiTely  broad 
space,  formed  by  one  of  &e  noble  quays.  The  Seine 
flowed  m^estioally  along,  with  boats  and  craft  resting 
on  ita  surface.  The  sun  gilt  a  thousand  spires  and 
domes,  and  gleamed  on  the  white  palaces  of  a  fallen 
ehivalry.  Here,  fatigued  and  panting,  he  paused  an 
instant,  and  a  cooler  air  from  the  river  fanned  his  brow. 
"  Awhile,  at  least,  I  am  safe  here,"  he  mnimoied;  and 
as  he  spoke,  some  thirty  paces  behind  him,  he  beheld 
the  spy.  He  stood  rooted  to  the  spot;  wearied  and 
spent  as  he  was,  escape  seemed  no  longer  possible,  —  the 
river  on  one  side  (no  bridge  at  hand) ,  and  the  long  row 
of  mansions  closing  up  the  other.  As  be  halted,  he 
heard  laughtei  and  obscene  songs  from  a  bouse  a  little 
in  his  rear,  between  himself  and  the  spy.  It  was  a  oqf^ 
fearfully  known  in  that  quarter.  Hither  often  resorted 
the  black  troop  of  Henriot,  —  the  minions  and  huiaaiera 
of  Robespierre.  The  spy,  then,  had  hunted  the  victim 
within  ttie  jaws  of  the  hounds.  The  man  slowly 
advanced,  and,  pausing  before  the  open  window  of  the 
eafi,  put  his  head  through  the  aperture,  as  to  address 
and  summon  forth  its  armed  inmates. 

At  that  very  instant,  and  while  the  spy's  bead  was 
thus  turned  from  him,  standing  in  the  half-open  gateway 
of  the  horuse  immediately  before  him,  be  perceived  the 
stranger  wbo  had  warned;  the  figure,  scarcely  distin- 
guishable through  the  mantle  that  wrapped  it,  motioned 
to  him  to  enter.  He  sprang  noiselessly  through  the 
biendlj  opening :  Uie  door  closed ;  breathlessly  he  fol- 
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lowad  the  rimngm  up  a  flight  of  broad  eturs  and  through 
a  luite  of  empty  rooms,  until,  having  gained  «  small 
cabinet,  bis  conductor  doffed  the  laige  hat  and  the  long 
mantle  that  had  hitherto  eonoealed  hia  shape  and  fea- 
tniM,  and  Qlyndon  beheld  Zanoni  I 
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Viiiik  not  mf  magic  wooden  wionght  Iqr  aid 
Of  Stj^tu  angela  anmmoned  np  from  bell ; 
SooRied  and  accnned  be  those  who  have  eia^ad 
Hei  gloomy  Divea  and  AfriMe  to  conpeL 
Bat  by  perceptioo  of  the  nciet  powers 
Of  mineTal  ipnngs  is  NUnre's  ininost  call, 
Of  herbe  in  cmtain  of  her  greeneet  bowen, 
And  of  the  nvrlng  itait  o'et  tooontain  ti^  aad  towen. 
Witrv'b  TnmtltOiim  <^  Teun,  cant.  ztr.  xUiL 

"Ton  an  safe  hen,  yoong  Englishnuui t  "  said  Zanoni, 
motioning  Gl^ndon  to  a  seat  "  Fortonate  tor  yon  that 
I  come  on  your  tnck  at  lastl  " 

*  Far  happier  had  it  been  if  ws  had  never  met  I  Yet 
flvan  in  tiisM  last  hooie  of  my  fate,  I  rejoioe  to  look 
Oboe  more  on  the  boe  of  that  ominous  and  mysteriooB 
being  to  whom  I  can  aaoribe  all  the  aafferingB  I  hare 
known.  Here,  than,  thou  ahaJt  not  palter  with  or  elude 
me.  Here,  before  we  part,  thou  shalt  onraTel  to  me 
the  dark  enigma,  if  not  of  thy  life,  of  my  ownt  " 

"  Hast  thou  suffered  T  Poor  neophyte  I  "  said  Zanooi, 
pt^ingly.  "Tea;  I  see  it  on  thy  brow.  But  where- 
fore wouldat  thou  blame  met  Did  I  not  warn  thee 
against  the  whispers  of  thy  spirit;  did  I  not  warn 
thee  to  forbear  t  Did  I  not  tell  thee  that  the  ordeal  waa 
one  of  awfnl  hasud  and  tremendous  fears,  —  nay,  did  I 
not  oSer  to  resign  to  thee  the  heart  that  was  mighty 
enough,  while  mine,  Glyndon,  to  content  met  Was 
it  not  thine  own  daring  and  resolute  choice  to  brave  the 
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initUtion  I  Of  -  thine  omi  free  will  didst  thoa  nuke 
Uejnoni  thy  maater,  and  his  lore  thy  study  I  " 

"  But  whence  came  the  irreBistible  desiiea  of  that  wild 
and  unholy  knowledge  1  I  knew  them  not  till  thine 
evil  eye  fell  upon  me,  and  I  wu  diawn  into  the  magic 
atmoapbere  of  thy  being  I  " 

"  Thou  errestl  —  the  desires  were  in  thee;  and, 
whether  in  one  direction  or  the  other,  would  have  forced 
their  way!  ManI  thou  askeat  me  the  enigma  of  thy 
&te  and  my  own!  Look  round  all  beii^,  is  there  not 
myateiy  everywhere!  Can  thine  eye  trace  the  ripening 
of  the  grain  beneath  the  earth  t  In  the  moral  uid  the 
physical  world  alike,  lie  dark  portents,  far  more  wondrous 
than  the  powers  thon  wouldst  ascribe  to  me  I  " 

'Dost  thon  disown  those  powers;  dost  thou  con fesa 
thyself  an  impostor  t  —  or  wilt  thou  dare  to  teU  me  that 
tbon  art  indeed  sold  to  the  Evil  One,  —  a  magician 
whose  familiar  has  haunted  me  night  and  day  I  " 

"It  matters  not  what  I  am,"  returned  Zanoni;  "it 
matters  only  whether  I  can  aid  thee  to  exoreisa  thy 
dismal  phantom,  and  retom  once  more  to  the  wholeeome 
air  of  this  common  life.  Something,  however,  will  I 
tell  thee,  not  to  vindicate  myself,  but  the  Heaven  and 
the  Xature  that  thy  donbts  malign." 

Zanoni  paused  a  moment,  and  resumed  with  a  Bli^t 
smile,  — 

"  In  thy  younger  days  thou  hast  doubtless  read  with 
delight  the  great  Christian  poet,  whose  muse,  like  the 
morning  it  celebrated,  came  to  eazth,  ■  crowned  with 
flowers  culled  in  Paradise.'  *  Xo  spirit  was  more 
imhaed  with  the  knightJy  tupeistitioas  of  the  time; 
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fend  ninly  th«  Po«t  of  Jflnutlem  hath  auffieientlj,  to 
ntufy  STen  th«  Inqnisitor  he  conBulted,  exeoiated  all 
the  pnetitionen  of  the  unlawful  spells  invoked,  — 

'  Pel  uforaar  Cocito  o  Flegetonta.'  > 

But  in  hU  borowb  and  hie  wrongs,  in  the  prisoo  of 
hia  madfaonse,  know  yoa  not  that  Tssso  himself  found 
his  aolaoe,  hia  escape,  in  the  recognition  of  a  holj  and 
apirihul  Thentgia, —  of  a  magic  that  cotdd  sununon  the 
Angel,  <a  the  Qood  Genias,  not  the  Fiendt  And  do 
yon  not  fememhei  how  he,  deeply  versed  as  he  was  for 
hi*  age,  in  the  mysteries  of  the  nobler  Platoniem,  which 
hiata  at  the  secrets  of  all  the  starry  brotherhoods,  from 
the  Chaldean  to  the  later  Boeicrucion,  discriiaioatea  in 
his  lovely  veise,  between  the  block  art  of  Ismeno  and 
(be  glorious  lore  of  the  Enchanter  who  eouneels  and 
guides  upon  their  errand  the  champions  of  the  Holy 
Londl  His,  not  the  charms  wrought  by  the  aid  of  &e 
Stygian  Rebels,*  but  the  perception  of  the  secret  powers 
of  the  fountain  and  the  herb,  —  the  Arcana  of  the 
unknown  nature  and  the  various  motions  of  the  stars. 
His,  ttie  holy  haunts  of  Lebanon  and  Carmel,  —  beneath 
his  feet  he  saw  the  clouds,  ths  snows,  the  hues  of  Iris, 
the  genontious  of  the  rains  and  dews.  Did  the  Chris- 
tian Hermit  who  converted  that  Enchanter  (no  fabulous 
being,  but  the  type  of  all  spirit  that  would  aspire 
through  Nature  up  to  Qod)  command  him  to  lay  aside 
these  sublime  studies,  '  Le  solite  arte  e  1'  uso  mio  't 
2Tot  bat  to  cherish  and  direct  them  to  worthy  ends. 

I  To  cDUtiam  Cocjtiu  or  Phli^thoii. 

■  See  tUi  remaikable  jammge,  which  does  indead  not  nnisithfOlly 
■iftwt  tho  deetriue  <d  Um  lytbaKoraan  ud  the  PlatoniM,  In 
Umo, cant. xiT.  nanna  xli  loziTiL  {Gtr.  Lib.)  Tliejr  an  baait' 
UtaOj  tnoslsted  bj  Wiflso. 
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And  in  this  grand  conception  of  the  poet  lies  the  secni 
of  the  trae  Theuigia,  which  startlea  your  ignorance  in  ■ 
more  learned  day  with  puerile  apprehension  a,  and  tb» 
mghtmaTea  of  a  aiok  nian's  dreams." 

Again  Zanoni  paused,  and  again  reenmed:  — 
"Inagea  far  remote, — of  a  ciriliEation  far  different 
from  Uiat  which  now  merges  the  individnal  in  the  state, 
—  there  existed  men  of  ardent  minds,  and  an  intenw 
desire  of  knowledge.  In  the  mighty  and  solemn  king- 
doms in  which  they  dwelt,  there  were  no  turbulent  and 
earthly  channels  to  work  off  the  fever  of  their  minds. 
Set  in  the  antique  mould  of  castes  through  whioh  no 
intellect  could  pierce,  no  valor  conid  foroe  ita  way,  tiie 
thirst  for  wisdom  alone  reigned  in  the  hearts  of  those 
who  received  its  study  as  a  heritage  from  sire  to  son. 
Hence,  even  in  your  imperfect  records  of  the  pn^reas  of 
human  knowledge,  you  find  that,  la  the  earliest  ages, 
Philosophy  descended  not  to  the  basinesa  and  homes  of 
men.  It  dwelt  amidst  the  wonders  of  the  loftier  crea- 
tion ;  it  sought  to  analyze  the  formation  of  matter,  —  the 
essentials  of  the  prevailing  soul;  to  read  the  mysteries 
of  the  starry  orbs;  to  dive  into  those  depths  of  Nature 
in  which  Zoroaster  is  said  by  the  schoolmen  first  to  have 
discovered  the  arts  which  your  ignorance  classes  onder 
the  name  of  magic.  In  such  an  age,  then,  arose  some 
men,  who,  amidst  the  vanities  and  delusions  of  their 
class,  imagined  that  they  detectod  gleams  of  a  brighter 
and  steadier  lore.  They  fancied  an  affini^  existing 
among  all  the  works  of  Nature,  and  that  in  the  lowliest 
lay  the  secret  attraction  that  might  conduct  them 
npwaid  to  the   loftiest.'     Centuries  passed,  and   Uvea 

'  Agteesbl;,  b  would  seem,  to  the  uotioti  of  lambUdiiH  uid 
Plotiniu,  that  the  naiTone  is  ss  on  animal ;  bo  that  thora  is  tja- 
pMb;  and  commnuicatioD  betwten  one  port  and  tht  other;  in  the 
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weft  Tuted  in  theae  dliooTerlea;  but  itep  tfter  Btep  was 
chtonicled  and  auxksd,  and  beoama  the  guide  to  the  few 
who  alone  had  the  hereditary  privilege  to  track  their 
path.  At  last  from  this  dimness  upon  soma  eyes  the 
light  )»oke;  bat  think  not,  young  visioiiaiy,  that  to 
those  who  nnned  unholy  thoughts,  over  whom  the 
Or^ia  of  Evil  held  a  sway,  that  dawning  was  roach' 
safed.  It  oould  be  ^raa  then,  aa  now,  only  to  tke 
pniest  aoetaaiea  of  imagination  and  intolleot,  nndiatracted 
by  the  oarea  of  a  vulgar  life,  or  the  appetites  of  the 
common  elay.  Far  from  descending  to  the  assistance  of 
a  fiend,  theln  was  but  the  august  ambition  to  approach 
nearer  to  the  Foont  of  Good;  the  mote  they  emancipated 
themaelvee  from  thia  limbo  of  the  planets,  the  more 
tbey  were  penetrated  by  the  splendor  and  benefioence  of 
God.  And  if  tbey  sought,  and  at  laat  discovered,  how 
to  the  eye  of  the  Spirit  all  tbe  subtler  modifications  of 
being  and  of  matter  might  bo  made  apparent;  if  tbey 
diaooveied  bow,  for  (Sewings  of  the  Spirit,  all  apace 
might  be  annihilated,  and  while  the  body  stood  heavy 
and  solid  here,  aa  a  deserted  tomb,  the  freed  Idea  might 
wander  from  atar  to  sUi,  —  if  such  discoveries  became 
in  truth  their  own,  the  aublimest  luxury  of  their  knowl- 
edge was  bat  this,  to  wonder,  to  venerate,  and  adorel 
For,  aa  one  not  unlearned  in  these  high  matters  baa 
expressed  it,  '  There  is  a  principle  of  tbe  soul  saperioi 
to  all  external  nature,  and  through  this  principle  we 
are'  capable  of  aurpaaaing  the  order  and  systems  of  tbe 

smmllHt  pait  nuj  bs  the  nibtltwt  nerve.  And  bonce  the  nuiTeraal 
nupietinii  of  Nstnni.  Bnt  mui  (xmtemplntei  the  oniyetH  u  Mt 
animalcnla  would  an  elephant.  The  animalcole,  eeeing  icareely 
the  tip  oi  the  hoof,  wonld  be  incapftble  of  comprehending  that  the 
traak  belonged  to  the  laine  creatate, — that  the  effect  produced 
npcn  one  extremi^  wonld  ba  felt  in  an  instant  by  tbe  other. 
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woild,  and  participating  the  immortal  life  and  the 
eneigy  of  the  Sublime  CelestiaU.  'When  the  sool  is 
elevated  to  natures  above  itself,  it  deserta  the  older  to 
which  it  ia  awhile  compelled,  and  b;  a  religious  magne- 
tism  IB  attracted  to  another  and  a  loftier,  with  which  it 
blenda  and  mingles."  Grant,  then,  that  auch  beings 
found  at  last  the  aecret  to  arrest  death;  to  fascinate 
danger  and  the  foe ;  to  walk  the  revolutions  of  the  earth 
unharmed,  — think  jou  that  this  life  could  teach  them 
other  desire  than  to  yearn  the  more  for  the  Immortal, 
and  to  fit  their  intellect  the  better  for  the  higher  being 
to  which  ihtj  might,  when  Time  and  Death  exist  no 
longer,  be  transferred  T  Away  with  your  gloomy 
fantasies  of  sorcerer  and  demon!  —  the  soul  can  aspire 
only  to  the  light;  and  even  the  error  of  our  lofty  knowl- 
edge was  but  the  foi^tfulness  of  the  weakness,  the  psG- 
sions,  and  the  bonds  which  the  death  we  so  vainly 
conquered  only  can  purge  away !  " 

This  address  was  bo  different  from  what  Glyndon  had 
anticipated,  that  he  remained  for  some  momenta  speeoh* 
less,  and  at  length  faltered  out,  — 

■  But  why,  then,  to  me  —  " 

"Why,"  added  Zanoni, — "why  to  thee  have  been 
only  the  penance  and  the  terror,  — the  Threshold  and 
the  Phantom  I  Vain  man!  look  to  the  commonest 
eleroenta  of  the  common  learning.  Can  every  tyro  at 
his  mere  wish  and  will  become  the  master;  can  the 
student,  when  he  has  bought  his  Euclid,  become  a 
Newton;  can  the  youth  whom  the  Muees  haunt,  say, 
*  I  will  equal  Homer; '  yea,  can  yon  pale  tyrant,  with 
all  the  parchment  laws  of  a  hundred  system-shapers,  and 
the  pikes  of  his  dauntless  multitude,  carve,  at  his  will, 
a  oonatitution  not  more  vicious  than  the  one  which  the 
■  From  lambUcb,  "  On  the  Hytterie^"  c.  7,  saea  7. 
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■iflnwB  of  &  mob  oonld  oTerthrowt  Wlwa,  in  ibat  bt 
tim«  to  which  I  h&T«  lefemd,  the  student  aspited  to 
the  height*  to  whioh  thoo  wonldat  have  eprnng  at  ■ 
angle  hound,  he  wu  toained  from  hia  ret;  cndlo  to  the 
eaneT  he  was  to  nin.  The  internal  and  the  oatmrd 
natuie  weie  made  clear  to  his  eyes,  year  after  year,  aa 
they  opened  on  the  day.  He  was  not  admitted  to  the 
practioal  initiation  till  not  one  earthly  wish  chained 
(hat  Bublimeet  faculty  which  yon  oall  the  Ihaoiitatiok, 
one  carnal  desire  clouded  the  penetratiTe  eaaenoe  that 
yon  call  the  Intellect.  And  even  then,  and  at  the 
best,  how  few  attained  to  the  laat  mystery  I  Happier 
inannnch  aa  they  attained  the  earlier  to  the  holy  gloriea 
for  which  Death  is  the  heavenliest  gate." 

ZantHii  paused,  and  a  shade  of  thought  and  sorrow 
daAened  his  celestial  beauty. 

'  And  are  there,  indeed,  others,  beside*  thee  and 
Hejnoar,  who  lay  claim  to  thine  attribates,  and  have 
attained  to  ihj  aeorets  f  " 

'  Others  there  hare  been  before  us,  but  we  two  now 
are  alone  on  earUi." 

"Impostor,  thou  hetrayest  thyself  1  If  they  could 
eonqner  Death,  why  lire  they  not  yet  I  " ' 

"Child  of  a  dayl"  answered  Zaiioni,  moamfnlly, 
*  hare  1  not  totd  thee  the  error  of  our  knowledge  was 
the  foTgetfoIness  of  the  desires  and  passions  which  the 
spirit  never  can  wholly  and  permanently  conquer  while 
tills  matter  cloaks  itt  Canst  thou  think  that  it  is  no 
sorrow,  either  to  reject  all  human  ties,  all  friendship, 
and  all  love,  or  to  see,  day  after  day,  friendship  and 
love  wither  from  our  life,  as  blossoms  from  the  stemt 
Oanst  thou  wonder  how,  with  the  power  to  live  while 

1  OlTDdoii  appeati  to  forget  that  Hejnoar  had  bafore  aniireted 
the  TOij  qnMUon  which  hia  doobtt  here  a  aooond  liiiw  socgeM. 
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tlw  world  aiuM  last,  en  eyen  our  ordiiuiy  date  be  fin- 
ished we  jat  may  prefer  to  die  I  Wonder  rather  that 
there  are  two  who  have  olung  so  &ithfully  to  earth! 
Ue,  I  confess,  that  earUi  cam  enaciour  yet.  Attaining 
to  the  last  secret  while  youth  was  is  its  bloom,  youth 
still  colors  all  around  me  with  its  own  luxuriant 
beauty ;  to  me,  yet,  to  breathe  is  to  enjoy.  The  frash- 
neat  has  not  faded  from  the  face  of  Kature,  and  not 
an  herb  in  which  I  cannot  diseoTer  a  new  charm,-— 
an  undetected  wonder.  As  with  my  youth,  so  with 
Mejnoor's  age :  he  will  tell  you  that  life  to  him  is  but 
a  power  to  examine ;  and  not  till  he  has  exhausted  all  the 
marrels  which  the  Creator  has  sown  on  earth,  would  he 
desire  new  habitations  for  the  renewed  Spirit  to  explore. 
Wearetbe  types  of  the  twoessenoesof  what  is  imperish- 
able,— '  Abt,  that  enjoys;  and  SciKKOs,  that  contem- 
plates 1  '  And  now,  that  thou  mayest  be  contented  that 
&e  secrets  are  not  vouchsafed  to  thee,  learn  that  to 
utterly  must  the  idea  detach  iteelf  from  what  makes  up 
the  occupation  and  excitement  of  men;  so  must  it  be 
void  of  whatever  would  covet,  or  love,  or  hate, —  that  for 
the  ambitious  man,  for  the  lover,  the  hater,  the  power 
avails  not.  And  I,  at  last,  bound  and  blinded  by  the 
most  common  of  household  ties;  I,  darkened  and  help- 
leas,  adjure  thee,  the  bafBed  and  discontented,  —  I 
adjure  thee  to  direct,  to  guide  me;  where  are  tbeyl 
Oh,  tell  me,  —  speak!  Uy  wife,  — my  child  t  Silent  I 
—  oh,  thou  knowest  now  that  I  am  no  sorcerer,  no 
enemy.  I  cannot  give  thee  what  thy  faculties  deny,  — 
I  cannot  achieve  what  the  passionless  Hejnour  failed 
to  accomplish ;  but  I  can  give  thee  the  next-beat  bocm, 
perhaps  the  fairest,  —  I  can  reconcile  thee  to  the  daily 
world,  and  place  peace  between  thy  oonsoienoe  and 
Oyrself." 
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"Wilt  thoQ  praaiMt " 

"By  theii  iweet  lives,  I  promise ! " 

Glyndon  looked  and  beUeved.  H«  whiapered  the 
addresB  to  the  house  whither  his  fatal  stop  already  had 
brought  woo  and  doom. 

"  Bless  thee  for  ^is, "  exclaimed  Zanoni,  passionately, 
"  and  thoa  shalt  be  blesaedl  WbatI  couldst  thou  not 
perceive  that  at  the  entrance  to  all  the  grander  worlds 
dwell  the  isc«  that  intimidate  and  awe  I  Who  in  thj 
daily  world  ever  left  the  old  regions  of  Custom  and 
Prescription,  and  felt  not  the  first  seizure  of  the  shapelesa 
and  nameless  Feart  Everywhere  arauud  thee  where 
men  aspire  and  labor,  though  they  see  it  not,  —  in  the 
eloeet  of  tlie  sage,  in  the  council  of  the  demagogue,  in 
the  camp  of  the  warrior,  —  everywhere  cowers  and 
darkens  the  Unutterable  Horror.  But  there,  where  thou 
hast  ventured,  alone  is  the  Phantom  vinile;  and  never 
will  it  eease  to  haunt,  till  thou  canst  pass  to  the  Infinite, 
as  the  seraph;  or  return  to  the  Familiar,  as  a  childl 
But  answer  me  tills:  when,  seeking  to  adhere  to  some 
oalm  resolve  of  virtue,  the  Phantom  bath  stalked 
suddenly  to  thy  side;  when  its  voice  hatb  whispered  tbee 
despair;  when  ita  ghastly  eyes  would  scare  thee  back  to 
those  Bcenee  of  earthly  craft  or  riotous  excitement  from 
which,  as  it  leaves  thee  to  worse  foes  to  the  soul,  Its 
presence  is  ever  absent,  —  haet  thoq  never  bravely  resisted 
the  spectre  and  thine  own  horror;  hast  thou  never 
said,  '  Come  what  may,  to  Virtue  I  will  oUng  I '  " 

"  Alas  1 "  answered  Glyndon,  "  only  of  late  have  I 
dared  to  do  so." 

"  And  thon  hast  felt  then  that  the  Phantom  grew  mon> 
dUB  and  its  power  more  faint  T  " 

"It  is  true." 

"B^fcnoe,  theni  —  thou  hast  overoome  the  trus  terror 
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and  myitery  of  the  cudeal.  Beeolve  is  the  fint  suocen. 
BejoicA,  for  the  ezorcisin  is  Bare!  Thou  art  not  of  thoM 
vho,  dmying  a  life  to  come,  aie  the  Tietiau  of  the 
Inexonble  Honor.  Oh,  when  shall  men  learn,  at  last, 
that  if  the  Great  Beligion  inculcatee  so  rigidly  the 
neceantj  of  faith,  it  is  not  alone  that  faitb  leads  to 
the  world  to  be;  bat  that  withont  faith  Uiere  is  no 
excellence  in  this,  —  faith  in  something  wiser,  happer, 
diviner,  than  we  see  on  eartht  — the  artist  calls  it  the 
Ideal,  —  the  priest.  Faith.  The  Ideal  and  FaiUi  aie 
Mie  and  the  same.  Return,  0  wanderer,  retnml  Feel 
what  beanty  and  holiness  dwell  in  the  Customarj  and 
the  Old.  Back  to  thy  gateway  (^de,  thon  Horror  I  and 
ealm,  on  the  childlike  heart,  smile  again,  0  aiure  Heaven, 
with  &y  night  and  thy  morning  star  but  as  one,  thou^ 
under  its  double  name  of  Memory  and  Hope  t  " 

As  he  thus  spoke,  Zanoni  laid  his  hand  gentry  on  the 
burning  temples  of  bis  excited  and  w<nulering  listener; 
and  presently  a  sort  of  trance  came  over  him :  he  imagined 
that  he  was  returned  to  tho  home  of  his  iufan^ ;  that  ha 
was  io  the  smaU  chamber  where,  over  his  early  alumben, 
his  mother  had  watched  and  prayed.  There  it  was,  — 
visible,  palpable,  solitary,  unaltered.  In  the  recess,  the 
homely  bed;  on  the  walls,  the  shelves  filled  with  holy 
books ;  &e  very  easel  on  which  he  had  first  sought  to  call 
the  ideal  to  the  canvas,  dust-coveied,  broken,  in  Uie 
comer.  Below  the  window  lay  the  old  chorchyaid:  he 
saw  it  green  in  the  distance,  the  aun  glancing  through 
the  yew-trees ;  he  saw  the  Uaab  where  father  and  mother 
lay  united,  and  the  spile  pointing  up  to  heaven,  tbs 
symbol  of  the  hopes  of  those  whe  consigned  the  aahes  to 
the  dust;  in  his  ear  rang  the  bells,  pealing,  as  oo  a 
Sabbath  day.  Far  Bed  all  the  visions  of  anzie^  and  awe 
ttiat  had  haunted  and  convulsed ;  youtib,  boyhood,  cliild- 
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bood  cuna  baek  to  him  irith  innocent  deoxM  and  hopea; 
Iw  thongbt  he  tell  npon  his  kne«*  to  pny.  Ho  woke,  — 
he  woke  in  delidons  teenj  he  felt  that  the  Fbantom  wm 
fled  tonita.  He  looked  lonnd,  —  Zenoni  wu  gone. 
On  the  teUe  ]mj  theee  linee,  the  ink  yet  wet:  — 

"IwHIflnd  WKf*  and  meuufbrthTeMepe.  Atni^tUl, 
m  the  dook  ittiket  nine,  a  boat  (hall  wait  thee  on  the  lirn 
IwAae  thia  hoiue  ;  the  )watni>n  will  guide  thee  to  a  letieat 
whan  tboa  loajat  lert  in  safety  till  the  Baign  at  Tenor, 
which  neue  ite  eloaa,  be  put.  Think  no  more  6t  the  tennial 
lore  that  Inred,  titi  welliugh  loat  thee.  It  hetmyed,  and 
would  hare  dixtroyad.  Thon  wilt  r^ain  thy  land  in  tafety, 
— long  yean  yet  ipared  to  thee  to  muse  orer  the  paat,  and  to 
ledeem  it.  For  thy  fotnn,  be  thy  dieam  thy  guide,  end  thy 
teate  t^  baptism.'' 

[The  TflwglfaiViiiMn  obeyed  the  injnnetione  of  the  letter 
and  lonnd  thoii  truth. 
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QiU  i^nn  maai  tot  111  nuo  eoipcn  fon&M  1  > — Fxot«Mi 
zuKun  TO  nnroBB. 

"  Shi  ia  In  ona  of  thdr  priioiu,  —  theii  inezonble  priwuu. 
It  ii  Bobwpierte^  order, —  I  hdve  tracked  the  rnue  to 
Olyt^ott.  Thie,  then,  nwde  HuA  terrible  connectian  between 
their  fate*  vhioli  I  eoold  not  nnnivel,  but  wbicb  (till  Mvered 
M  it  now  !•)  wnpped  Olyndtm  himself  in  the  uune  cloud  that 
eonM«led  her.  In  priMin,  — in  prison  1 — it  is  the  gate  of  the 
gMTel  Her  trial,  and  tlie  inevitible  execntion  that  IbUowa 
inch  trial,  ii  the  thiid  daj  from  this.  The  tyrant  baa  fixed 
all  hii  sehemee  of  alangbtcr  for  the  lOtb  of  Thennidor.  While 
the  dertha  at  the  nnoflending  strike  awe  to  the  d^,  bii 
■atetlitea  are  to  iiiawi  iii  his  foea.  There  is  bat  one  hope  left, 
—  that  the  Power  which  now  domns  the  doomer,  may  render 
nM  an  inatmnunt  to  expedite  bis  falL  Bat  two  days  left, — 
two  days  I  In  all  my  wealth  of  tjnie  I  see  bnt  two  d^ ; 
■11  beyond,  —  da^nees,  aditude.  I  may  save  ber  yet.  The 
tyrant  ahall  fall  the  day  before  that  which  he  has  set  apaH  fw 
daaghterl  For  the  first  time  I  mix  among  the  broila  and 
atraUgems  of  men,  and  my  mind  Ic^ia  np  from  my  doqiaii, 
armed  *»'^  eaoer  for  fc^^*  oonteat,' 

Jl  flK>wd  had  gBth«nd  raund  the  Boe  St.  "Raaori;  a 
jonng  man  wac  joat  arTMt«d  by  th«  order  of  Bobeapiene. 
He  vaa  known  to  be  in  the  serrioe  of  Tallien,  that 
hostile  leadoi  in  the  Convention,  whom  the  tynnt  had 

*  Why  VMMlar  that  I  hare  so  many  fiwrna  In  asfai^  ba^yf 
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Uthsito  tratn'bled  to  attack.  This  incident  hod  there- 
fbra  produced  a  greater  excitement  than  a  ciicomstanoe 
so  coBtomary  as  an  aneet  in  tlie  Beign  of  Tenor  might 
be  anppoeed  to  oieate.  Amongat  the  ciotrd  ven  many 
friends  of  Tallien,  many  foes  to  the  tynmt,  many  voary 
of  beholding  the  tiger  dragging  victim  after  victim  to 
its  den.  Hoaiee,  forebodii^r  mormurs  were  heard; 
fierce  eyes  glared  upon  the  officers  as  they  seized  thsir 
{nisoner;  and  though  they  did  not  yet  dare  openly  to 
nsist,  those  in  the  nor  pressed  on  those  behind,  and 
•ncninbered  the  path  of  the  captive  and  bis  captors. 
The  yoong  man  struggled  hard  for  escape,  and,  by  a 
violent  effort,  at  last  wrenched  himself  from  the  grasp. 
Xbe  crowd  made  way,  and  dosed  round  to  protect  him, 
as  he  dived  and  darted  through  their  ranks;  but  sud- 
denly  tiie  trampling  of  horses  was  heard  at  hand,  —  the 
savage  Henriot  and  hia  troop  were  bearing  down  upon 
the  mob.  The  crowd  gave  way  in  alarm,  and  the  pris- 
oner  was  again  seised  by  one  of  the  partisans  of  the  Dic- 
tator. At  that  moment  a  voice  whirred  the  prisoner, 
"  Thou  hast  a  letter  which,  if  found  on  thee,  ruins  thy 
last  hope.  Give  it  to  me  I  I  will  bear  it  to  Tallien." 
The  prisoner  turned  in  amaze,  read  something  that 
encouraged  him  in  the  eyes  of  the  stranger  who  thus 
accosted  him.  The  troop  were  now  on  the  spot;  ^e 
■Taoobin  who  had  seized  the  prisoner  released  hold  of 
him  for  a  moment  to  escape  the  hoofs  of  the  horses :  in 
that  moment  the  opportunity  was  found,  —  the  stranger 
had  disappeared. 

At  the  house  of  Tallien  the  principal  foes  of  the  tyrant 
were  assembled.  Common  danger  made  common  fellow- 
ship. All  factions  laid  aside  their  feuds  for  the  hour  to 
units  against  the  formidable  man  who  was  maidung 
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over  all  faction!  to  bis  gor;  throne.  Than  wu 
bold  Lecointre,  the  declared  enemy;  there,  creeping 
Barrel  vho  would  reconcile  all  extremee,  the  hero  of  the 
cowards;  Barraa,  calm  and  collected;  Collet  d'Herboia, 
breathing  wrath  and  reugeance,  and  seeing  not  that  tbe 
crimes  of  Bobeapierre  alone  sheltered  his  own. 

The  council  was  agitated  and  irreaolnte.  Tbe  awe 
which  tbe  uniform  success  and  the  prodigious  energy  of 
Bobeapierre  excited  still  held  the  greater  part  under 
its  control,  Tallien,  whom  tbe  ^rant  most  fesred, 
and  who  alone  could  give  head  and  subatauce  and  direc- 
tion to  BO  many  coutiadiotory  pasaions,  wae  too  suUied 
by  tbe  memory  of  his  own  cruelties  not  to  feel  embar> 
rassed  by  his  position  aa  the  champion  of  mercy,  "  It 
is  true,"  he  said,  after  an  animating  harangue  from 
Leoointre,  "  that  the  Usurper  menaces  us  all.  But  be  is 
still  BO  beloved  by  his  mobe,  —  still  so  supported  by  his 
Jacobins:  better  delay  open  hoetilitiea  till  the  hour  is 
more  ripe.  To  attempt  and  not  succeed  ia  to  give  us, 
bound  hand  and  foot,  to  the  guillotine.  Bveiy  day  his 
power  must  decline.  Proctaatination  ia  our  best  ally  —  " 
While  yet  speaking,  and  while  yst  producing  the  effect 
of  water  on  tbe  fire ,  it  was  announced  that  a  atranger 
demanded  to  see  him  instAntly  on  bueinese  that  brooked 
no  delay. 

**  I  am  not  at  leisure,"  said  the  oratox ,  impatiently. 
The  servant  placed  a  note  on  tbe  table.  Tallien  opened 
it,  and  found  these  words  in  pencil,  "  From  the  priaou 
of  Teresa  de  Fontenai,"  He  turned  psl^  started  up, 
and  hastened  to  tbe  anteroom,  Where  be  beheld  a  face 
entirely  strange  to  bin;. 

'  Hope  of  France! "  eaid  tbe  visitor  to  him,  and  tbt 
very  sound  of  his  voice  went  stiaigbt  to  tbe  heart,  — 
"  your  servant  ia  arrested  in  the  streeta.     I  have  saved 
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yoax  life,  tkod  that  of  7001  wlf«  who  will  be.     I  bring 
to  yoa  this  letter  from  Tereea  de  Fontenai." 

T&llien,  with  a  tremblisg  hand,  opened  the  letter, 
kndread,  — 

"  Am  I  forever  to  Implnra  jron  in  vain  I  Agiin  and  again  I 
uy, '  Loee  not  an  hour  if  yon  valne  mj  life  and  jour  own.' 
Hy  trial  and  death  aie  fixed  the  thiid  daj  from  thii,  —  the 
10th  Thermidor,  Strike  while  it  is  yet  time,  —  itrike  ths 
moneterl— 70a  have  two  days  yet.  If  you  tail,  —  if  jnu 
procraatinate,  — Me  me  for  the  laert  time  u  I  peM  yoor  win- 
dow! to  the  gnillodne  I " 

"Her  trial  will  give  proof  gainst  you,"  eaid  the 
■tranger.  "  Hei  death  ia  the  herald  of  your  own.  Teat 
not  the  popalaoe,  — ■  the  populace  would  have  reecued 
your  servant.  Fear  not  Bobespierre,  —  he  gives  himeelf 
to  your  handa.  To-morrow  he  oomea  to  the  Conven- 
tion, —  to-morrow  yon  must  oast  the  last  throw  for  his 
head  or  you  own. " 

"To-morrow  he  oomea  to  tiie  Convention!  And 
who  an  you  that  know  eo  well  what  is  eoncealed  from 
mel" 

*■  A  man  like  yon,  who  would  save  1^  woman  he 
loves." 

Before  Tallien  oould  recover  hie  enrpriBe,  the  visitor 
was  gone. 

Back  went  the  Avei^er  to  his  oondave  an  altered 
man.  "I  have  heard  tidings, —  no  matter  what,*  he 
eried^-  '  that  have  changed  my  purpose.  On  the  10th 
we  are  destined  to  the  guillotine.  I  revoke  my  counsel 
for  delay.  Bobeapierre  comes  to  the  Convention  to- 
morrow ;  then  we  must  confront  and  crosb  him.  From 
Uie  Mountain  shall  frown  against  him  the  grim  shade 
of  Dautoa,  —  from  the  Plain  shall  rise,  in  their  bloody 
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oemnente,  the  speotzea  of  Veignunid  uid  Gondoraet 
Fraippontl " 

"  Prappont !  "  cried  eT«a  Bur^,  atartled  into  eneig; 
l^ihenew  daringof  hiflcollBagUB,— "_^j)p«w/  itit'jf 
a  que  lea  vutrtt  qui  ne  revieimerU pas." 

li  was  obeerrable  (and  the  fact  may  be  found  in  one 
of  the  memoire  of  the  time)  that,  daring  that  day  and 
night  (the  7th  Thermidor),  a  stranger  to  all  the  previoua 
eventB  of  that  stormy  time  was  seen  in  various  parts  of 
the  cil;,  —  in  the  ea/h,  the  cluba,  the  haonts  of  the 
various  Actions;  that,  to  the  astonishment  and  dismay 
of  his  hearers,  he  talked  aloud  of  the  crimes  of  Bobes- 
pierre,  and  predicted  his  coming  fall;  and,  as  he  spoke, 
be  stirred  up  the  hearts  of  men,  he  loosed  the  bonds  of 
their  fear,  —  he  inflamed  them  wiUi  unwonted  lage  and 
daring.  But  what  surprised  them  most  was,  that  no 
voice  replied,  no  hand  was  lifted  against  him,  no 
minion,  even  of  the  tyrant,  cried,  *  Arrest  the  traitor." 
In  that  impunity  men  read,  as  in  a  book,  that  the 
populace  had  deserted  the  man  of  blood. 

Once  only  a  fierce,  brawny  Jacobin  spnmg  Tq>  from 
the  table  at  which  he  sat,  drinking  deep,  and,  appiooA- 
ing  tiie  stosnger,  said,  *  I  seise  thee,  in  the  name  of  the 
Republic" 

"Citizen  Aristides,"  answered  the  stnmger,  in  a  whis* 
per,  "go  to  the  lodgings  of  Robespierre,  —  he  ii  from 
home ;  and  in  the  left  pocket  of  the  vest  which  he  east 
off  not  an  hour  since  titon  wilt  find  a  paper;  when  thoa 
hast  read  that,  return.  I  will  await  thee;  and  if  thou 
wouldst  then  seize  me,  I  will  go  without  a  strog^ 
Look  round  on  those  lowering  brows;  touch  me  now, 
end  thou  wilt  be  torn  to  pieces." 

The  Jacobin  felt  as  if  compelled  to  obey  againat  his 
will.     He  went  forth  mattering;  he   letnmed,  —  the 
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■tntnger  wm  still  time.  "  MilU  tonnerrei,'  he  etid 
to  him,  "  I  thank  thee;  the  poltrooa  had  my  nuae  in 
his  list  for  the  guillotine." 

With  that  the  Jaoobin  Aristidea  apnog  upon  the 
table  and  ahoated,  '  Death  to  the  Tynutl " 
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Ths  morning  rase,  —  the  8th  of  Thermidoi  (July  26). 
Bobeepierre  haa  gone  to  the  Convention.  He  has  gone 
with  his  labored  speech;  he  has  gone  with  his  phrases 
of  philanthropy  and  virtue;  be  has  gone  to  single 
oat  his  prey.  All  his  agents  are  prepared  for  his  recep- 
tion; the  fierce  St.  Just  has  arrived  from  the  armies  to 
second  his  courage  and  infiame  his  wrath.  His  ominous 
apparition  prepares  the  audience  for  the  crisis.  "Citi- 
lensl  "  aoree«bed  the  shrill  voice  of  Robespierre 
"others  have  placed  before  you  flattering  pictoros;  I 
come  to  announce  to  70a  useful  truths. 

And  they  attribute  to  me,  —  to  me  alone  I  —  whatever  of 
harah  01  evil  is  committed :  it  is  Bobeepierre  who 
wishes  it;  it  is  Bobespierre  who  ordaina  it.  Is  there 
a  new  tax  t  —  it  is  Robespierre  who  ruins  you.  They 
call  me  tyrant  I  —  and  why  t  Because  T  have  acquired 
some  influence ;  but  how  1  —  in  speaking  truth ;  and  who 
pretends  that  truth  is  to  be  without  force  in  the  mouths 
of  the  Representatives  of  the  French  people  1  Doubt- 
less, truth  baa  its  power,  its  rage,  ita  despotism,  its 
aooenta,  touching,  terrible,  which  resound  in  the  pure 
heart  as  in  tlie  guilty  conscience;  and  which  Falsehood 
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Mn  no  mon  itnifatte  than  Salioonmu  ooold  fo^  tlw 
tboodetbolta  of  Heaven.  Whet  am  I  whom  thej 
wmumI  a  sUre  of  liberty,  —  a  living  martTT  of  the 
Bepnblic;  the  viotiin  u  the  eoem;  of  crime]  All 
rafflenism  eflccoita  me,  and  aotiona  legitimate  in  others 
«te  erimee  in  me.  It  ie  enongh  to  know  me  to  be 
oalTunniated.  It  is  in  mj  very  leal  that  thejr  disooTer 
n;  guilt.  Take  from  me  mj  oonsoienoe,  and  I  ehonld 
be  the  moat  mieerable  of  men  I  " 

Be  paoeed ;  and  Couthon  viped  his  eyes,  and  St  Jnat 
murmured  applauBe  as  with  stern  looks  he  gasM  on  the 
rebellions  Mountain ;  and  there  was  a  dead,  monmfol, 
and  chilling  rilenoe  through  the  audienee.  The  touch- 
ing sentinient  woke  no  echo. 

The  orator  oast  his  eyes  around.  Hoi  ha  will  soon 
arouse  that  apathy.  He  prooeeds;  be  praises,  he  pitieg 
himself  no  more.  He  dettounces,  —  he  aoouaes.  Over- 
flooded  with  his  venom,  he  vomits  it  finih  on  all.  At 
home,  abroad,  finances,  war, — on  all!  Shriller  and 
sharper  rose  his  voice,  — 

"  A  conspiracy  exists  sgoinst  the  public  libsrly.  It 
owes  its  strength  to  a  criminal  coalition  in  the  very 
bosom  of  the  Convention;  it  has  oeeomplioes  in  the 
bosom  of  the  Committee  of  Public  Safety.  .  ,  .  What 
is  the  remedy  to  this  evill  To  punish  the  traitors;  to 
[tnrify  this  committee;  to  crush  all  factions  hj  the 
weight  of  the  National  Authority ;  to  raise  upon  tbeii 
ruins  the  power  of  Liberty  and  Justice,  Such  are  the 
prindples  of  that  Beform.  Must  I  be  ambitions  to  pro- 
fess them  1  —  tiien  the  principles  are  pioecribed,  and 
Tyranny  reigns  amongst  usl  For  what  eon  you  object 
to  a  man  who  is  in  the  right,  and  has  at  least  this 
knowledge,  —  he  knows  how  to  die  for  his  native  land  I 
I  am  made  to  eombet  crime,  and  not  to  govern  it.     The 
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time,  tlwl  ia  not  y«t  smTed  wlwa  mtia  of  wortk  md 
■MTe  wiUi  impunity  theit  eountiy.  So  long  u  tlu 
knavet  rale,  the  defenden  of  liberty  will  be  only  tlie 
pRMcribed," 

For  two  booie,  tbrongh  that  cold  and  gloomy  aodianoe, 
ahriUed  the  Death-speeob.  In  silanoe  it  began,  ia 
■ilence  closed.  The  enemiee  of  tbe  orator  were  afraid 
to  ezpresB  rewntmentj  tbey  knew  not  yet  tfae  exaet 
balance  of  power,  Hia  partiaans  were  afraid  to  aptnove; 
they  knew  not  whom  of  their  own  frienda  and  telattona 
the  aeonaationa  were  designed  to  aingte  forth.  '  Take 
oare!  "  whiapered  each  to  each;  "it  is  thon  whom  be 
threatena."  But  silent  though  the  audience,  it  waa,  at 
tbe  first,  wellnigh  subdued.  There  was  still  about  this 
terrible  man  the  spell  of  an  OTennastering  will. 
Always  —  tbongh  not  what  ia  called  a  great  orator  — 
MBolute,  and  sovereign  in  the  use  of  words;  woida 
seemed  aa  things  when,  uttered  by  one  who  with  a  nod 
moved  the  troops  of  Henriot,  and  influenced  the  judg- 
ment of  11/604  Dumas,  grim  President  of  the  Tribunal. 
Leoointra  of  Versailles  rose,  and  there  waa  an  anzions 
utOTement  of  attention;  for  Leoointre  was  one  of  tiie 
fierceat  foes  of  the  ^rrant.  What  was  the  dismay  of  the 
Tallien  faction;  what  the  oomplaoent  smile  of  Cou- 
thon,  —  when  Leeointre  demanded  only  that  the  ontion 
should  be  printed!  All  seemed  paralyied.  At  length 
Bonrdon  de  I'Oias,  whose  name  waa  doubly  marked  in 
the  black  list  of  the  Dictator,  stalked  to  tha  tribune, 
and  moved  the  bold  counter-resolution,  that  the  speech 
should  be  referred  to  the  two  committees  whom  that 
very  speech  acouaed.  Btill  no  applaose  from  tbe  oon- 
spiratots;  they  sat  torpid  as  frozen  men.  The  shrink- 
ing Barrfere,  ever  on  the  prudent  side,  looked  round 
before  he  rose.     He  rises,  and  sides  with  Jjeoointnt 
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Than  CoutboD  aeind  the  oecanon,  and  from  his  >Mt 
(a  priTilegfl  ponnitted  alone  to  the  paralytic  philanthro- 
pist),* and  with  hie  melodious  voice  sought  to  convert 
the  oriris  into  a  trinrnph.  He  demanded,  not  only  that 
the  harangue  should  be  printed,  but  sent  to  all  the 
oommunea  and  all  the  armiea.  It  was  neccasory  to 
soothe  a  wronged  and  ulcerated  heart.  Deputies,  the 
most  laiUifnl,  had  been  aocuaed  of  ahedding  blood. 
"  Abl  if  he  had  contributed  to  the  death  of  one  inno- 
oent  msn,  he  should  immolate  himself  with  grief." 
Beautiful  tenderness  I  — and  while  he  spoke,  he  fcmdled 
the  spaniel  in  his  bosom.  Bravo,  GouthonI  Bobea- 
pierre  trinrnphs!  The  reign  of  Tenor  shall  eudutel 
The  old  aubmiaaion  eettles  dovelike  back  in  the  asaem- 
hljl  They  vote  the  printing  of  the  Death-speech,  and 
its  ttansmiasi<m  to  all  the  municipalities.  From  ^e 
benches  of  the  Mountain,  Tallien,  aUrmed,  dismayed, 
impatient,  and  indignant,  east  his  gase  where  sat  the 
strangers  admitted  to  hear  the  debatea;  and  suddenly 
be  met  the  eyes  of  the  Unknown  who  had  brought  to 
him  the  letter  from  Tereea  de  Fontenai  the  preceding 
day.  The  eyes  fascinated  him  as  be  gazed.  In  after- 
times  he  often  said  that  their  regard,  fixed,  earnest, 
half- reproachful ,  and  yet  cheering  and  triumphant,  filled 
him  with  new  life  and  courage.  They  spoke  to  his 
heart  as  the  trumpet  speaks  to  the  wat-boree.  He 
moved  from  bis  seatj  be  whispered  with  his  allies:  the 
spirit  be  had  drawn  in  was  contagions;  the  men  whom 
Bobeapierre  especially  had  denounced,  and  who  saw  the 

*  H.  nUen  In  hia  SMoij,  vol.  iv.  p,  79,  makM  a  earhnH 
Unnder :  he  isfi,  "  Coathon  ■'donee  A  la  tribtme,"  (Conthon 
darted  toirsidt  the  triboM.)  Poor  Conthoo  1  when  haU  bod^  was 
deed,  and  who  wis  always  wheeled  bi  his  chair  into  the  Cinma- 


n,s,t,..d:,i.  Google 


492 

Bwoid  ovet  their  huds,  woke  from  their  torpid  tnnce. 
Vadiar,  Cambo&,BilIaud-VueimBe,  Panis,  Amar,  tom 
at  once,  — ■  all  at  once  demuided  Bpeeob.  Vadier  is  first 
heard,  tile  rest  soooeed.  It  borst  faith,  the  Monatain, 
with  its  firea  and  oonsuming  lava;  flood  upon  flood  they 
rush,  a  legion  of  Giceros  npon  the  startled  Gatilinel 
Bobeapiem  falters,  hesitates,  —  would  qTulify,  retract. 
They  gather  new  courage  from  his  new  fears  j  they 
interrupt  him ;  they  drown  hit  voice ;  they  demand  the 
nversal  of  the  motion,  Amar  moves  again  that  the 
speech  be  referred  to  the  Committeea,  to  the  Committees, 
—  to  his  enemies  I  Confusion  and  noise  and  slsmorl 
'BobespiaTFe  wraps  himself  in  silent  and  superb  disdain. 
Pals,  defeated,  but  not  yet  destroyed,  he  stands,  — a 
■torm  in  the  midst  of  storm  1 

The  motion  is  carried.  All  men  foresee  in  that 
defeat  tiie  Dictator's  downfall.  A  solitsry  ety  rose 
Iront-ths  galleries^  it  was  caught  up;  it  circled  thioogh 
the  hall,  the  audience:  'A  bat  U  tyrant/  Vivt  !a 
ripvhliqvt  /  "  ^ 

>  Down  wttlitiM  tyrant  t  Hnrrsb  tor  the  republfct 
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Aqirta  d'nit  corpi  uud  Mfli  qnB  I>  Convmilion,  11  natalt  dM 
dunoM  poor  qne  Rolea^m  loittt  TBlnquMU  de  oMM  IntM.'  — 

As  Kobeapierra  left  thtt  hall,  then  vu  a  dead  and 
ominous  silence  in  the  crowd  withoat.  The  herd,  in 
erery  country,  side  with  aucceae;  and  the  rata  run  from 
the  falling  tower.  Bnt  Bobespiene,  who  wanted  oour- 
age,  never  wanted  pride,  and  the  last  often  supplied  the 
place  of  the  firat;  thoughtfully,  and  with  an  impene- 
trable hrow,  he  passed  through  the  throng,  leaning  on 
St.  Just,  Fayan  and  his  brother  following  him. 

As  they  got  into  the  open  apace,  Robespierre  abraptlj 
broke  the  silence. 

"  How  many  heads  were  to  fall  upon  the  tenth  1  " 

.■  Eighty,"  replied  Payan. 

"  Ah,  we  must  not  tarry  so  long;  a  day  may  lose  an 
empire :  terrorism  must  serve  us  yet  I  " 

He  was  silent  a  few  moments,  and  hia  eyes  roved 
auspiciously  through  the  atreet. 

"St.  Just,"  he  said  abruptly,  "they  have  not  found 
this  Engliahman  whose  revelations,  or  whose  trial, 
would  have  orushed  the  Amare  and  the  Tallieni.  No, 
nol  my  Jacobins  themselves  are  growing  doll  and  blind. 
Bnt  they  have  seized  a  woman,  —  only  a  womui  1  " 

"  A  woman's  hand  stabbed  Marat,"  said  St.  Jnat. 
Robespierre  stopped  short,  and  breathed  hard. 

>  Amongst  a  bodj  so  debaasd  as  the  ConreDtion,  tbere  atiU 
remained  soiiie  chances  that  Robeajdene  wonld  com*  oft  vktor  in 
tbettni(gle. 


n,s,t,..d:,i.  Google 


"  St.  Just,"  Bud  be,  "  when  tluB  peril  is  put,  m  vill 
found  the  Beign  of  Peace.  Theie  ehall  be  homes  and 
gardens  set  apart  for  the  old.  D&rid  is  already  design- 
ing the  porticos.  Virtuous  men  shall  be  appointed  to 
instruct  tho  young.  All  rice  and  disorder  thall  be  not 
eocterminated,  — no,  nol  only  faonishedl  We  must  not 
die  yet.  Posterity  cannot  judge  ns  till  our  vork  is 
done.  We  have  recalled  L'Btn  Suprhna ;  we  must 
now  remodel  this  corrupted  world.  All  shall  be  love 
and  brotherhood;  and  —  hoi  SimonI  SimonI  —  holdl 
Your  pencil,  St.  Justl"  And  Robespierre  wrate  hastily. 
"  This  to  Citizen  President  Dumas.  Oo  with  it  quick, 
Simon.  These  eighty  heads  must  fall  to-morrov),  —  to- 
momne,  Simon.  Dumas  will  advance  their  trial  a  day. 
I  will  write  to  Fouquier-Tinville,  the  public  accuser. 
We  meet  at  the  Jacobins  to-night,  Simon;  then  we 
will  deaounoe  the  Convention  itaeU;  there  we  will 
lally  round  us  the  last  friends  of  liberty  and  Franca." 

A  shout  was  hesid  in  ^e  distance  behind,  "  Vivt  la 
rSpubtique  !  " 

The  tyrant's  aye  shot  a  rindictive  gleam.  "The 
republic!  —  faugh  I  We  did  not  destroy  the  throne  of  a 
thousand  yean  for  that  canaille  I  " 

The  trial,  the  executtan,  t^f  the  wstimi  u  advaneed 
a  day  !  By  the  aid  of  the  mysterious  intelligence  that 
had  guided  and  animated  him  hitherto,  Zanoni  learned 
that  his  arte  had  been  in  vain.  He  knew  that  Viola 
was  safe,  if  she  could  hut  sarrive  an  hour  the  life  of 
the  tyrant.  He  knew  that  Robespierre's  hours  were 
numbered;  that  the  10th  of  Thermidoi,  on  which  he 
had  originally  designed  the  execution  of  his  last  vio- 
tims,  would  see  himself  at  the  scaffold.  Zanoni  had 
toiled,  had  schemed  for  the  fall  of  the  Butcher  and  his 
xeign.     To  what  end  I    A  single  word  from  the  ^nmt 
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had  bttffled  &e  reaolt  of  all.  Ihs  execution  of  Viola  is 
adranoed  a  day.  Vain  awt,  who  vouldat  make  thyself 
the  iiutrument  ol  the  Eteraal,  the  very  dasgera  that 
now  beset  the  tynnt  but  e^iedite  the  doom  of  hia 
▼iotifflsl  To-morrow,  eighty  heads,  and  hen  whoee 
pillow  has  been  thy  heartl  lo-moirowl  and  Mazi- 
milien  ii  lafe  to-night  1 
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bd*  mig  nuack  in  Erde  ittiibeii ; 

Fliegt  dor  G«i«C  doch  uu  dam  a 
S^M  Aiche  inkg  det  Stnnnwiiid  tnibm. 

Sain  Leben  danart  ewig  kot  1 ' 

Elmois. 

To-MOKBOvI  —  and  it  is  alimd;  twilight.  One  tftei 
oiM,  the  gentle  stan  come  smiling  through  the  hearen. 
The  Seine,  in  its  alow  waten,  yet  ttemblea  vith  the 
laat  kiss  of  the  rosy  day ;  and  still  in  the  blue  sky  gleams 
the  spin  of  Kotre  D&mej  and  still  in  the  blue  sky 
looma  the  guillotine  by  the  Barriire  du  Trone.  Turn 
to  that  time-worn  building,  once  the  church  and  the 
convent  of  the  Friret-Pricheurt,  known  by  the  then 
holy  name  of  Jacobins;  then  the  new  Jacobins  hold 
theii  dnb.  There,  in  that  oblong  hall,  once  the  libtary 
of  the  peaceful  monks,  assemble  the  idolaters  of  St. 
Bobe^ierte.  Two  immense  tribunes,  nised  st  eiUier 
end,  contain  the  lees  and  dregs  of  the  atrocious  popu- 
lace, —  the  miyority  of  that  audience  eonsisting  of  the 
furies  of  ttie  guillotine  (/urist  de  gvUlotine).  In  the 
midst  of  the  hall  an  the  bureau  and  chair  of  the  pieai- 
dent,  —  the  chair  long  preserved  by  the  piety  of  the 
monks  as  the  nlic  of  St.  Thomas  AqoinasI  Above  this 
seat  scowls  &.e  harsh  bust  of  Brutus.  An  iron  lamp 
and  two  branches  scatter  over  the  vast  room  a  murky, 
fuliginous  ray,  beneath  the  light  of  which   the  fierce 

*  Earth  ma;  ommble  back  into  earth;  the  Si^t  wUl  itlU  emps 
from  It*  frail  Cenement,  The  wind  of  the  •torn  ma;  icattar  U* 
ashv  1  his  bel&c  endoM*  I<»ever. 
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Ihm  of  that  Pand«inon!um  sMin  mo»  grin  and  hap 
gaid.  Then,  from  the  ontor's  trihsne,  ahrieka  tlw 
abriU  wisth  of  Boheapiene  1 

ICaanwhile  all  in  ohaoi,  duorder,  half  daring  and 
half  cowaidice,  in  the  Committee  of  hie  foea.  Homoia 
flj  from  atiaet  to  atreet,  from  haont  to  havnt,  from 
bouse  to  home.  The  swalloirs  flit  low,  aad  the  cattle 
gfoup  together  before  the  storm.  And  ahore  thia  roar 
of  the  lirei  and  things  of  the  little  hour,  alone  in  hia 
chamber  stood  he  on  whose  starry  yooth  —  symbol  of 
the  imperishable  bloom  of  the  calm  Ideal  amidst  the 
UMldering  Actual  —  the  eloods  of  ages  had  rolled  in 
vain. 

All  those  exertions  which  (odioaty  wit  and  coorage 
could  suggest  had  bean  tried  in  vain.  All  sieh  azer- 
tions  wan  in  rain,  where,  in  that  Saturnalia  of  death,  a 
life  was  the  object.  N'othing  bat  the  fall  of  Bobespierte 
eonld  have  sared  hia  rietima;  now,  too  late,  that  fall 
would  only  aerre  to  aveiige. 

Once  more,  in  that  last  agtmj  of  excitement  and 
despair,  the  seer  had  plunged  into  aolitude,  to  ioToke 
again  the  aid  at  oonnsel  of  thoee  myaterious  intermedi'- 
ates  between  earth  and  heaven  who  had  ranonnoed  the 
interemuae  of  the  spirit  when  subjected  to  the  common 
bondage  of  the  mortal.  la  the  intense  desire  and 
angoiah  of  his  heart,  perhaps,  lay  a  power  not  yet  called 
forth;  for  who  has  not  felt  that  the  sharpness  of  ex- 
beme  grief  cnta  and  grinds  away  many  of  those  strrageat 
bonds  of  infirmity  and  doubt  which  bind  down  the 
souls  of  men  to  the  cabined  darkness  of  the  hour;  and 
that  from  the  cloud  and  thanderstorm  often  swoops  the 
Olympian  eagle  that  can  raTish  us  aloftl 

And  the  inrooation  waa  heard,  —  the  bondage  of  aenas 
WM  rent  away  from  the  nanal  mind.     Ha  looked,  and 
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nw,  — no,  not  the  being  he  had  called,  vithiti  limhsof 
light  and  nnattMibly  tranquil  smile  —  not  his  familiu, 
AdoD-Ai,  the  8an  of  Oloi^  and  the  Star,  bat  the  Brit 
Omen,  th»  dark  Ohimeis,  itu  implacable  Poe,  with 
exultation  and  malice  bnming  in  ite  hell-lit  eyes.  The 
Etpaetttt,  no  Itniger  oowerii^  and  retreating  into  ahadow, 
Toae  before  him,  gigantic  and  erect;  the  face,  whose  Teil 
no  mortal  hand  had  ever  raised,  woa  still  eoneealed,  hot 
the  form  was  more  distinct,  oorporaal,  and  cast  from  it, 
as  an  atmosphere,  horror  and  rtge  and  awe.  As  an  iea- 
berg,  the  breath  of  that  preseooe  froze  the  air;  as  s 
cloud,  it  filled  the  ohambw  and  blackened  the  stsn  from 
heaven. 

"  Lol  "  said  its  voice,  "  I  am  here  once  mM«.  Thou 
hast  robbed  me  of  a  meaner  prej.  Xow  exorcise  thf 
ta^  from  my  powerl  Thy  life  has  left  thee,  to  live  in 
the  hesrt  of  a  daimihter  of  the  chamel  and  the  worm. 
la  that  life  I  come  to  thee  with  my  inaxonble  tread. 
Thou  art  returned  to  the  Threshold,  —  thou,  whose 
Maps  have  trodden  the  verges  of  the  Infinite !  And 
aa  the  goblin  of  its  bntaay  seises  on  a  child  in  the 
dark,  — mighty  «ne,  who  wouldat  oonqner  Death,  —I 
saiM  on  tiieel  " 

"  Back  to  thy  thraldom ,  slave  I  If  thou  sit  oona  to 
the  voice  that  called  thee  not,  it  is  again  not  to  com- 
mand, hut  to  obeyl  Thou,  from  whose  whispn  f 
gained  the  boons  of  the  lives  lovelier  and  dearer  than 
my  own;  thou, — I  command  thee,  not  by  spell  and 
charm,  but  by  the  force  of  a  soul  mightier  tiutn  the 
malice  of  thy  being,  —  thou  serve  me  yet,  and  speak 
again  the  eeeret  that  can  rescue  the  lives  thou  hast,  by 
permission  of  the  Universal  Master,  permitted  me  to 
ntain  awhile  in  the  temple  of  Aa  day  I  " 

Brigbt«  and  more  devouringly  bumad  the  glare  fnm 
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(hose  lurid  eyes;  mote  visible  »ad  ooloasal  yet  rose  the 
dilating  ahftpe;  a  yet  fiercer  and  more  disdainful  hate 
qrake  in  the  voice  that  answered, "  Didat  thou  think 
(hat  my  boon  would  be  other  than  thy  curse  t  Happy 
for  thee  hadst  thon  monmed  over  the  deaths  which  come 
liy  tiie  gentle  hand  of  Nature ,  —  badat  thou  never  known 
how  the  name  of  mothei  conaacrates  the  face  of  Beauty, 
and  never,  bending  over  thy.fint-boin,  felt  the  imper- 
iahable  awaetnass  of  a  father's  love  I  They  are  saved, 
for  whatt  —  the  mother,  for  the  death  of  violence  and 
ahame  and  blood,  for  the  doomsman's  hand  to  put 
aside  that  shining  hair  which  haa  entangled  thy  bride- 
groom kisaee;  (be  child,  first  and  last  of  thine  ofibpring, 
in  whom  thou  didst  hope  to  found  a  race  that  should 
hear  with  thee  the  music  of  celestial  harps,  and  float,  by 
the  side  of  thy  familiar,  Adon-Ai,  through  the  axure 
liveTs  of  joy,  —  (he  child,  to  live  on  a  few  days  as  a 
fungus  in  a  bnrial-vanlt,  a  thing  of  the  loathsome 
dungeon,  dying  of  cruelty  and  n^lect  and  famine. 
Hal  hal  thou  who  wonldst  baffle  Death,  learn  how  tiie 
deathless  die  if  they  dare  to  love  the  mortal.  Now, 
Chaldean,  behold  my  boons  I  Nov  1  seize  and  wrap 
thee  with  the  pestilence  of  my  presence;  now,  evermora, 
till  thy  long  race  is  ran,  mine  eyes  shall  glow  into  thy 
brain,  and  mine  anna  shall  clasp  thee,  when  thon 
wonldst  take  the  wings  of  the  Morning  and  flee  from  the 
embrace  of  Night!  " 

"  I  tell  thee,  nol  And  again  I  compel  thee,  speak  and 
answer  to  the  loid  who  can  command  his  slave.  I 
know,  thongh  my  lore  &iU  me,  and  the  reeds  on  which 
I  leaned  pieroe  my  side,  —  I  know  yet  thaX  it  is  written 
that  the  life  of  which  I  question  can  be  saved  from  the 
headsman.  Thou  wrappest  her  future  in  the  darkness 
of  titj  shadow,  hut  tlu>u  const  not  shape  it.     Thoa 
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mayert  foraohow  the  antidote ;  thou  caoet  not  eOtdt  the 
bane.  From  thee  I  wring  the  sectet,  though  it  tortora 
tiiee  to  name  it.  I  approach  thee,  —  I  look  dauntleia 
into  thine  ejea.  The  soul  that  lores  can  dare  all 
things.     Shadow,  I  def;  thee,  and  cotnpell  " 

The  spectre  waned  and  recoiled.  Like  a  vapor  that 
leaaens  as  ths  sun  pierces  and  perrades  it,  tJie  form 
shrank  cowering  and  dwarfed  in  the  dimmer  distance, 
and  through  the  casement  again  rnshad  the  stars. 

"Yes,"  said  the  Voice,  with  a  faint  and  hollow 
aoeent,  *  thou  oamt  ttare  her  from  the  headsman;  for  it 
is  written,  tiiat  sacrifice  con  save.  Hal  hal  "  And  the 
shape  again  suddenly  dilated  into  the  gloom  of  its  giant 
stature,  and  its  ghastly  laugh  exulted,  as  if  the  Foe,  a 
moment  baffled,  had  regained  its  might.  "  Hal  hal 
—  thou  canst  save  her  life,  if  thou  wilt  sacrifice  thine 
ownt  Is  it  for  this  thou  hast  lived  on  through  crum- 
bling empires  and  countless  generations  of  thy  race  I 
At  last  shall  Death  reclaim  theel  Wouldst  thou  save 
hert — die  for  hwt  Fall,  O  stately  column,  over  which 
atara  yet  unformed  may  gleam,  —  fall,  that  the  herb  at 
thy  base  may  drink  a  few  hours  longer  the  sunlight  and 
the  dewsl  Silentl  Ait  thou  ready  for  the  sacrifioeT 
See,  the  moon  moves  up  throi^h  heaven.  Beautiful 
and  wise  one,  wilt  thou  bid  her  smile  to-morrow  on  thy 
headless  clay  t " 

"Backl  for  my  soul,  in  answering  thee  from  depths 
where  thou  canst  not  hear  it,  has  r^ained  its  gloiy; 
and  I  hear  the  wings  of  Adon-Ai  gliding  musical  through 

He  spoke;  and,  with  a  low  shriek  of  baffied  rage  and 
hate,  the  Thing  was  gone,  and  through  ^e  room  rushed, 
lominous  and  sudden,  the  Presenoe  of  silvery  light. 

As  the  heavenly  visitor  stood  in  the  abaosphsM  o< 
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bis  ovn  loetn,  and  looked  apon  the  face  of  the  Theui- 
giat  with  an  aspect  of  ioefTable  tendemeOB  and  love,  all 
space  seemed  lighted  from  hia  smile.  Along  tba  hlus 
air  without,  from  that  ahamber  in  which  hia  wings  had 
halted,  to  the  farthest  star  in  the  amre  distance,  it 
seemed  as  if  the  track  of  his  flight  were  visible,  bj  a 
lengthened  splendor  in  the  air,  like  the  column  of  mooa- 
light  on  the  sea.  Like  the  flower  that  diSusee  perfume 
as  the  Tei7  breath  of  its  life,  so  the  emanation  of  that 
presence  was  joy.  Over  the  world,  as  a  million  times 
swifter  than  light,  than  eleotrioity ,  the  Son  of  Glory  had 
sped  his  way  to  the  side  of  love,  his  wings  had  scattered 
delight  as  the  morning  scatters  dew.  For  that  brief 
moment.  Poverty  had  ceased  to  moam,  I>isease  fled 
from  ito  prey,  and  Hope  breathed  a  dream  of  Heaven 
into  the  darkness  of  Despair. 

*  Thou  art  right,"  said  the  melodious  Yoioe.  "  Thy 
ooniage  has  restored  tby  power.  Once  more,  in  the 
haunts  of  earth,  thy  soul  charms  me  to  thy  side.  Wiser 
now,  in  the  moment  when  thou  comprehendest  Death, 
than  when  thy  unfettered  spirit  learned  the  solemn 
mystery  of  Life ;  the  human  affections  tiiat  thralled  and 
hnmhled  thee  awhile  bring  to  thee,  in  these  last  hours 
of  thy  mortality,  the  sublimest  heritage  of  thy  race,  -~ 
the  eternity  that  commences  from  the  grave." 

"0  Adon-Ai,"  eaid  the  Chaldean,  as,  cizaamfnsed  in 
the  splendor  of  the  visitant,  a  glory  more  radiant  than 
human  beauty  settled  round  his  form,  and  seemed 
already  to  belong  to  tlie  eternity  of  which  the  Bright 
One  spoke,  "  as  men,  before  they  die,  see  and  compre- 
hend the  enigmas  hidden  from  them  before,*  so  in  this 

■  The  greatast  poet,  and  one  of  the  noblnt  thinkers,  of  the  but 
age,  i^d,  on  hli  deathbed,  "  Hsnj  thingi  obacnra  to  me  befon 
now  cleat  np,  and  become  Tinble."  —  StetMa  Life  of  SdiiiUr. 
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hour,  when  the  Bacrifice  of  self  to  uiotlier  brings  ttie 
course  of  ages  to  its  goal,  I  see  the  littleness  of  Life, 
oompared  to  the  majesty  of  Death;  but  oh,  Divine 
Consoler,  even  here,  erea  in  thy  presence,  the  oflbctions 
that  inspire  me,  saddea.  To  leave  behind  me  in  this  had 
world,  unaided,  unprotected,  those  for  whom  I  diel  the 
wifet  the  childl  — oh,  speak  comfort  to  me  in  this!  " 

"  And  what,"  said  the  visitor,  with  a  slight  accent 
of  reproof  in  the  tone  of  celestial  pity,  —  "  what,  wiUi 
all  thy  wisdom  and  thy  starry  secrets,  with  all  thy 
empire  of  the  past,  and  thy  visions  of  the  future ;  what 
art  thou  to  the  All-Diiecting  and  Omniscientt  Canst 
thou  yet  imagine  that  thy  presence  on  earth  can  give  to 
the  hearts  thou  lovest  the  shelter  which  the  hnmblest 
take  from  the  wings  of  the  Presenoe  that  lives  in 
heavent  Fear  not  thou  for  their  future.  Whether 
thou  live  or  die,  their  future  is  the  care  of  Hie  Most 
High!  In  the  dungeon  and  on  the  scaffold  looks 
evertssting  the  Eye  of  Hm,  tenderer  than  thou  to  love, 
wiser  than  thou  to  guide,  mightier  thui  thou  to  save  I " 

Zanoni  bowed  his  head;  and  when  he  looked  np 
again,  the  last  shadow  had  left  his  brow.  The  visitor 
was  gone ;  but  etill  the  glory  of  bis  presence  eeemed  to 
shine  upon  the  spot,  still  the  solitary  air  seemed  to 
murmur  with  tremulous  delight.  And  thus  ever  shall 
it  be  with  those  who  have  once,  detaching  themselves 
utterly  from  life,  received  the  visit  of  the  Angsl 
Fajth.  Solitude  and  space  retain  the  splendor,  and  it 
settles  like  a  halo  round  theii  graves. 
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Dliiii  tax  BlvmeDfloi  der  Bterna 
AnfgeachuHt  liebewum, 
Vam'  ihn  franndlich  Arm  in  Arb 
Tng'  UiD  IB  dis  bku  Fen«. 

UriiAvd,  Am  dm  Ttd. 
Tim  tomida  ths  Qwdra  of  Uw  SMr 

Lift  ap  thine  tmptot  mrta  with  Iotb, 
And,  frJMidllka  Unk'd  thiongh  ipaca  tlmx, 

Honut  iritb  him,  um  in  ana,  abo**. 

VmtMn,  PMm  (o  AmA. 

Hk  stood  upon  th«  lofl;  faaloonj  that  OT«rlook«d  th« 
quiet  city.  Thoogh  ftfar,  the  fieniMt  paMKou  ctf  man 
wen  at  voik  on  the  web  of  atrife  and  doom,  all  that 
gave  itaelf  to  his  Tiew  was  calm  and  still  in  the  lajs  of 
the  EUmmM  nuxm,  for  his  soul  was,  wrapped  from  man 
and  man's  narrow  sphere,  and  only  the  setener  gloriM 
of  oreMiion  won  present  lo  the  visum  of  the  seer. 
There  ho  stood,  alone  and  thoughtful,  to  take  the  last 
farewell  of  the  wtHtdrons  life  Uiat  he  had  known. 

Comsing  thnmgh  the  fislds  of  apace,  he  heheld  tb» 
gossamer  shapes,  whoee  choral  jojs  his  spirit  had  so 
often  ahoTod.  There,  group  upon  group,  they  circled 
in  the  starry  silence  multiform  in  the  unimaginahle 
beauty  of  a  being  fed  by  ambrosial  dews  and  eerenest 
light.  In  his  trance,  all  the  omTerae  atietched  risible 
beyond ;  in  the  green  valleyH  afar,  he  saw  the  dances  of 
the  fairies;  in  the  bowels  of  the  mountains,  he  beheld 
the  laee  that  breathe  the  lurid  air  of  the  volcanoes, 
and  hide  from  the  light  of  hearea ;  on  orery  leaf  in  the 
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unmlMrlMS  foreote,  in  everj  drop  of  tiie  muneasand 
sra^  he  Borveyed  its  aepaTate  uid  Bwanning  world;  far 
wp,  in  th«  futhest  blue,  he  saw  oib  upon  orb  ripening 
into  ihapQ,  and  planeto  starting  from  the  central  fire, 
to  nin  Uieir  day  of  ten  thousand  years.  For  evsrywhere 
in  eieation  is  the  breath  of  ttke  Creator,  and  in  every 
spot  where  the  breath  breathes  is  lifel  And  alone,  in 
the  distance,  the  lonely  man  beheld  his  Magian  brother, 
lleie,  at  work  with  his  nnmbera  and  his  Cabala,  amidst 
the  wrecks  of  Borne,  passionless  and  calm,  sat  in  hie  oell 
the  mystic  Mejnonr, —  tiring  on,  living  erer  while  the 
world  lasts,  indifferent  whether  his  knowledge  prodooes 
weal  or  woe;  a  mechanical  agent  of  a  more  tender  and 
a  wiser  will,  that  guides  every  spring  to  its  inscrutable 
designe.  Living  on,  —  Uving  ever,  —  as  science  that 
eaies  alone  for  Imowledge,  and  halts  not  to  consider  how 
knowledge  advances  hq>pinees;  how  Human  Impiove- 
ment,  rushing  through  civilization,  oiuahes  in  its, match 
all  who  cannot  grapple  to  its  wheels;'  ever,  with  its 
Cabala  and  its  number.  Uvea  mi  to  change,  in  its  blood- 
Ims  movameats,  the  faee  of  the  habitatde  world  I 

And,  "  Oh,  faiewell  to  life !  "  murmured  the  glotiooa 
dreamer.  "  Sweet,  0  life  I  hsst  thou  been  to  me. 
Bow  fatiaomlesa  thy  joys, — how  r&pturonsly  has  my 
sool  boonded  forth  upon  the  upward  paths!    To   him 

1  *'Ton  oolcniM  the  Isnds  of  tha  savage  with  the  An^cvSazoD, 
— JOB  dTiliie  that  portion  of  (Aacartt,-  bat  U  theMUKi^dTiHMdt 
He  Is  ezterminatMl  1  Ton  accnnnlate  msohinery,  —  yon  mcmaa 
the  total  of  wealth ;  b«(  what  beeomw  of  the  labor  f  on  displsoa  I 
OBegeoflBMkmissaarifieedtothenezt.  YoadiBaaekoowledjp,— 
sad  the  world  seems  to  gtow  brighter ;  bnt  DiBcontant  st  Povertj 
i^ilaoas  ^notance,  happj  with  its  emtt.  ETerj-  improrement, 
•TBij  advauoemsnt  in  dviUiatloD,  mjnret  some,  to  benefit  othen, 
aod  dther  cherishes  the  want  of  to-daj,  oi  piepaies  the  ivrolntiin 
."— BnrBBX  HoBT^en. 


n,s,t,..d:,i.  Google 


Z&NOHl  SOS 

who  foTCTet  Tenewi  Ids  youth  in  the  clear  fcmat  tA 
Katnie,  hov  ezquiaite  is  the  meze  hi^pineai  to  be/ 
Farevell,  ye  lunps  of  heaven,  and  je  miUioB  taribeih 
the  Popolacfl  of  Air.  ITot  a  mote  is  the  beam,  not  an 
herb  on  the  moantein,  not  a  pebble  4m  the  aboie,  not 
a  seed  fai^blown  into  the  wildBt&eaa,  bat  oontribatod 
to  the  lore  that  songbt  in  all  the  tene  prinoipls  of  life, 
the  Beautiful,  the  Joyous,  the  ImmortaL  To  othen,  a 
laad,  a  city,  ■  hearth,  has  been  a  home ;  tny  home  has 
been  wheiever  the  intellect  could  pteioe,  or  the  spirit 
could  Invathe  the  ait. " 

He  paosed,  and  through  the  immeamrable  space  his 
eyes  and  his  heart,  penetrating  the  dismal  dungeon, 
rested  on  his  child.  He  saw  it  slumbering  in  the  omu 
of  the  pale  mother,  and  his  sonl  spoke  to  the  sleeping 
aoul.  "  Forgive  me,  if  my  deaire  was  sin ;  I  dreamed 
to  have  reared  and  nortored  thee  to  the  divinest  des- 
tinies my  visions  could  foresee.  Betimes,  aa  the  mort«l 
part  was  strengthened  against  disease,  to  have  purified 
the  spiritual  from  every  sin;  to  have  led  thee,  heaven 
apon  heaven,  through  &e  holy  ecstasies  which  make 
ap  the  ezbtence  of  the  orders  that  dwell  on  high;  to 
have  formed,  from  thy  sublime  affactioos,  the  pure  and 
ever-living  communication  between  thy  mother  and 
myself.  The  dream  was  but  a  dream, — it  is  no  morel 
In  sight  myself  of  the  grave,  I  feel,  at  last,  that  through 
the  portals  of  the  grave  lies  the  true  initiation  into  the 
holy  and  the  wise.  Beyond  those  portals  I  await  ye 
both,  beloved  pilgrims !  " 

From  his  numbers  and  his  Cabala,  in  his  cell,  amidst 
the  wrecks  of  Rome,  Mejnoor,  startled,  looked  up,  and 
through  the  spirit,  felt  that  the  spirit  of  his  distant 
friend  addressed  him. 

*  Fare  thee  well  forever  upon  this  earth !    Thy  last 
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compuiioa  fanakee  thy  aide.  Thine  age  mrriTeB  the 
youth  (rf  all;  aitd  the  Final  Day  shall  find  thee  Btill 
tin  oontemplator  of  our  tombe.  I  go  vith  my  fne 
will  into  tiie  Uud  of  daikneas;  but  new  emu  and  sys- 
tems blase  arODnd  us  from  the  grave.  I  go  where  the 
souls  of  those  for  whom  I  resigQ  the  day  shall  be  my 
oo-mates  through  eternal  youth.  At  laat  I  recc^ize 
the  tone  (ftdeal  and  the  real  victory.  Honour,  cast 
down  itij  elixir ;  lay  by  thy  load  of  years !  Wherever 
the  soul  con  wander,  tiie  Eternal  Soul  of  all  things  pn>> 
toots  it  still  I " 
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Vtut  iwlaut  phM  ftrin  xa 

It  wu  late  that  night,  and  R&i^-FnuiQoiB  Dumu, 
Pierident  of  the  Revolutionary  Tribunal,  had  re-entered 
his  cabinet,  on  hii  return  from  the  Jacobin  Club. 
With  htm  were  two  men  who  might  be  said  to  represent, 
tiie  one  the  moral,  tiie  other  the  phyeical  force  of  the 
Beign  of  Tenor:  Fouquier-TinTille,  the  Public 
Aeott^,  and  Ii'ianQoia  Heariot,  the  Qenerat  of  the 
Parisian  National  Guard.  This  formidable  triumvirate 
were  aaeembled  to  debate  on  the  proceedings  of  the  next 
day;  and  tiie  three  eister-witchea  over  their  hellish 
caldron  were  scarcely  animated  by  a  more  fiend-like 
spirit,  or  engaged  in  more  execrable  designs,  than  these 
three  heroes  of  the  Bevclution  in  their  premeditated 
masBWre  of  the  morrow. 

Dumas  was  but  little  altered  in  appearance  sinoe,  in 
the  earlier  part  of  this  narrative,  he  was  presented  to 
the  reader,  except  that  his  maimer  was  somewhat  more 
short  and  severe,  and  his  eye  yet  more  restless.  But 
be  seemed  almost  a  superior  being  by  the  side  of  hie 
asBociates.  R^n^  Dumes,  bom  of  reepectable  parents, 
and  well  educated,  despite  his  ferocity,  was  not  without 
a  certain  refinement,  which  perhaps  rendered  him  the 
more  acceptable  to  the  precise  and  formal  Robespierre.* 
But  Henriot  had  been  a  lackey,  a  thief,  a  spy  of  the 

*  Tbtj  mmld  not  lose  another  moment  of  m  ptedoni  a  nl^il. 
I  Dnmaa  was  a  bean  in  hu  waf .    His  galadim  th  a  bieod-rti 
Mo^  wteh  the  fluMt  raSta. 
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police;  lie  had  drank  the  blood  of  Msdame  de  L»mh*Ue, 
and  had  risen  to  hii  preoent  ranlc  tor  no  quality  but 
hie  rofflaniam;  and  FoTtquiBr-Tinrille,  the  son  of  a 
pioTiiunal  agricultahat,  and  aftervards  a  clerk  at  the 
Boreas  of  the  Police,  waa  little  leas  base  in  hia  maunera, 
and  yet  more,  fiom  a  certain  loathsome  buffbonei;, 
revolting  in  his  speech,  —  bull-headed,  with  black,  sleek 
hair,  vith  a  narrov  and  livid  forehead,  with  small  ej'es, 
that  twinkled  with  a  ainiatar  mslioe;  strongly  and 
ooaisely  built,  he  looked  what  he  was,  the  audaciova 
bully  of  a  lawless  and  releutleea  Bar. 

Dumas  trimmed  the  candles,  and  bent  over  the  liat 
of  the  victims  for  the  morrow. 

"  It  is  a  long  cstalt^e,"  said  the  president;  "  eighty 
trials  for  one  day !  And  Robespierre's  orders  to  despatch 
tiie  whole /ourn^e  are  nnequivocal. " 

"Pooh I "  aaid  Pouqoier,  with  a  ooaise,  lond  laugh; 
"we  moat  try  them  on  moMe,  I  know  how  to  deal 
with  our  jury.  '  Je  paue,  ntoyent,  que  vous  itet 
eonvaineiu  du  erime  dtt  aeeuiii  ?  '  *  Ha  I  ha  I  —  the 
longer  the  list,  the  shorter  the  work." 

*  Oh,  yes,"  growled  out  Henriot,  with  an  oath,  —  aa 
usual,  h&lf-drunk,  and  lolling  on  bis  ohaii,  with  hia 
spurred  heels  on  the  table,  — "  little  Tinville  ia  the 
man  for  despatch." 

"  Gitixen  Henriot,"  aaid  Dnmas,  gravely,  "  permit  me 
to  request  thee  to  select  anottier  footstool ;  and  for  the 
rest,  let  me  warn  thee  that  to-morrow  ia  a  critical  and 
important  day;  one  that  will  decide  the  fote  of  France." 

"A  fig  for  little  France!  Vive  le  Vertueux  Robes- 
pierre,  la  Colotme  dt  la  Bipuhlique  f  *    Plague  on  this 

1  I  think,  cdtiMiu,  that  jon  are  ooiiTineed  of  the  crime  ol  the 
aecwfl. 
'  IiOdg  1U«  to  (Iw  riitaou  Bobeipiem,  the  pillai  of  the  Bepnblkl 
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telktug;  it  ia  diy  irork.  Haat  tlioa  no  mv  ds  viein 
that  little  onpbosnlt " 

DamaB  and  Fonquiar  exchanged  looks  of  diagnsb 
Dumas  ahrogged  his  shoulders,  and  replied,  — 

"  It  is  to  guard  the«  against  eau  de  vis,  Citisen  Oen- 
eral  Henriot,  that  I  hare  requested  thee  to  meet  ms 
here.     Listen  if  thoa  oansti  " 

"  Oh,  talk  away  t  thy  m4tiar  is  to  talk,  mine  to  fight 
and  to  drink. " 

" To-monow,  I  tell  thee  then,  the  populace  will  be 
ataoad;  all  factions  vill  be  aatir.  It  is  prohatde  enough 
that  they  will  even  seek  to  arrest  oar  tumbrils  on  their 
tray  to  &e  guillotine.  Have  thy  men  armed  and  ready ; 
keep  the  streets  elear ;  out  down  without  mercy  whom- 
soever may  obetruct  tiie  ways." 

"I  nnderstand,"  said  Henriot,  striking  his  sword  so 
loudly  that  Dumaa  half-Btorted  at  the  clank,  —  "  Blade 
Henriot  is  no  'Indulgent. '  " 

"  Look  to  it,  then,  oitisen,  —  look  to  it!  And  hark 
thae,"  he  added,  with  a  grave  and  sombre  brow,  "if 
thoQ  wouldat  keep  thine  own  head  on  thy  sbouldeis, 
beware  of  the  »av  dt  vie." 

"Hy  own  hwil  —  taere  milU  ttmnorretl  Dost  tiion 
tiueaten  the  general  of  the  Parisian  army  T " 

Dnntas,  like  Bobespierre,  a  precise,  atrabilious,  and 
arrogant  man,  was  about  to  retort,  when  the  oraftiei 
Tinville  laid  hia  hand  on  his  arm,  and,  turning  to  the 
general,  said,  "  My  dear  Henriot,  thy  dauntless  lepub- 
licaniem,  which  is  too  ready  to  give  offence,  must  learn 
to  take  a  reprimand  from  the  representative  of  Bepubli- 
can  Law.  Seriously ,  mon  eker,  thon  must  be  sober  for 
the  next  three  or  four  days ;  aftei'  the  crisis  is  over,  thou 
and  I  will  drink  a  bottle  together.    Oome,  Dumas,  relax 
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UiinQ  aTisterity,  and  ehake  hands  with  ottr  triend.  No 
quairels  amongst  ouraelves  !  " 

Ihimas  heaitAted,  and  extended  his  hand,  which  ttie 
ruffian  clasped;  and,  maudlin  teats  snooeeding  hia  fero- 
city, be  half-aobbed,  half-hicooughed  fortli  hit  proteata- 
tiona  of  civiatn  and  his  promises  of  sobnety. 

"Well,  we  depend  on  thee,  mon  gitUral,"  aaid 
Dnmas;  "and  now,  sinoe  we  ah&ll  all  have  need  ol 
vigor  for  to-moTTow,  go  home  and  sleep  aoundlj." 

'Tea,  I  foi^ve  thee,  Ihimas,  —  I  foi^ve  thee.  I 
am  not  vindictive,  —  It  bat  still,  if  a  man  thnateoa 
me;  if  a  man  ioanlta  me  — "  and,  with  the  qniok 
changes  of  intoxication,  ^g&in  his  eyes  gleamed  fin 
thiongh  their  foul  tears.  WiUi  some  difficalty  Fonquiei 
SQOceeded  at  last  in  soothing  the  bmte,  and  leading  him 
from  the  chamber.  But  still,  aa  eome  wild  beaat  diaap- 
pointed  of  a  pny,  be  growled  and  snarled  as  hie  heavy 
tread  descended  the  stairs.  A  tall  trooper,  mounted, 
Was  leading  Henriot'a  horse  to  and  fio  tba  atteeta ;  and 
as  the  general  waited  at  the  porch  till  his  attendant 
turned,  a  stranger  stationed  b;  Hie  wall  accosted  hitn: 

"  General  Henriot,  I  have  deaired  to  speak  with  thee. 
Ifext  to  Robespierre,  tbou  art,  or  shonldst  be,  the  moit 
powerful  man  in  France." 

"HemI  — yes,  I  oi^ht  to  bo.  What  thent— every 
man  has  not  his  deserts  I  " 

"Histl"  aaid  the  stranger;  "thy  pay  ia  scarcely 
suitable  to  thy  rank  and  thy  wants.  *' 

"That  is  true." 

"Even  in  a  revolution,  a  man  takes  oare  of  hii 
fortunes  I " 

"  J>iabte  /  speak  out,  citizen." 

"  T  have  a  thousand  pieces  of  gold  with  me.  —  they  are 
thine,  if  thou  wilt  grant  me  one  small  favor," 
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"CitiMn,  I  grant  Itl  "  Mid  Henriot,  wtTuig  bis  band 
m^jeatieallf.  "  Is  it  to  denonnoo  some  nsctl  who  hu 
ofltoded  thee  t " 

"  Vo;  it  ia  rimpl;  this:  write  these  words  to  Fnai- 
dentDamu,  '  Admit  the  besier  to  thy  presence ;  sad, 
if  thou  oanst,  ^nt  him  the  request  he  will  make  to 
tiiee,  it  will  be  on  inestimable  obligation  to  Fntn^ia 
Henriot.'"  The  Btraoger,  u  he  spoke,  placed  pencil 
ftnd  tablets  in  the  shaking  hands  of  the  soldier. 

"  And  where  is  the  gold  t " 

"Here." 

With  some  ditScult^,  Henriot  sorawled  the  words 
dictated  to  him,  clutched  ibe  gold,  mounted  his  horse, 
and  was  gone. 

Keaawhile  Fouqoier,  when  he  bad  closed  the  door 
upon  Henriot,  said  sharply,  "  How  canst  thou  be  so 
mad  as  to  incense  that  brigand  t  Knowest  thon  not  that 
our  laws  are  nothing  without  the  ph^Bical  force  of  the 
National  Guard,  and  that  he  is  their  leader  T  " 

*  I  know  this,  that  Bobespierre  must  hare  been  mad  to 
place  that  drunkard  at  their  head ;  and  mark  my  words, 
Fouquier,  if  the  smuggle  come,  it  is  that  man's  inca* 
pacity  and  cowardice  that  will  destroy  us.  Yes,  thou 
mayst  live  thyself  to  accuse  thy  belored  Bobespierre, 
and  to  perish  in  bis  fall." 

"  For  all  that,  we  moat  keep  well  with  Henriot  till 
we  can  find  the  occasion  to  seize  and  behead  him.  To 
be  aafe,  we  must  fawn  on  those  who  are  still  in  power; 
and  fawn  the  more,  the  more  we  would  depose  them. 
Do  not  think  this  Henriot,  when  he  wakes  to-morrow, 
will  forget  thy  threats.  He  is  the  most  Terengaful  of 
human  beings.  Thou  must  send  and  soothe  him  in  the 
morning  I " 

'  Bight,"  said  Dumas,  oonvinoed.     '  I  was  too  hasty; 
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and  DOW  I  ^liok  we  have  nottiiiig  farther  to  do,  mice 
we  have  Bnaaged  to  make  short  work  with  ooi  founiM 
of  to-morrow.  I  see  in  the  list  a  knave  I  have  long 
marked  o\A,  though  hi>  crime  onoe  procaied  m»  a 
legacf,  —  Nieot,  the  H^bertUt." 

"And  young  Andrd  Chenier,  the  poett  Ah,  I 
forgot;  we  beheaded  Aim  to-day  I  BoTolutioiuiry  virtus 
ii  at  ita  aomd.     His  own  brother  abandoned  him."'- 

"  There  is  a  foteignei,  —  an  Italian  woman  in  the  list; 
but  I  can  find  no  charge  made  out  against  her." 

"  All  the  same  we  most  execute  her  for  the  sake  of 
the  round  number;  eighty  sounds  better  than  seventy- 
nine  1 " 

Here  a  hmttier  brought  a  paper  on  which  was  written 
tbe  request  of  Henriot, 

"Ahl  this  is  fortunate,"  said  Tinville,  to  whom 
Dnraae  chucked  the  soroU, — "grant  the  prayer  by  all 
means;  so  at  least  that  it  does  not  lessen  our  bead-rolL 
But  I  will  do  Henriot  the  justice  to  say  that  he  never 
aJks  to  let  ofi^  but  to  put  on.  Good-nightl  I  am 
worn  out  —  my  escort  waits  below.  Only  on  such  an 
occasion  would  I  venture  forth  in  the  streets  at  night."  * 
And  Fouquier,  with  a  long  yawn,  quitted  the  room. 

>  Hi*  brothsr  U  vid,  iodMd,  to  hsvg  ooDtribntsd  to  the  oon- 
detuution  of  thii  Tirtnoiu  and  Ulaitrioui  penon.  H«  was  haard 
to  cr;  sloud,  "Si  man  frire  art  coapable,  qu'il  poriMc"  (If  uy 
brother  be  onlpable,  1st  him  diaX  Tbii  brother,  Hsrie-Jonpfa,  alts 
■  po«t,  »nd  tha  author  of  "Charles  IX.,"  so  celobnted  in  the 
esrlEer  dsji  of  the  RaTolation,  eqjoyed,  of  eonne,  socordlng  to 
the  vonted  justice  of  the  world,  a  triumphant  career,  and  waa  ^m- 
clamed  in  tlie  Champ  de  Han  "  le  premier  de*  polita*  Vt^a^^a," 
a  title  due  to  hi*  nmiderad  brother. 

*  Dnriuft  the  Utter  part  of  the  Bai{^  of  Terror,  Fooquter  ranlj 
stirred  ont  at  night,  sod  never  vithaut  an  aaooit.  In  the  Belgn  of 
Terror  tboas  most  tsnifled  wen  its  ktaob 
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'  Admit  the  beararl  "  nid  Dumas ,  who,  withered  aad 
dried,  aa  lawyers  in  piaotioe  moatly  ate,  seemed  to 
lequin  aa  little  aleep  aa  hia  panhmenta. 

The  itnuger  entered. 

"  Bto^-FranQoia  Dmaaa,"  said  he,  seating  bimseli  . 
opposite  to  the  president,  and  markedly  adopting  the 
plural,  as  if  in  oratempt  of  the  revolutionary  jargon, 
"amidat  the  excitement  and  ooonpatioiia  of  your  lat«r 
life,  I  know  not  if  yon  con  remember  that  we  hare  met 
before  t " 

The  jadge  scanned  the  features  of  bis  visitor,  and  a 
pals  blush  settled  on  hia  sallow  eheeks,  "  Tos,  citiiwa, 
I  remember  1 " 

"  And  you  reoall  &»  words  I  then  nttered  I  Yon 
spoke  tenderly  and  philanUiropically  of  your  honor  of 
capital  exeoutions;  you  exulted  in  the  approaching 
Revolution  as  the  termination  of  all  sangninary  punish- 
ments; yon  quoted  reverently  the  saying  of  Msximilien 
Robespierre,  the  rising  statesman,  '  The  executioner  is 
the  invention  of  the  tyrant: '  and  I  replied,  that  while 
yon  spoke,  a  foreboding  seized  ma  that  we  should  meet 
again  when  your  ideas  of  death  and  the  philosophy  of 
revolntioiis  might  be  chongedl  Was  I  right.  Citizen 
Bte^-Fraotjoia  Dnmas,  President  of  the  Bevolntionary 
Tribunal  I" 

'  Pooh  I  "  said  Dumas,  with  some  confusion  on  his 
brazen  brow,  "  I  spoke  then  as  men  speak  who  have  not 
aoted.  Revolutions  are  not  made  wiUi  rose-waterl 
Bat  truce  to  the  gossip  of  the  long-ago.  I  remember, 
also,  that  thou  didst  then  save  the  life  of  my  relation, 
and  it  will  please  thee  to  learn  that  his  intended  mur- 
derer will  he  guillotined  to-morrow." 

"That  oonoemB  yoaieelf, — your  justice  or  your 
revenge.     Permit  me  the  ^^sm  to  remind  you  that 
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yon  tben  promiaed  that  if  evei  a  day  should  come  vben 
you  could  serve  me,  yout  life  —  yes,  the  phrase  was, 
'  your  heart's  blood '  — r  was  at  my  bidding.  Think 
not,  austere  judge,  that  I  come  to  ask  a  boon  that  can 
.  affect  yourself,  —  I  coma  but  to  ask  a  day's  respite  for 
another  1  " 

"Oitisen,  it  is  impossible!  I  have  the  order  of 
Siobeepierre  that  not  one  less  than  the  total  on  my  list 
must  undergo  their  trial  for  to-monow.  As  for  the 
Terdiot,  that  rests  with  the  juryl  " 

"  I  do  not  ask  you  to  diminiBb  the  oatalogue.  Listen 
still  I  In  your  death-roll  there  is  the  name  of  an 
Italian  woman  whoee  youth,  whose  beauty,  and  whose 
freedom,  not  only  from  every  crime,  but  every  tangible 
chai^,  will  excite  only  compasaion,  and  not  terror. 
£ven  you  would  tremble  to  pronounce  her  sentenoe.  It 
will  be  dangerous  on  a  day  when  the  populace  will  be 
excited,  when  your  tumbrils  may  be  arrested,  to  expose 
youth  and  innocence  and  beauty  to  the  pity  and  courage 
of  a  revolted  crowd." 

Dumas  looked  op  and  shrunk  from  the  eye  of  the 
strainer. 

"  I  do  not  deny,  citizen,  that  there  is  reason  in  what 
thou  uigeat.     But  my  orders  are  positive." 

"  PoBitive  only  as  to  the  number  of  the  victims.  I 
offer  you  a  subetitute  for  this  one.  I  offer  you  the  head 
of  a  man  who  knows  all  of  the  very  conspiracy  which 
now  threatens  Kobeepierre  and  yourself,  and  compared 
with  one  clew  to  which,  you  would  think  even  eighty 
ordinary  lives  a  cheap  purchase." 

"  That  alters  the  case,"  said  Dumaa,  ee^rly;  "  if  thou 
const  do  this,  on  my  own  responsibility  I  will  poetpone 
the  trial  of  the  Italian.     Now  name  the  proxy  I  " 

"  You  behold  him  I  " 
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'  Tlioul  **  exolaimed  Dumoa,  while  a  fear  he  oonld  not 
conceal  betrayed  itself  through  his  sarpriBe.  "Thonl 
—  and  thou  comeat  to  me  alone  at  night,  to  offer  thyself 
to  jnstiee.  Hal  —  thia  is  a  snare.  Tremble,  fooll  — 
thou  art  in  my  pover,  and  I  oan  have  both  /  " 

"  You  can,"  mid  the  stranger,  with  a  calm  smile  of 
disdain;  "bnt  my  life  is  valueless  without  my  revela- 
tians.  8it  still,  I  command  yon,  —  hear  rael  "  and  the 
light  in  those  dauntless  eyes  spell-bound  and  awed  the 
judge,  '  You  will  remove  me  to  the  Conciergerie, —  you 
will  fizmy  trial,  under  the  name  of  Zanoni,  amidst  your 
foumSt  of  to-monow.  If  I  do  not  satisfy  you  by  my 
apeeeh,  you  hold  the  woman  I  die  to  save  as  your  host- 
age. It  is  but  the  reprieve  for  her  of  a  single  day  that 
I  -demand.  The  day  following  the  morrow  I  shall  be 
dust,  and  you  may  wnalc  your  vengeance  on  the  life  that 
remains.  Tnah!  judge  and  eondemner  of  thousands, 
do  you  hesitate,  —  do  you.  imagine  that  the  man  who 
voluntarily  oSbis  himself  to  death  will  be  daunted  into 
ottering  one  syllable  at  your  Bar  against  his  willt 
Have  you  not  had  experience  enough  of  the  inflexibility 
of  pride  and  eouiage  I  President,  I  plaoe  before  you  the 
ink  and  Implements!  Write  to  the  jailer  a  reprieve  of 
one  day  for  the  woman  whose  life  oan  avail  yon  nothing, 
and  I  will  bei^  the  order  to  my  own  prison :  I,  who  can 
now  tell  this  much  as  an  earnest  of  what  I  oan  com- 
mnnieatef  —  while  Isp6ak,youzown  name,  judge,  is  in 
■  list  of  death.  I  can  tell  yon  by  whose  hand  it  is 
written  down;  I  can  tell  yon  in  what  quarter  to  look 
for  danger;  I  can  tell  you  &om  what  cloud,  in  this 
lurid  atmosphere,  hangs  the  storm  that  shall  burst  on 
Bobespierre  and  his  reign  I  " 

Dumas  grew  pale ;  and  his  eyes  vainly  sought  to  eseaps 
the  magnetia  gase  that  overpowered  and  mastered  him. 
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Mecluuiicallf ,  and  as  if  under  an  agency  not  his  own, 
be  wrote  while  the  stranger  dictated, 

"  Well,"  he  Bald  then,  forcing  s  smile  to  his  lips, 
"  I  promised  I  would  serve  you ;  see,  I  am  fsithfol  to 
my  word.  I  suppose  that  you  are  one  of  those  focJs  oi 
feeling,  —  those  professors  of  anti-reToIutionary  virtue, 
of  whom  I  have  seen  cot  a  few  before  my  Bar.  Faugh 
it  sickens  me  to  see  those  who  make  a  merit  of  incivism, 
and  perish  to  save  some  bad  patriot,  because  it  is  a  son, 
or  a  father,  or  a  wife,  or  a  daughter,  who  is  saved." 

"I  am  one  of  those  fools  of  feeling,"  said  tiie  stran- 
ger, rising.     '  You  have  divined  aright" 

"  And  wilt  thoa  not,  in  return  for  my  mercy,  utter 
to-night  the  revelations  thoa  wooldst  proclaim  to- 
monowl  Come;  and  perhaps  thou  too  —  nay,  the 
woman  also  —  may  receive,  not  reprieve,  but  pardon. " 

"  Before  your  trihonal,  and  there  alonel  fToi  will  I 
deceive  you,  president.  My  information  may  avail  you 
not;  and  even  while  I  show  the  cloud,  the  bolt  may  fall." 

"Tushl  prophet,  look  to  thyself  I  Oo,  madiosit, 
go,  I  know  too  well  the  contumacious  obstinacy  of  the 
class  to  which  I  suspect  thou  belongest,  to  waste  further 
words.  Diabls  I  but  yb  grow  so  accostemed  to  look 
OR  death,  that  ye  forget  the  respect  ye  owe  to  it.  Since 
thou  offerest  me  thy  head,  I  accept  it.  To-morrow 
thon  mayst  repent;  it  will  be  too  late." 

"  Ay,  too  late,  president!  "  echoed  ttie  calm  viaitOT. 

"But,  remember,  it  is  not  pardon,  it  is  but  a  day's 
reprieve,  I  have  promised  to  this  woman.  According 
as  thou  dost  satisfy  me  to-morrow,  she  lives  or  dies.  I 
am  &ank,  citisen;  thy  ghost  shall  not  haunt  me  for 
want  of  faith." 

*  It  is  but  a  day  that  I  have  asked;  the  rest  I  leare  to 
justice  and  to  Heaven.     Your  hviuien  wait  belosf." 
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Vvi  dsn  Mordftahl  teh'  ich  bltuken ; 
Vnd  dM  Morderange  glnhn  I  > 

KattandTo. . 

Viola  wu  in  the  prison  tfaat  opened, not  but  for  tiiow 
alretdy  condemned  before  adjudged.  Since  ber  exile 
from  Zanoni,  her  very  intellect  liad  seemed  paralyzed. 
All  that  beautiful  exuberance  of  fanpy  which,  if  not  the 
fruit  of  geoiua,  seemed  its  blossoios;  all  that  gush  of 
exquisite  Uuragbt  which  .  Zanoni  had.  justly  told  bee 
flowed  with  mysteriee  and  subtleties  evei  new  to  him,, 
the  wise  one,  —  all  were  gone,  anidbilated ;  the  hlosaotn 
withered,  the  fount  dried  up.  From  someUung  almost 
above  womanhood,  she  seemed  listleSBly  to  sink  into 
something  below  childhood.  With  the  inspirei  the 
inqiiiationa  bad  ceased;  and,  in  deoerting  loTe,  genius 
also  was  left  behind. 

She  Boarce^  oomprebended  why  she  had  been  thus 
torn  fiom  het  home  and  the  mechanism  of  her  dull 
tasks.  She  scaicely  knew  what  meant  those  kindly 
groups,  ttiat,  atrack  with  hei  exceeding  loveliness,  had 
gstheied  round  her  in  the  prisop,  with  mournful  looks, 
but  with  woidfl  of  comfort.  She,  who. had  hitherto  been 
tanght  to  abhor  Uioee  whom  Iaw  condemns  for  erime, 
was  amazed  to  hear  that  beings  thus  compasrionate  and- 
teudsT,  with  cloudleaa  and  loffy  brows,  with  gallant  and 
gentle  mien,  wue  criminals  for  whom  Law  had    no. 

1  And  I  HO  the  Bteel  of  Hntder  emitter, 
A«d  the  eje  of  Haider  ^ow. 
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pmuihmsnt  short  of  death.  Bat  they,  the  »va^', 
gaunt  and  meuacmg,  who  had  dragged  her  from  hex 
home,  who  had  attempted  to  snatch  from  her  the  infitnt 
while  she  clasped  it  in  her  arms,  and  laughed  fierce  acorn 
at  her  mute,  qaivering  lips,  —  thxy  were  the  chosen  citi- 
spns,  the  men  of  virtae,  the  favorites  of  Power,  the  minia- 
ters  of  Law!  Such  Vkj  black  oaprioes,  0  thou,  the 
BTer-shifting  and  calumnious,  — Human  Judgment  I 

A.  squalid,  and  yet  a  gay  world,  did  the  priaon-hooaes 
of  that  day  present.  There,  as  in  the  sepulchre  to  which 
they  led,  all  ranks  were  cast  with  an  even-handed  scorn. 
And  yet  Uiere,  the  reverence  that  comes  from  great 
emotions  restored  Katuie's  first  and  imperishable,  and 
most  lovely,  and  moat  noble  Law,  — the  utequalitt 
BETWEEN  MAN  AifD  HAH  I  There,  place  was  given  by 
the  prisoners,  whether  royalists  or  aant-eulotUt,  to  Age, 
to  Learning,  to  Senowu,  to  Beauty;  and  Stoength,  with 
its  own  inborn  chivalry,  raised  into  rank  the  helpless  and 
the  weak.  The  iron  sinews  and  the  Herculean  shoulders 
made  way  for  the  woman  and  the  child;  and  tlie  graces 
of  Humanity,  tost  elsewhere,  sought  their  refuge  in  the 
abode  of  Terror. 

"  And  wherefore,  my  <:^d,  do  they  bring  ttiee  hither  t " 
asked  an  old,  gray-haiied  priest, 

"I  cannot  guess." 

"  Ah,  if  you  know  not  your  offence,  fear  the  worst!  " 

"And  my  cbUdl"  —  for  the  infant  was  still  suflered  to 
rest  upon  her  bosom. 

"Alas,  young  mother,  they  will  suffer  Qiy  child  to 
live," 

"  And  tor  this,  — an  orphan  in  the  dungeoni  "  mui^ 
mured  the  accusing  heart  of  Viola,  —  "  have  I  leasrved 
his  ofispringl  Zsnoni,  even  in  thought,  ask  not— ask 
not  what  I  have  done  with  the  child  I  bote  thee  I " 
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Nigbt  came;  the  crowd  ruehed  to  the  gnte  to  bear 
the  mostei-rolL'  Her  name  vaa  vitli  the  doomed. 
And  the  old  priest^  better  prepared  to  die,  but  reserved 
from  the  death-ligt,  laid  hia  hands  on  her  head,  and 
blessed  her  while  he  wept.  She  heard,  and  wondered; 
but  she  did  not  weep.  With  downcast  eyes,  with  arms 
folded  on  her  bosom,  she  bent  submissively  to  the  call. 
But  now  another  name  was  uttered;  and  a  man,  who 
had  pushed  rudely  past  her  to  gaze  or  to  listen,  shrieked 
ont  a  howl  of  despair  and  rage.  She  turned,  and  their 
eyes  met.  Through  the  distance  of  time  she  rect^ized 
that  hideous  aspect.  If^icot's  face  settled  back  into  its 
devilish  sneer.  "At  least,  gentle  Neapolitan,  the 
guillotine  will  unite  us.  Oh,  we  shall  sleep  well  our 
wedding-night ! "  And,  with  a  laugh,  he  strode  away 
through  the  crowd,  and  vanished  into  his  lair. 

She  was  placed  in  her  gloomy  cell,  to  await  the 
morrow.  But  the  child  was  still  spared  her ;  and  she 
thought  it  seemed  aa  if  conscioua  of  the  awful  present. 
In  their  way  to  the  prison  it  had  not  moaned  or  wept ;  it 
had  looked  with  its  clear  eyes,  unshrinking,  on  the 
gleaming  pikes  and  savage  brows  of  the  huigsiers.  And 
DOW,  alone  in  the  dungeon,  it  put  its  arms  round  her 
neck,  and  murmured  its  indistinct  sounds,  low  and  sweet 
as  some  unknown  language  of  consolation  and  of  heaven. 
And  of  heaven  it  was! — for,  at  the  murmur,  the  terror 
melted  from  her  soul;  upward,  from  the  dungeon  and 
the  death,  —  upward,  where  the  happy  cherubim  chant 
the  mercy  of  the  All-loving,  whispered  that  cherub's 
voice.  She  fell  upon  her  knees  and  prayed.  The 
despoilers  of  all  that  beautifies  and  hallows  life  had 
desecrated  the  altar,  and  denied  the  Ood  I  —  they  had 
1  CaUedfinthemockingjaigoDuf  tbeday,  "TheETenmgOBzette." 
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lemoved  from  the  last  hoax  of  thrar  victjtns  the  FriMt, 
the  Scripture,  and  the  Cross  I  But  Faith  builds  in  tb» 
duageoa  and  the  lasBt-house  its  sublimest  shriseB ;  and 
up,  through  roofs  of  stone,  that  shut  out  the  eje  <d 
Heaven,  ascends  the  ladder  where  the  angels  glide  to 
and  fro,  —  Pbaybb. 

And  there,  in  the  veiy  cell  beside  her  own,  ths 
atheist  N'icot  sits  stolid  amidst  the  darkness,  and  hugs 
the  thought  of  Danton,  that  death  is  nothingness.* 
His,  no  spectacle  of  an  appalled  and  perturbed  consci- 
ence !  Remorse  is  the  echo  of  a  lost  virtue,  and  virtue 
he  never  knew.  Hod  he  to  live  again,  he  would  live 
the  same.  But  more  teirible  than  the  death-bed  of  a 
believing  and  despairing  sinner  that  blank  gloom  of 
apathy,  —  that  contemplation  of  the  worm  and  the  rat  of 
the  charnel-house ;  that  grim  and  loathsome  itothinghsss 
which,  for  his  eje,  falls  like  a  pall  over  the  universe  of 
life.  Still,  staring  into  space,  gnawing  bis  livid  lip,  he 
looks  upon  the  darkness,  convinced  that  darkness  is  l<a- 
aver  and  forever  I 

Place,  there  I  place !  Boom  yet  in  yonr  crowded  cells. 
Another  has  come  to  the  slaughter-houee. 

As  the  jailer,  lamp  in  hand,  ushered  in  the  stranger, 
the  latter  touched  him  and  whispered.  The  stronger 
drew  a  jewel  from  his  finger.  Diantre,  how  the  diamond 
flashed  in  the  ray  of  the  lan^i  I  Yalue  each  bead  of  yooz 
eighty  at  a  thousand  francs,  and  the  jewel  is  more  worth 
than  all  I  The  jail^  paused,  and  the  diamond  laughed 
in  his  dazzled  eyes.  0  thou  Cerberus,  thou  hast  mas- 
tered all  else  that  seems  hmnan  in  that  fell  arapli^l 
Tbou  hast  no  pity,   no  love,  and  no  remorse.     Bat 


«  Mia  bkotfit  lA  KtAirr  "( Hj  abode  will  KMn  b* 
If ottiingnMB  ),  Mid  Danton  before  hia  jadgca. 
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Amioe  Rimves  tb«  rest,  and  the  foul  heart'i  mMte^ 
serpent  awallows  up  the  bibe.  Hal  ha !  crafty  stranger, 
thoQ  haat  conquered  I  They  tread  Hm  gloomy  corridor; 
they  aniTe  st  the  door  where  the  jailer  has  placed  the 
fatal  mark,  nov  to  be  erased,  for  the  prisoner  withia  is. 
to  he  reprieved  a  day.  The  key  grates  in  the  lock;  the 
door  yawns,  — the  stranger  takes  the  lamp  and  enters. 
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Akd  Viola  waa  in  prayer.  She  heard  not  the  opening 
of  the  door;  she  saw  not  the  dark  shadow  that  fell  along 
the  floor.  Sit  power,  hU  arts  were  gone;  but  the 
roysterj  and  the  spell  known  to  her  eimple  heart  did  not 
desert  her  in  the  hoore  of  trial  and  despair.  When 
Science  talla  as  a  firework  from  the  sky  it  would  invade ; 
when  Genius  withers  as  a  flower  in  the  breath  of  the  iey 
chamel,  —  the  hope  of  a  cbtld-like  soul  wraps  the  air  in 
light,  and  the  innocence  of  unquestioning  Belief  covers 
the  grave  with  blossoms. 

Id  the  farthest  comer  of  the  cell  she  knelt ;  and  the 
infant,  as  if  to  imitate  what  it  could  not  comprehend, 
bent  its  little  limbs,  and  bowed  its  smiling  foce,  and 
knelt  with  her  also,  by  her  dde. 

He  stood  and  gazed  upon  them  aa  the  I^(ht  of  the  lamp 
fell  calmly  on  their  formn.  It  fell  over  those  clouds  of 
golden  hair,  dishevelled,  parted,  thrown  back  from  the 
rapt,  candid  brow;  the  dark  eyes  raised  on  high,  where, 
through  the  human  tears,  a  light  as  from  above  was 
mirrored ;  the  hands  clasped,  the  lips  apart,  the  form  all 
animate  and  holy  with  the  sad  serenity  of  innocence  and 
the  touching  humility  of  woman.  And  he  heard  her 
voice,  thoii^h  it  scarcely  left  her  lips :  the  low  voice  that 
the  heart  speaks,  —  loud  enot^h  for  God  to  hear! 
1  IliiiB  conqneied  Godfiq'. 
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*  And  if  neTer  more  to  aee  lum,  0  Fatherl  Gaiut 
Tbaa  not  make  the  love  that  will  noi  die,  ministei,  eren 
beyond  tlie  grave,  to  bis  earthly  fate  t  Canst  Thou  not 
yet  permit  it,  as  a  living  spirit,  to  hovei  over  him,  —  a 
tpirit  birer  than  all  hia  science  can  conjure !  Oh,  what- 
ever lot  be  ordained  to  either,  grant  —  even  though  a 
thousand  ages  may  roll  between  us  —  graat,  when  at  last 
purified  and  regenerate,  and  fitted  for  the  transport  of 
such  reunion  —  giant  that  we  may  meet  once  moral 
And  for  his  child,  —  it  kneels  to  Thee  from  the  dungeon 
floor!  To-morrow,  and  whose  1»«ast  shall  cradle  it; 
whose  hand  shall  feed;  whose  lips  shall  pray  for  its 
weal  below  and  its  soul  hereafterl  "  She  paused,  —  her 
voice  choked  with  sobs. 

"  Thou  Yiola  I  —  thou,  thyself.  He  whom  thou  hast 
deserted  ia  here  to  preserve  the  mother  to  the  child  I  " 

She  started  I  —  those  acoents,  tremulous  as  her  own  I 
She  started  to  her  feet  I  —  be  was  there,  —  in  all  the 
pride  of  his  unwaning  youth  and  anperhuman  beauty; 
there,  in  the  house  of  dread,  and  in  the  hour  of  travail; 
there,  image  and  personation  of  the  love  that  can 
pierce  the  Tailey  of  the  Shadow,  and  can  glide,  the 
nnscatbed  wanderer  from  the  heaven,  tbraugh  the  roar- 
ing al^ss  of  hellt 

With  a  ory  never,  perhaps,  heard  before  in  that 
gloomy  vault,  —  a  cry  of  delight  and  rapture,  she  sprang 
forwud,  and  tell  at  bis  feet. 

He  bent  down  to  nise  her;  but  she  slid  from  his  arms. 
He  called  her  by  the  familiar  epithets  of  the  old  endear- 
ment, and  she  only  answered  him  by  sobs.  Wildly, 
passionately,  she  kissed  his  hands,  the  hem  of  his 
garment,  but  voice  was  gone. 

"Look  up,  look  upl  —  I  am  here,  —  I  am  here  toaava 
thee  I  Wilt  thou  deny  to  me  thy  sweet  face  I  Truan^ 
wouldst  thou  fly  me  still  1 " 
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"  Fly  th«et  *  ah«  said,  at  kat,  and  in  «  bn^rai  voica; 
"  oh,  if  my  tboughta  wronged  thee,  • — oh.  If  my  dream, 
that  awful  dream,  deceived,  —  kneel  down  with  me,  and 
pray  for  our  child  I  "  Then  sprmgiag  to  her  feet  with  a 
audden  impulse,  she  caught  up  the  infan^  and,  placing 
it  in  his  arms,  sobbed  forth,  with  deprecating  and 
humble  tones,  "  Not  for  my  sake,  —  not  for  mine,  did  I 
abandon  thee,  but  —  " 

"  Hush  1  "  said  Zanoni ;  "  I  know  all  the  though^  that 
thy  confused  and  struggling  sense*  can  scarcely  analyse 
themselves.  And  sea  how,  with  a  look,  thy  child 
answers  them !  " 

And  in  truth  the  face  of  that  strange  infant  Memed 
radiant  with  its  silent  and  unfathomable  joy.  It  seemed 
as  if  it  recognized  the  father;  it  clung  —  it  forced  itaeU 
to  his  breast,  and  there,  nestling,  turned  its  bright^  clear 
eyes  upon  Yiola,  and  smiled. 

"  Piay  for  my  child!  "  aaid  Zanoni,  mournfully.  "  The 
thoughts  of  soub  that  would  aspire  ss  mine  are  all 
prayer  I "  And,  seating  himself  by  her  side,  he  began 
to  reveal  to  her  some  of  the  holier  secrets  of  his  lofty 
being.  He  spoke  of  the  sublime  and  intense  ^aith  from 
which  alone  the  diviner  knowledge  can  arise,  —  the  faith 
which,  seeing  the  immortal  everywhere,  purifies  and 
«xalts  the  mortal  that  beholds,  the  glorious  ambition  that 
dwells  not  in  the  cabals  and  crimes  of  earth,  but  amidst 
tiiose  solemn  wonders  that  speak  not  of  men ,  hut  of  God  ; 
of  that  power  to  abstract  the  soul  from  the  clay  which 
gives  to  the  eye  of  the  soul  its  subtle  vision,  and  to  tha 
soul's  wing  the  unlimited  realm ;  of  that  pure,  severe, 
lUid  daring  initiation  from  which  the  mind  emerges,  as 
from  death,  into  clear  perceptions  of  its  kindred  with  the 
Father-Principles  of  life  and  light,  ao  that  in  its  own 
sense  of  the  Beautiful  it  finds  its  joy;  in  the  serenity  of 
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Its  will,  its  power ;  in  its  sympathy  with  the  youthfuhi«B8 
of  the  Infinite  Cre&tion,  of  whieh  itself  is  an  essenc*  and 
a  part,  the  tecrete  that  embalm  the  very  clay  which  th^ 
conseciate,  and  renew  the  strength  of  life  wiUi  tiie 
ambrosia  of  myaterions  and  celestial  sleep.  And  whil« 
he  spoke,  Viola  listened,  breathless.  If  she  ooold  not 
comprehend,  she  no  }onger  dared  to  distnut.  She  felt 
that  in  that  enthusiasm,  self-deeeiring  or  not,  no  fiend 
conld  Inrk ;  and  by  an  intuition,  rather  than  an  efibrt  of 
the  reason,  she  saw  before  her,  like  a  starry  ooean,  the 
depth  and  mysterious  beauty  of  the  soul  whieh  ber  fears 
had  wronged.  Tet,  when  he  Bald  (concluding  his  atratiga 
confessionB)  that  to  this  life  within  life  and  aiove  life  he 
had  dreamed  to  raise  her  own,  the  fear  of  humanity 
crept  over  her,  and  he  read  in  her  silence  how  rain, 
with  all  his  science,  would  the  dream  have  been. 

But  now,  as  he  closed,  and,  leaning  on  hia  hreast,  she 
felt  the  clasp  of  his  protecting  arms,  —  when,  in  one 
holy  kisB,  &e  past  was  forgiven  and  the  present  lost,  — 
then  there  returned  to  her  the  sweet  and  warm  hopes  of 
the  natural  life,  of  the  lovii^  woman.  He  was  come  to 
save  her !  She  asked  not  how,  —  she  believed  it  without 
a  question.  They  should  be  at  last  again  nnited.  They 
would  fly  for  from  those  scenes  of  violence  and  blood. 
Their  happy  Ionian  isle,  &eir  fearless  solitudes,  would 
once  more  receive  them.  She  laughed,  with  a  child's  joy, 
as  this  picture  rose  up  amidst  &e  gloom  of  the  dungeon. 
Her  mind,  faitltful  to  ite  sweet,  simple  instincts,  refused 
to  receive  the  lofty  images  that  flitted  confusedly  by  it, 
and  settled  hock  to  its  human  visions,  yet  more  baseless, 
of  the  earthly  happioees  and  the  tranquil  home. 

"  Talk  not  now  to  me,  beloved,  —  talk  not  more  now 
to  me  of  the  past  I  Thou  art  here,  —  thou  wilt  save  me ; 
we  shall  live  yet  the  common  happy  life  ■  that  life  with 
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th«e  is  luippmeaB  and  gloiy  enaagh  to  ma.  Traverse, 
if  thou  wilt,  in  thy  pride  of  soul,  the  univene;  iby 
heart  ag&ia  is  the  univenw  to  mine.  I  thought  bat  now 
that  I  was  prepared  to  die ;  I  tee  thee,  touch  thee,  and 
again  I  know  how  beautiful  a  thing  ia  life!  Bee  throogh 
the  gnte  the  stars  are  fading  from  the  sk j ;  the  morrow 
will  Kon  be  here,  —  the  u ohbow  which  will  open  the 
prison  doorsl  Thou  sayeat  thou  canst  save  me,  —  I  wilt 
not  donbt  it  now.  Oh,  let  us  dwell  no  more  in  cities! 
I  never  doubted  thee  in  our  lovely  isle;  no  dreams 
haunted  me  there,  except  dreams  of  j<^  and  beauty  ^ 
and  thine  eyes  made  yet  more  beautiful  and  joyous 
the  world  in  waking.  To-morrow  I — why  do  ynu  not 
smile  t  To-morrow,  love  I  is  not  ta-morroto  a  blessed 
word!  Cruel!  you  would  punish  me  still,  that  you  will 
not  share  my  joy.  Aba !  see  our  little  one,  how  it 
laughs  to  my  eyes  t  I  will  talk  to  that.  Child,  thy 
father  is  come  back  1 " 

And  taking  the  infant  in  her  arms,  and  seating  herself 
at  a  little  distance,  she  rocked  it  to  and  fro  on  her 
bosom,  and  prattled  to  it,  and  kissed  it  between  evety 
word,  and  laughed  and  wept  by  fits,  as  ever  and  anon 
she  cast  over  her  shoidder  her  playful,  mirthful  glance 
npon  the  fother  to  whom  those  fading  stars  smiled  sadly 
their  last  farewell.  How  beautiful  she  seemed  as  she 
thus  snt,  nncMiaciona  of  the  futurel  Still  half  a  child 
herself,  her  child  laughing  to  her  laughter,  —  two  soft 
triflers  on  the  brink  of  the  grave!  Over  her  throat,  as 
abe  bent,  fell,  like  a  golden  cloud,  her  redundant  hair; 
it  covered  her  treasure  like  a  vail  of  light,  and  tlie 
child's  little  hands  put  it  aside  from  time  to  time,  to 
nnile  through  tho  parted  tresses,  and  then  to  oover  its 
bee  and  peep  and  smile  again.  It  were  cruel  to  duap 
that  joy,  more  erael  still  to  share  it. 
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'Viola,"  uid  Zftuoni,  at  lut,  "dost  thou« remember 
that,  seated  hj  the  cave  on  the  roooolit  beaoh,  in  ow 
bridal  ULs,  thoa  once  didst  ask  me  for  this  amuletl  — 
tlw  ehaim  of  a  aupetstition  long  raaished  from  the 
world,  vrith  the  creed  to  which  it  belonged.  It  is  the 
last  relio  of  m;  native  land,  and  mj  mother,  on  her 
deaUibed,  plaoed  it  round  my  neek.  I  told  thee  then 
I  would  give  it  thee  on  that  day  when  th»  law*  of  our 
being  should  beeoma  the  same." 

"  I  remember  it  well." 

*  To-morrow  it  shall  be  thine  I " 

"Ah,  that  dear  to-morrow  1 "  And,  gently  laying 
down  her  child,  — >  for  it  slept  now,  —  she  threw  beraelf 
oa  his  breast,  and  pointed  to  &e  dawn  that  began  grayly 
to  creep  along  the  skies. 

There,  in  those  hotior-breathing  walls,  the  day-star 
looked  through  the  dismal  bats  upon  those  three  beings, 
in  whom  were  concentred  whatever  ia  most  tender  in 
human  ties ;  whatever  is  most  mysterious  in  the  combi- 
natione  of  the  homan  mind;  the  sleeping  Innocence; 
the  toistfnl  Affection,  that,  contented  with  a  touch,  a 
tireath,  can  foresee  no  sorrow;  the  weary  Science  that, 
traversing  all  the  secrete  of  creation,  comes  at  last  to 
Death  for  their  solution,  and  still  clings,  as  it  neara  the 
threshold,  to  the  l»eaat  of  Love.  Thus,  within,  the 
within, — a  dungeon;  without,  the  teithout, —  stately 
with  marts  and  halls,  with  palaces  and  templea; 
Revenge  and  Terror,  at  their  dark  schemes  and  counter- 
Bchemee;  to  and  fro,  upon  the  tide  of  the  shifting  pas- 
sions, reeled  the  destinies  of  men  and  nations;  and 
hard  at  hand  that  day-star,  waning  into  space,  looked 
with  impartial  eye  on  the  chureh  tower  and  the  guillo- 
tine. Up  springs  the  blithesome  mom.  In  yon  gardens 
the  birds  renew  their  fiuniliar  song.     The  fiahea  ai* 
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sporting  through  the  freBhening  waters  of  the  Seine, 
The  glidoesa  of  divine  natore,  the  roar  and  disBooance 
of  mortal  life,  avake  again:  the  trader  unbars  his 
windows;  the  flowei-girle  troop  gayly  to  their  haunts; 
hnaj  feet  are  tramping  to  the  daily  drudgeries  that 
revolntiona  which  strike  down  kings  and  kaisars,  leave 
the  same  Gain's  heritage  to  the  boor;  the  wagons  groan 
and  leel  to  the  mart;  Tyranoy,  up  betimes,  holds  its 
pallid  levie;  Conspiracy,  that  hath  not  slept,  he&ra 
the  clock,  and  whispers  to  its  own  heart,  "The  hour 
draws  near."  A  group  gather,  eager-eyed,  round  the 
purlieus  of  the  Convention  Hall;  to-dsy  decides  the 
sovereignty  of  France ,  —  about  the  cOurte  of  the  Tribunal 
their  customary  hum  and  stir.  No  matter  what  the 
haiard  of  the  die,  or  who  the  ruler,  this  day  eighty 
beads  Bhall  fall  I 

And  she  slept  so  sweetly.  Wearied  out  with  joy, 
•ecnre  in  the  presence  of  the  eyes  regained,  she  had 
laughed  and  wept  herself  to  sleep;  and  still  in  that 
slomher  there  seemed  a  happy  eonsciousnesa  that  the 
loved  was  by, — the  lost  was  found.  For  she  smiled 
and  murmured  to  heraelf,  and  breathed  his  name  often, 
and  stretched  out  her  anna,  and  sighed  if  they  touched 
him  not.  He  gaced  upon  her  as  he  stood  apaii,  —  with 
what  emotions  it  were  vain  to  say.  She  would  wake  no 
more  to  him;  she  eould  not  know  how  dearly  the 
safety  of  that  sleep  was  purchased.  That  morrow  she 
had  so  yearned  for,  —  it  had  come  at  laat.  Sotr  would 
the  greet  the  eve  ?  Amidst  all  the  exquisite  hopes  witli 
which  lore  and  youth  contemplate  the  future,  her  eyes 
had  closed.  Those  hopes  still  lent  their  iris-colors  to 
her  dreams.  She  would  wake  to  live!  To-morrow,  and 
the  Betgn  of  Terror  waa  no  more;  the  prison  gates 
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woold  Iw  f^eiiad,  — the  wonld  go  forth,  witti  tbm 
child,  inta  that  rammer-woTld  of  light  And  A«  7  —  bo 
tnined,  and  his  eys  fell  upon  the.  ohild;  it  was  bread 
awake,  and  that  clear,  seriooB,  thoughtful  look  which  it 
taoatly  wore,  watched  him  with  a  wdenm  ateadinaea. 
He  bent  over  and  kisaed  ita  lipa. 

"  XeTei  more,"  ha  mnrmumi, "  0  hetitot  of  lo?«  and 
grief,  —oerer  more  wilt  thou  see  me  in  thj'  viiions; 
oevet  more  will  the  light  of  thoae  ejea  be  fed  by  oelea- 
tial  oommoBe;  never  more  can  vaj  kvI  guard  from  thy 
I^llow  the  tnubU  and  the  diaeaae.  Not  such  as  I 
wonld  have  vainly  ahaped  it,  mnat  be  thy  lot.  In 
oommon  with  thy  race,  it  must  be  thine  to  auffer,  to 
stiuf^le,  and  to  ert.  But  mild  be  thy  human  trials, 
and  itroDg  be  thy  apirit  to  lore  and  to  believel  And 
thua,  aa  I  giue  upon  thee,  —  thus  may  my  nature  bieatha 
into  thine  ita  laat  and  moat  intenae  dasiTC ;  may  my  Iots 
for  thy  mother  paaa  to  thee,  and  in  ihj  looks  may  efa« 
hear  my  apirit  comfort  and  oonaole  her.  Haikl  they 
oomet   Yea  I  I  await  ye  both  beyond  the  grave  I  " 

Tika  ddot  alowly  opened;  the  jailer  appeared,  and 
through  the  aperture  raahed,  at  tiie  aame  inatant,  a  ray 
of  ninlight:  it  streamed  over  the  fair,  hushed  face  of 
the  happy  aleepei,  —  it  played  like  a  amile  upon  the  lipe 
of  the  child  that,  atill,  mute,  and  steadfast,  watchad 
the  movements  of  its  father.  At  that  moment  Viola 
muttered  in  her  deep,  '  The  day  is  come,  —  the  gates 
are  openi  Qive  me^y  hand;  we  will  goforthi  To 
aea,  to  seal  How  the  sunshine  plays  upon  the  watenl 
—  to  home,  beloved  one,  to  home  again! " 

"Citizen,  thine  hour  is  come  t  " 

"Hist  I  ahe  aleepal  A  moment  I  There,  it  is  done  I 
thank  Heaven  1  — and  sftU  ahe  sleeps  I  "  He  would  not 
kiaa,  lest  be  ahould  awaken  her,  but  gently  placed  round 
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mie  faieWelli^-aiid  firromtae,  in  thair  te^Weli,  reuA^ul 
He  is  at  ttte  Aii^eShold, -^h^  tiunB  agfti&,^aAd  sgttU; 
Iffaedoor  closeh)     He  ift  goAe  forevM- !      ' 

She  woke  alt  last,-— "ehe  gased  Toniid.  ''ZtlDOili,  H 
ia  day  I  "  No  answer  but  the  low  wail  Of  her  child: 
Meteiful  Hen^^en!  was  it  theti  all  a  dttotet  She 
toM«d  iMck  the  long  tiMses  £hat  moat  Veil  her  atjgtit; 
ahe  felt  the  aftiniet  on  h*r  boaotu,  —  it  '^mH  Ho  diram! 
"O  Oodt  KKd  hef  is gottel  "  Sbe  spTdtig  tiolbtf  dMr,-" 
ahe  Bhrieked  alond.  The  jdilei' eomes:'  'MyXwIbftDd, 
my  child'if  fothfiT  I " 

"He  is  gone'MfaHi  th«e,  vomaal'"  ' 

"Whitherl     Speak —'Spo^l "      '    ■ 

*  To  the  guillotine  I  "  —  and  the  t^k  iam  tdowel 
again. 

It  closed  upoti  tlie  mnaeleBB!  Mb  a  ligtitnibg-flMh, 
Santmi'a  voids,  tAn  stidUess,  the'tvue  i&WUiii^'of  Ufa 
iityBtie  gift,  the  very  aafffifice  be  made  for  b^^all bMnoe 
distinct  for  a  moirtetit  to  her  teind,  -^ind  then  datkMss 
swept  on  it  like  a  storm,  yet  dstknaat  wb1<dt  bwl  ita 
light.  '  And 'while  she  s«t  tbere;  mute,  rigid,  +ai6el«BS| 
aa  congealed  to  atoiie,  a  tisioin,'  like  a  wind,  glid^ 
over  the  deeps  within,  —  the  grim  court,-  Ae  jndgo,  tirt 
jtity,  theaccuaer;  attd  amidst  the  tictitos  the  one  daont- 
\t'td  aod  radiMtt  fotta. 

"  Thon  knowbat  the  danger  to  the  Stslej  -^  conf^  I '" 

"  I  know ;  and  I  kd6p  my  proAuae.  Judge,  I  teveal 
thy  dooml  I  know  that  the  Anarchy  ihoi  eall«st  a 
State  expiiea  wifb  the  setting  cA  this  snA.  Hdrk,  ta 
the  tramp  without;  htu-k  to  the  ttMT  of  i'lricesl 
Boom  the^,  ye  deadt-^hmm'in  h»U  for  Robee^Ierre 
Midhi8c*e«'I " 

They  bnr^  into  the  court, —<  the  hasty  and  phle  iinii« 
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•NigtM^  tknn  is  «aafaBi(Si  aai-  £wu  wd  dinmaj;! 
"  Off  with,  ike  •ott^u&tor,  aad  to-ouuzow  tha  wffmsn 
thnu  wool^t  hvn  «Tod  atuU  du  I  " 

* Xo>moeiow,  pnndeiit,  thertoal  falls oa thbbI  " 

On-,  thran^  tfc»  ofowdad  and  rauing  •bwets^  oa 
taovm  tlia  Pieaemaoa  of  .Detth.  Ka,  hMT^  people! 
tboa  art  uoiued  afclMt..  They  ahall  oetdiel  DeaUi 
ui  daUiioBBd  t .—  B^twipierae,  h«  fallen  t -r- th«j  niah  to 
tb«  MMael  ffldeott  in  tli6  tumbril,  by  the  aide  of 
Zmotii,  ntTBil  md  g—tiwdatod  that  foaa  which,  in  his 
fov^bfAic  in»m»r  he  had  aaan  hit  oompaaiou  at  the  place 
oCdeatb;  ^8avo  ul— awrft  tul  "  howled  the  atheist 
Ifieot.  "OK^brnvQ'  popnUsel  we  Mhali  be  aavadl" 
And  thneitgb.  the  aawd,  bet  daik  halt  atreamiiig  wild, 
faev  ejee  flaAiag  fin,  iveeeed  a  female  form,  "  M; 
Clareiteel "  rita  ahriaked,  in  the  90ft  Southern  languaga 
Mtire  tottaftearaa^  Viola.^  "butflheil  what  )wat  thou 
done  witfar  Glar^uo^t  "  Her  eyes  roved  over  the  eager 
Awaa  at  ths  |iliai»eM']  aho:  >aw  not  the  one  aba  sought. 
"Tbnk  HeneiU»-tliatik  Hearreotl  I  am  not.  th; 
mnidereasl  " 

Kearer  and  nearer  press  the  popnlace,  —  another 
nenent,  and  the'  deathamas  is  defrauded.  0  Zaaooi  1 
why  atitt  npoA  t&y  Inaw' tha  leaiguation  that  apeolcsno 
hopet  Tnmpl  tramp!  tbrMgb  the  etteeta  dash  the 
anted  ttoop;  faiUkfnl  to  hia  orders ,  Black  Henriot  leac^ 
tbemon.  Tftui^I  tiampl  over  the  eniTea  and  scattered 
OTOWd  t  Merer  Afing  in  diaotder,—  there,  trampled  iu 
tiie  siiie,  Ae  shrieking  reseaen  1  And  amidst  them, 
•triokea  by  the  aalnes  ttl  the  goaid,  her  long  hair  blood- 
hedabUedy  Uea  ibt'  Italian  womati;  and  aUU  upon  hai 
'  writhing  Upa  site  Joy,  aa  tbey  nuuHtur,,"  Olaieuca  I  I 
ban  aab  destnyed  thee  I  " 

On  to  the  Barriire  du  Tronv.     It  frowns  dark,  ia  tif/s 
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air,  ^Uie  gnat  instroment  of  ntoiderl  One  aftvr  oae 
to  the  fflawe, — another  aad  uiothar  tad  another  I 
Men;  I  0  nercy  1  la  the  hri^e  between  the  enm  and 
the  ah&dea  so  brie^  —  brief  u  a  eight    Than,  then, 

—  hit  tum  haa  eome.  "Die  not  yet;  l««Te  me  not 
behind;  heu  me  —  hear  me]'*  aluieked.the  inspired 
sleeper.  "  What  I  and  thou  mutest  still  I  "  They 
smiled,  —  tiioBe  pale  lipa,  —  and  with  the  amiU,  the 
place  of  doom,  the  headsman,  the  honoT  Taniahed. 
With  that  smile,  all  apace  asMned  snfinsed  in  etemsJ 
snnahine.  Up  from  the  earth  he  loae ;  he  hovered 
over  her,  —  a  thii^  not  of  matter,  an  icsa  of  joy  and 
light  I  Behind,  Heaven  opened,  deep  after  deep;  and 
tiie  Hosts  of  Beauty  were  seen,  rank  npon  nak,  afar; 
and  "  Welcome  I "  in  a  myriad  melodiea,  broke  fzoia 
your  choral  multitude,  ye  Peo[de  of  tiie  Skies,  — '  wel- 
come! 0  purified  by  aacrifiee,  and  immortal  only 
through  the  grave,  — this  it  is  to  die."  And  radiant 
amidst  the  radiant,*  the  Imagk  stietehed  forth  its  ama, 
and  murmured  to  the  sleeper:  "  Companion  df  Eternity  I 

—  thit  it  ia  to  die  I " 

"  Ho  I  wherefore  do  they  make  ns  signs  from  the 

house-tops  t    Wherefore  gather  the  crowds  thraugh  the 

Btreett     Why  sounds    t^    belli     Why  shrieks    the 

'  tocsint     Hark    to    the    gnnal  —  the    armed    dash! 

Fellow-captives,  is  tiiere  hope  for  us  at  last  t " 

So  gasp  out  the  prisoners,  each  to  each.  Day  wanes, 
■^evening  closes;  still  they  press  tbeir  white  faoee  to 
the  bars,  and  still  from  window  and  from  house-top 
they  see  the  smiles  of  friends,  —  the  waving  signals  I 
"  Hurrah  I "  at  last,  — "  Hunahl  Bobespierre  is  bllenl 
The  Beign  of  Terror  is  no  more  I  Qod  hath  permitted 
oa  to  linl  * 
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Tm;  OMt  thine  ejM  into  ths  tail  vlme  Hie  tjnot 
and  his  eondave  hatrksned  to  the  rauwitliouil  Ful- 
filling the  pn>|diec7  of  I>iinu»,  Heniiot,  drank  with 
Uood  and  ^oohol,  leela  witiiin,  and  chnfik§  his  goiy 
nlm  mi  the  floor.     "  All  ia  loatt  ' 

"  Wratehl  thy  ooTaidice  hath  destroyed  oil  "  yelled 
the  fiene  Cofflnhal,  as  ha  hnrled  the  coward  from  the 
window. 

Calm  aa  despair  itandi  the  atom  St.  Just;  the  paleied 
Couthon  crawls,  grorelling,  beneath  the  table;  a  ehot, 
—  an  erplosion!  Robespierre  would  deetroy  himself  I 
The  trembling  hand  has  manglad,  and  hiled  to  kill! 
The  dock  of  the  BoUl  dt  VUU  atrikea  the  third  hour. 
Throngh  the  battered  door,  along  the  gloomy  pasaagea, 
into  the  Death-hall,  burst  the  crowd.  Mangled,  livid, 
blood-fltainad,  speeohleas  bnt  not  onconauooi,  sits 
haughty  yet,  in  his  seat  e»et,  the  Master-Hnrderert 
Around  him  they  throng ;  they  boot,  —  they  execrate, 
their  bees  gleaming  in  the  toeaing.  torches!  Ho,  and 
not  the  stany  Magian,  the  real  Sonaml  And  ronnd 
kit  last  hours  gather  the  Fiends  he  raised  I 

They  drag  him  forth  1  Open  thy  gates,  inexorable 
prison  I  The  Gonciergerie  reeeiTes  its  pnyl  Notbt  a 
word  again  on  earth  spoke  Maximilien  Robespierre  1 
Poor  forth  thy  thousands,  and  tens  of  thousands,  eman- 
cipated Paris)  To  the  Plaea  d»  la  Bivotvtiim  rolls  Um 
tumbril  of  the  Eii^  of  Terror,  — St.  Just,  Dumas, 
Couthon,  his  companions  to  the  grave  I  A  woman  —  a 
childless  woman,  with  hoary  hair —  s|ffingB  to  his  side, 
'  Thy  death  makes  me  drunk  with  joyl  '  He  opened 
his  bloodshot  eyes,  —  "  Desoend  to  hell  wiOi  the  eurses 
of  wives  and  mothers!  " 

The  headsmen  wrench  ths  rag  from  the  shattered  jaw ; 
a  shriek,  and  the  oiowd  laugh,  and  the  axe  descends 
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ttkokueu  ntShessBtkf  soal,  Uaximilieii  BAjMspietnl 
Sor  rnidad  the  Beign  <df  XuMar.: 

Itajrlight  in  the  priceiit  Vtota  c«U  -to  eoU  ibef 
imacy  wiCh  tbe&iriFBf—^iwvrd  upos  «nntd;  tlw  JAyoiu 
Mfttivea  minted  «ith  the-Kerj  i^iJan,>frbo,  bn  few, 
Toald  fain  eeem  joyous  too;  they  Btraam  thTOHgb  the 
Aenfl  and  ftll«ys  of  ika  giidi'  haitan  Uwy  >will  «bottly 
Iwve.  Tlkey  bunt  iato  a  ctdl^  CbrgoUen '  ueea  Hut  pre- 
vidua  moni^.  They  fotmd  there  a  yoiiug  femalft,  ait- 
ting  upoa  ber  *rbtched  bed^  her  ands  eiOBwd  t^es 
her  boBom,  hei  faoe  laiaed  npwatd;  thei«|^«a  liiia)oa«d, 
and  a  smile  of  more  tlian  -seraniiy  —  of  bliss  —  «9<m  ksr 
lips.  £ren  in  the  not  of  dieii  joy)  tftey  idnlr  back  in 
astoniabment  and  awe.  K«Ter  ibad  they  asen  lil«  ao 
beautiful ;  aa^  as  they  crept  neanr,  and  witii  domIom 
feet,  thsyBa«rtbat'tlH'li|wl>resthQ4liot,  iOiai  thempoaa 
vaa  of  marine,  that  '4Aie  beavty  and  tiu  -eoafaey  were  df 
death.  tPhey  gatfaerad  round  da  Alonoaj  nid  lo  I  at  her 
feet  there  was  a  yaoKg  infant,  irho,  wdkaned  hj  theic 
tread,  leaked  «t  them  Btea4faB%,  and -wUhite  ro^y  fin- 
gers played  with  its  dead  inottter's  robt.  An  tsphaa 
there  -in  a  dungeon  tradtl 

'  Poor  «m1  "  said  «  female  {bwacdf  A^Mrsst),  "atti. 
they  say  the  fathorfeJl  yesterday;  and  now  blie  ttaOeil 
Alone  in  ib^  wottd,  wbat  can  be  its  fatel  *' 

The  infant  smilad  fea^Ieaaly  on  the  £n#d|  ea  tiia 
woman  spoke  Una.  And  the  old  prieat,  vho  latood 
amongst  them,  said  gently,  "  Woaum,  Ms  !  tint  arjttwji 
■mileal    Tkb  F^xitmuna  abb  thb  oaBB-  tw  •Qai*!  " 
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NOTE. 


Tb«  cnoooi^  wbicli  Zanoiu  hu  excited  among  AoK  who  tiiink  It 
worth  while  to  dire  into  Che  smbtler  mBaBinga  thsy  beUeTe  it  in- 
tended to  warey,  aaj  «xcbm  me  in  Adding  a  few  wordi,  not  in 
expUnation  of  ita  myBteriea,  bat  npon  the  ptinciplefi  which  peimit 
them.  Zanoni  is  not,  as  lona  have  iappeaed,  tn.  allegta; ;  bat 
beneath  (he  nairadve  it  relatw,  tgpitai  maMiiiiga  are  coaceal«d. 
It  i*  to  be  legMded  in  two  cbaxacten,  diatinct  jM  batmbniooB, — 
in,  that  of  the  limple  and  objective  fiction,  b  whkfc.  (once  plant- 
ing the  license  of  tbeanthoi  W  select  aBQbiectwhkhiajDc^ipeatB 
t«  be,  preteisttnnl)  the  reader  judgei  tfes  inttan  by  the  oaoal 
canons,.--- namely,  by  Itw  cfusifteo^  of  hischauMten  nndar^sneh 
admil^  cutcnipHtancee,  the  interest  of  ttis  stoty,  wd.the  cohetenc* 
of  his  plot;  of  ^  work  regarded  in  CluN  .view,  it  is  qpt  my  intan- 
tioD  to  laj  anjthiog,  whether  in  espiwtioii  erf  the  jdengn>  or  .in 
defenoe  of  the  execation.  No  typical  mmiliit(^  (wkioh,  in  .plain 
tenna,  aie  but  moral  auggeationa,  nwie  oi  leas  nnmenni^  men  at 
leaa  aubtle)  can  afford  joat  exovae  to  ^  wotecof  fidiioii,  foi  Uie 
enon  he  ahonld  avoid  in  the  m^at  oidinarj  novoL  Wie  have  no 
light  to  expect  the  moat  ingeniona  reader  to  search  for  <tfae  isner 
meaning,  if  the  obvions  coaiae  of  the  narrative  he  tediiMU  and  dis- 
pleasing It  is,  on  tlie  contraij,  is  proportjoD  as  we  are  satirtlad 
with  the  objective  sense  of  a  work  of  imaginati|Oa, , that  .wis  .aie-in- 
clined  to  aeaich  into  its  depths  fox  the  niiote  moMt  intentians  tt 
the  anthoi.  Were  we  not  so  divinely  chuved  with  ".Faast,"  and 
"Hamlet,"  and  "Fnimetbeiu," so ardentlj Cloned  i^nhj  tbeiatereat 
of  the  story  told  to  tt^e  comraoa  nndentandiffg,  wa  ahonld  GKtable 
onrselves  little  with  the  tjipes  in  each  which  all  of  pa  ^can  detect, — 
none  of  ns  can  elocidat^  none  eLacidate,  for  Uw  sseauto  of  l^pe 
is  mysterji  We  behold  the  Sgoxe,  we  cannot  lift  the  veil.  The 
anther  himself  ia  sot  caJled  apon  to  expl^  whtf  he  denigocL 
An  allegory  ia  a  penonatiouof  distinct  and  definite  tlum*i — '''"' 
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IBM  or  qnalitlaa, — lad  the  kef  em  b«  giran  aadji  bnt  u.  milw 
who  conTBji  tj^ncil  mcaniDgB,  mftj  ezpiMt  them  in  mjTMds.  He 
cmnnot  dtientuigle  ill  the  hnas  which  commingle  Into  the  light  he 
■aeks  to  cut  npon  tnith ;  and  thsnif ora  the  gittX  masten  of  thll 
•nchantMl  whI,  —  FNTjUnd  of  Faii^and,  Poetry  imbedded  be- 
nekth  Poetrj,  —  wiiel;  le*Te  to  each  mind  to  gueea  Kt  mch  trntha 
H  beat  pletM*  oi  inrtnict  it.  To  lure  uked  Ooethe  to  explun  the 
"  FftDJt "  would  bftve  entailed  u  complex  and  pnuling  an  aniwer  m 
to  hftTe  Mked  Hephiftophelei  to  explain  whU  U  beneath  the  earth 
we  tread  on.  Tlie  ttotm  beneath  may  differ  for  erery  paaeeuger; 
each  Mep  ma;  reqaire  a  new  deacriptioa;  and  what  i*  treaanre  to 
the  gsologiit  may  be  mbbiah  to  the  nuaer.  Six  world*  maj  lie 
nnder  a  aod,  bat  to  the  common  eye  they  lie  bnt  fix  layers  of 

Art  in  itaeU,  if  not  ntrinMrily  typical,  ia  e«entially  a  niggerter 
of  lomething  iobdw  than  that  which  it  embodiee  to  the  eenae. 
What  Fli&7  telli  tti  of  a  great  painter  of  old,  !■  tme  of  moet  great 
painter*;  "diw  worki  ezpreaa  Bomething  beyond  the  worki,"  — 
"more felt  than  nnderstood."  ThU  belong!  to  the conceotratioB 
(d  intellect  which  high  art  demand!,  and  which,  of  all  ti»  art!, 
Bcnlpmre  beat  illnibataa.  Take  HorwaldaBn'a  Statoe  o(  Hercnry, 
—  it  1!  bnt  a  !ingl8  Agnie,  yet  it  tell*  to  those  conreraant  with 
mythology  a  whole  legend.  The  god  haa  rmnored  the  pipe  from 
hii  lipa,  becanae  he  haa  Bln*d;  lolled  to  deep  the  Argns,  whom 
yoB  do  not  iee.  He  b  preeaing  hU  heel  againat  hia  (word,  becans* 
the  moment  ii  come  when  he  may  ilay  Ua  rictim.  AppI;  the 
principle  of  thii  noUe  concentration  <d  art  to  the  moral  writer: 
he,  too,  gina  to  jonr  ^e  but  a  siagle  Sgnre ;  yet  each  attitude, 
each  expreedon,  may  refer  to  erenti  and  bnthi  yon  mnet  hare  the 
learning  to  remember,  the  acntencaa  to  penetrate,  or  the  imagin*- 
tion  to  oonjectnia.  Bnt  to  a  claMical  jndge  of  lenlptnre,  would 
not  the  exquiaite  pleanie  of  diieareiing  the  all  not  told  in  Tho^ 
waMm'!  maaterjneoe  be  deatioyed  if  the  attiat  had  engraved  in 
detail  hi*  meaning  at  the  baee  of  the  atatne  1  Is  It  not  the  Mme 
with  the  typical  eenae  which  the  artist  in  worda  cooTeya  t  The 
pleaanre  of  divining  art  in  each  is  the  noble  exercise  of  ail  by  whom 
art  i«  worthilj  regarded. 

We  of  the  bnmhler  race  not  nnreaaonahlT  shelter  oniselvea  nnder 
the  asthori^  of  the  master*,  on  whom  the  world'*  judgment  ia 
pronoBDced ;  and  great  namaa  are  dted,  not  with  the  arroganoa  tS 
«qnala,  but  with  tb»  homlli^  of  inferiors. 
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Ite  asAor  ol  Ztaonl  giTN,  then,  no  haj  to  mjiinlM,  be  tlwj 
WtibI  oi  impoitMit,  whbh  n^j  b«  fon&d  la  Aa  taent  chamben 
br  thoM  lAo  lift  (bat^Mbyfnmtiwimlli  b«t  ontof  tbtwai^r 
■ohitioittaf  th«iiiAlii«nlgiB«— ltMiifiM,iBdaMl,tltM*lM — wMeh 
h»Ta  baen  leBt  to  hiiB,  ht  »— «am  to  hImA  tlie  «•  iriikh  ha  ith- 
)ob«.  botn  the  ingaaai^  akd  '■■*—■£'■*  wUoh  ft  daplkff,  and  ten 
iMp«ct  for  the  dlstii^aiahad  wiitei  (<»•  of  the  mail  euiiMiil  oat 
Une  bw  pnidoMd)  who  Atamed  him  woMhj  of  an  hMot  he  is 
{sood  to  diiplBj  Ho  leBTsa  it  to  the  nadai  to  afpaa  with,  or 
dkaant  from  the  explanatioii.  "A  haadrad  man,"  M71  the  old 
FlatoniK,  "  maj  laad  tlu  book  bj  the  help  <d  Ute  aame  lamp,  jat 
allm^  differ  «D  the  test  i  for  the  lamp  onlj  lighta  tho  ch«racten, 
— the  mind  mwt  divine  the  meaning"  The  object  of  a  paiaUeia 
■ot  that  of  a  problom ;  it  doe*  net  wek  to  conTince,  bat  to  ng- 
gttt.  It  takea  the  tho^bt  below  the  mifaM  ol  the  ncderitawMng 
to  the  deeper  intelUgoaca  which  the  worid  imiy  UAm,  It  i«  not 
annllght  im  the  water ;  It  ie  a  hj^nn  chanlMl  to  the  nfmph  who 


-ZANOKI  EXPLAHnSD. 


JlfjiMMt— Contemplatloaof  the  Aetnal,— Soiawon  AlwajaoU, 
and  mnit  last  aa  long  aa  the  ActnaL  Leaa  falliUe  than  Ideal- 
lam,  bat  kea  pnKtiiBU;  potent,  from  itn  ignonnce  of  the  human 
heart 

2b)Mnl  — Contemplation  of  the  Ideal,  —  InuLnti.  Alwajinaee^ 
Mfflj  ifmpathede*.  IfTca  bjeojoyment;  and  ii  theieldTe  tjrpUei) 
lij  elenial  yoodL'     Idealtam  ii  the  potent    Interpnter  and 


aa«rin(((>B  thli  Mae  ci 
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Pn)phM«l4tia««ftI;>but'iti  jiintmt  mn  tnt^iitHmrjmaptttitM 
tO'tbair  BKpoma*  ta)i«inMi  puifain. 

fWa ~ H«iun  Imrnror.  (Hnd^'mnAy  toibatnBtA Lo«x,«i 
Lvn  irwUaot  fcmak«  ito  obJMt  at  She'  bUdlag-  of  SaperMi- 
tion.)  Rwoiti,  «cM  in  iti  a^^idm  alUr  Itie  Maal,  to  liMd 
•homi  tlwn  i^inqoiakM  thMs  loi  «  Idgkar  krvoj  but  Ji  atii), 
fiomcbo  oondltion  ef  itt  mbu^  i—J« jwtfo  to  tbb.and-IMib 
to  nupMon  uid  nutnrt.  lt«  gjt  ^  ifcjrca  <Mrt«ni>l  Majatt^ 
Iwposvc  to  peBatrate  mne  saeralivta  tMe«  •ame  woreaantf 
of  the  IdMl.  bat,  too  Cmble  to  command  tbcn,  jieltU  to-S^iai^ 
•tllioti,  asM  «lti  irtiw«  tbere  u  none,  wbila  G«Mmittiiif(  ain, 
asder  a  fRtoe  Knldaace;  anaklj  n^iog;  nfitga  kmidatt^Toiy 
tamnltH  of  the  irtirriug  pawicBs«J  tb*  ■A-Ctnal,  while  dasaitiBg 
Hie  Mretie  Ideal, -^  piaiug,  aa*MthelMH,  fai  (ba.abaeac*  of  A» 
Ideal;  and  e]i[rirtng  ( not  periaUag,  hat  hacDmitif' twMmntaA) 
in  (be  aaplr^don  after  famug  Om  iMft  of  tLe  t^o  uatota* 
reeoDolad.  „    .   . 

( It  might  beat  snit  popalar  appraktmiioa  toaall  iIIimii  lliwa 
the  UndenrtAnding,  the  Imagination,  and  th«  Heart. ) 

Cluld  —  Nsw-Bonit  IttHTiHirr,  while  trained  and  informed  hj  Ideal- 
iim,  promitee  a  pretei-hnman  resnlt  by  its  earl;,  incommotiicabla 
Tigilance  and  inlellif^ce,  but  ii  compelled,  bj  ineritable  orphan- 
hood, and  the  qnft^  »f  Ae  I^s  i<^  ^i^fi^t^iin,  to  lapae  into 
ordinu;  conditions 

Aiden-Ai  —  Faith,  irhich  ^^anifeeti'ita  gplendor,  and  deliTen  its 
Oracle*,  and  impute  ita  marreli,  only  to  the  Ugber  mood*  al 
the  eonl,  and  whoae  directed  antagonism  is  with  Fkab  ;  ao  that 
.  dwM  (Ao  enfioy  the  .maDoriM  of  Mm*  nmt  itiipuiM.vM 
tboeeoffUtb.  Y«t  asf^nttoB  kaldi  iiiiciii  ■  nej  ilf  wliiiMiiiin. 
and  may  foraaHn  Faitl^  even  whan  tbegyri— a>  faoMifcwwtb 
the  yoke  of  Vmx. 

EhMOn  <tf  Ike  TlntkM —Bmkt  >(tii  Bo»Miom),  irom  .wh«w 
|,IW*l'"ii"  tnea  aM  pwMetid  tv  theopacily  af  the  n0wx  of 
PiaaeiitfiWL  and  Gialpm.  llie  mMaai  thil'|M»t40laA*.iB  mUq 
qniahed,  and  the  haman  spirit  pierces  the  cload,  and  entera  alone 
()S.lli£  Bnexplqied  I^e^W*^  i^f^^^^''^^*  ^MW^.iB(!>Z(V  V"V^ 
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Vatxa*,  ^oM  "n«M«Bg«r  Md  ■iMH—Mtl-ot.  ^  »«■■»—•.  it 

Iftrwifa  — 'CWw > ^» f WhALitlt.  ■■   -    .. 

JVIeot  —  Bhs,  groToUingrin^^tMM  Puanw. '       <    .1  Jii  •  .   .,.1  iw 

GfjM^m— Ubbhstaihbd  Aspibation:  Wonld follow lutthtct, bat 
fi  deterred  b;  ConTeotMrndiBm ,  ii  owtwwdnhy  MqiMra,!  fet 
aanctMl.  and'tlhaMWdnr  fBtpiiwlr  kat  !«•  ■ot.ilniiim  for 
llw  JDitiaKWy  nMtstnplMton  of  Xb«  AmiO.  ila'.cMJOMi  iM 
natchsd  priraegM  iHtii  a  bWBttinK  mmmOmw,  Md.MOm  at 
once  mm  the  iatiai  of  tTre  OM  aod  tb*  dtegatt  «<  IteAthec, 
Inrolv^g  th«  iBDOteDt  In  thefMltl  CMlfM'otMa^Mt.  ■  Wbeu 
on  the  point  of  perirfihig;  be  hi  ramM  hf  M wW ww  *aii  ■  nnabla 
toibetoUrM  sprite  itf'mfMeDM.ifai  gMMM  tabattefdnDgMl 

'  tpto  th»  rtglott  W  thafamllto.  M*d  Bttwuyhwiwr  liMirnfMth 
tnCnittni.    (MlrMr 6f yoDtlgMlkiilt(M4.'>' 


ARGUMENT. 

Human  Bziileiiee  anbject  to,  and  exempt  from,  ordiuar;  condi- 
tioni  ( SickiMM,  Poverty,  tgnotanee.  Death ). 

AItmnm  ii  erer  itriTiDg  to  carrr  the  moat  gifted  beyond  ordinary 
Mmditioni,  —  the  reault  being  ok  mALy  Tictinia  aa  effort*,  and  the 
•trivBT  being  finally  left  a  tolitary,  —  for  hia  ubject  ia  ontnitable  to 
the  utDna  be  haa  to  deal  with. 

The  ponnit  of  the  Ideal  inTolree  m  mocli  emotion  ai  to  render 
the  Idealift  Tnlneiabte  by  bninan  paiinon,  howeTer  long  and  well 
gnarded,  stiD  mlnerable,  —  liable,  at  laM,  to  a  union  with  InMinrt. 
i'MaioD  obKDtee  both  Indght  and  Forecaat.  All  effort  to  eleTate 
Inatinct  t«  Idealitm  it  abortJTe.  the  lawa  of  their  being  not  coin- 
ciding ( in  the  early  stage  of  the  exuMnce  of  the  one ).  Inatinct  i* 
either  alarmed,  and  takes  lefnge  in  Snperatltion  or  Onatom,  or  la 
left  belpleas  to  bnman  charitr,  or  given  orer  to  proTidential  rai*. 

Idealiim.  itripped  of  irwighc  and  forecaat,  loaea  ita  Mrtmity, 
bacomea  aattject  once  incire  i«  the  horror  from  which  it  bad 
aa»ped,  and  bj  accepting  ita  aida,  forfaita  (ha  higher  help  of 
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niMwiiiiil  b7  aipimiaa.  Faith  axtoita  (ram  Fm; 
mtI^  (rath  to  which  SciencB  GmtinoM  blind,  idcI  which  Medi— 
KmU  tuSt  H  m  cTowaing  MqniaitMa,  —  the  lawrimibU  PwMv 
wnnght  OBt  hj  aH  labon  and  all  ~™*'"** 

fWtdiig  th*  aUhondM  «f  thla  prao^ 
CiMBMCiMM/icn  iifeda  Ml,  aal* and  conplMMiti 
&{;S«k  Ptmtom  pMithea,  giwallii^  and  hopalMi ; 
Imimcl  tltafM,  in  ofdw  to  a  lofUer  wafcii^;  and 
Utalum  iMHU,  at  ka  nltuBate  ItMon,  that  MU-Mcrilee  ii  tna 
wd—pHo«;  thutha  Ngioo  b<Tii«dthagm«iathaftttliis 
CM  for  MwaptiM  (ron  nmtal  ooBditiana  i  and  that  Death 
iatba  erwlaatiaii  pnta^  indkatad  b;  tha  Anger  trfOod,— 
tba  bcoad  aTaaaa  thniagh  which  maa  doaa  not  uaoe  acditaijr 
and  MaUhj  Ufa  the  ngioD  ol  Fiw  BxiMenoa,  but  aaMii 


n*  raab  la  (In  othw  wocda),  Aat  tmm  Vwwrwaaxi,  Humav 
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BOOK  I. 
CHAPfEU  I. 

In  (he  gBtJflTiB  at  Ifaplea,  one  niwan6t  eteniag  in  the 
last  centary,  some  f mu' or  five  gttteieiAen'Wen  seated 
nnfter  U  tme,  drinking  tlieir^h()rtiet,Kad  Hatenillg,  lb 
the  intervals  of  conTeraation,  to  the  maslo  wUcfc 
enlivened  that  gay  Stid  fevorlte  rasort  of  ah  indolent 
po;nilstion.  Olie'  of  this  little  patlfttat  a  jMAg  E%- 
liabmdn,  trlio  hkd  been  the  life  of  the  whole  gtrmp,  but 
who,  for  the  last  few  fnomentB,  had  atink  ittton  glooWy 
and  abfftracted  rafery.  One  of  ^is  Conntiymm  ofwsived 
this  Budden  gloom,  ifld  tappinff  Mm  on  the  laclc,  said, 
"  Glyndon,  why,  what  ails  you,  are  yon  ill  1  You  havS 
growil  quite  pale  —  yoti  tremhia  —  iB  it  A  sudden'  lihilll 
Yoa  had  bettet  go  home;  thetie  ItaUati  nights  ate  often 
dangerouB  to  our  English  conHtitutions." 

"  "So,  I  am  well  noW;  it  wM  hnit  a  {tasaing  shudder; 
I  cannot  account  for  it  myself. " 

A  man  appareiitly  of  about  thirty  fSaM  of  age,  Kdd  of 
a  mien  nhd  couiltenance  strikingly  stfpetlor  to  those 
around  him,  turned  tfbmptly,  and  looked  eteadfaMly  at 
Qlyfldoti. 
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"  I  think  I  imd«nUnd  what  you  mean,*  nid  be ; 
'and  perhapa,"  he  added,  with  a  grave  amile,  "  I  oonld 
explain  it  better  than  jooiself."  Hen,  turaiiig  to  th« 
others  he  added,  "Yon  must  often  have  felt,  gentle- 
men, —  each  and  all  of  yon,  —  eepecially  when  aitting 
alone  at  night,  a  etnnge  and  unaccountable  eensatioii  of 
ooldneaa  and  awe  creep  oyer  you:  your  blood  euidlea, 
and  the  heart  Btands  still ;  tiie  limhs  shiver,  the  hair 
bristles;  you  are  afraid  to  look  np,  to  turn  your  eyes 
to  the  darker  corners  of  Uie  room;  you  faave  a  horrible 
fancy  that  something  unearthly  is  at  hand;  presently 
the  whole  spell,  if  I  may  so  ooll  it,  passes  away,  and 
you  are  ready  to  laugh  at  yont  own  weakness.  Have 
you  not  often  felt  what  I  have  thTis  imperfectly 
described  1  If  so,  you  can  understand  what  our  yonng 
friend  has  just  experienced,  even  amidst  the  delights  of 
this  magical  scene,  and  amidst  the  balmy  whispers  of  a 
July  night," 

*  Sir,"  replied  Glyndan,  evidently  mnch  surprised, 
"  yon  have  defined  exactly  the  nature  of  that  shudder 
which  came  over  me.  But  how  could  my  manner  be  so 
faithful  an  index  to  my  impressions  t  " 

*  I  know  the  signs  at  the  visitation,"  returned  tbe 
stni^er,  gravely;  *  they  are  not  to  be  mistaken  by  one 
of  my  experience." 

'  All  the  gentlemen  present  then  dedared  that  they 
oonld  comprehend,  and  had  felt,  what  the  stranger  had 
deecribed. 

"Aoooiding  to  one  of  our  national   inperBtitionB," 

■aid  Merton,  the  Englishman  who  had  first  addressed 

Qlyndon,  "  the  moment  you  so  feel  your  blood  creep, 

.  and  your  hair  stand  on  end,  some  one  is  walking  over 

the  spot  vhich  shall  be  your  grave. " 

"  There  are  in  all   lands  diSisrent  superstitious  to 
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HOootuit  for  BO  commim  an  oeonrrence,"  tepHdd  the 
ttnagsr;  "one  seat  among  the  Arabians  hold  that  at 
that  iiutant  Qod  u  deoiding  tlie  hour  either  of  yooi 
death  or  that  of  some  one  dear  to  yon.  The  African 
nvage ,  whoae  imagination  is  darkened  hj  the  hideous 
rites  of  his  gloomj  idolatry,  believes  tiiat  the  Evil 
Spirit  ii  pollii^  you  toward  him  by  the  hair,  —  so  do 
the  Grotesque  sad  the  Terrible  mingle  with  each 
other." 

*  It  ii  evidently  a  mere  phyaieal  accident,  —  a  derai^^ 
ment  of  the  stomach,  a  chill  of  the  blood,"  said  a  yonng 
Neapolitan. 

'  Then  why  is  it  always  coupled  in  all  nations  with 
some  superstitions  presentiment  or  terror,  —  some  con- 
nection between  the  material  frame  and  the  supposed 
world  withont  nst "  asked  the  stranger.  "  For  my  part, 
I  think  —  " 

"What  do  yon  think,  lirl  "  asked  Oljmdtw, 
corionsly. 

"  I  think,"  continued  the  stranger,  '  that  it  is  the 
repugnance  and  horror  of  that  which  is  human  about  us, 
—  to  somethii^,  indeed,  invisible,  but  antipathetic  to 
our  own  nature;  and  from  a  knowledge  of  whioh  we  are 
happily  secured  by  the  imperfection  of  oui  sensea." 

*  Yon  are  a  believer  in  8pirite,th6nt  "  aaked  ICerton, 
with  an  incndulons  smile. 

"  Nay ,  I  said  not  so ;  I  can  form  no  notion  of  a  spirit, 
as  the  metaphysicians  do,  and  certainly  no  fear  of  one; 
but  there  may  be  forms  of  matter  as  invisible  and  impel- 
pable  to  us  as  the  animalcule  to  which  t  have  compared 
titem.  The  monster  that  lives  and  dies  in  a  drop  of 
water,  —carnivorous,  insatiable,  subsisting  on  the  crea- 
tures minuter  then  himself,  —  is  not  leas  deadly  in  his 
wrath,  less  ferocious  in  his  nature,  than  the  tiger  of  the 
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desert.  There  may  be  tilings  around  ns  malignant  and 
hostile  to  men,  if  FroTidenoe  had  not  placed  a  vail 
hetween  them  and  ns,  meraly  1^  different  modificatioas 
of  matter." 

"  And  could  Uiat  irall  never  be  removed  t  "  asked 
young  Glyndon,  abruptly.  'Are  the  toaditiona  of 
sorcerer  and  visard,  universal  and  immemorial  as  they 
are,  merely  fablee  t  " 

"Perhaps  yes;  perhaps  no,"  ansveied  the  stranger, 
indifferentiy.  "  But  vho,  in  an  age  in  vhioh  the 
reason  baa  choeen  its  proper,  bounds,  vould  be  mad 
enough  to  break  the  partition  that  divides  him  from  the 
boa  and  the  lion,  to  repine  at  and  rebel  gainst  tfte  lav 
of  nature,  which  oonfines  the  shark  to  the  great  deepi 
Enough  of  these  idle  specjolationa." 

Here  the  stranger  rose,  aommoned  the  attendant,  paid 
for  his  sherbet,  and,  bowing  slightly  to  the  company, 
soon  disappeared  among  the  trees. 

"  Who  is  that  gentleman  1  "  asked  Glyndon,  eageriy. 

The  rest  looked  at  each  other,  without  replying,  for 
some  moments. 

"  I  never  sav  him  before,"  said  Merton,  at  last. 

•Nor  I." 

"Norl." 

"I  have  met  him  often,"  said  the  Neaptditan,  who 
was  named  Count  Cetoxa;  "  it  was,  if  you  remember,  as 
my  companion  that  he  joined  you.  He  has  been  some 
months  at  Naples;  he  is  very  rich,  —  indeed,  enormo-ialy 
so.     Oar  acquaintanoe  commenced  in  a  strange  way. " 

"How  was  iti " 

*  I  had  been  playing  at  a  public  gaming-houae,  and 
had  lost  considerably.  I  rose  from  the  table,  resolvod 
no  longer  to  tempt  Fortune,  when  this  gentleman,  who 
had  hitherto  been  a  spectator,  laying  bis  hand  on  mj 
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um,  nid,  vith  politeneM,  '  Sir,  I  sea  yon  eqjoy  p\ay, 
—  I  dislike  it;  but  I  yet  wish  to  h&ve  some  iotenat  in 
vhat  is  going  on.  Will  yoa  pley  this  stun  for  me  t  The 
risk  it  mine,  —  tlte  half-piofite  yours.'  I  woa  startled, 
aa  yon  may  soppoee,  at  such  an  address;  but  the  stnn- 
gei  had  an  air  and  tone  with  him  it  was  impossible  to 
resist;  besidea,  I  was  burning  to  reoovei  my  loaaea,  and 
ahould  not  have  risen  had  I  any  money  left  about  me. 
I  told  him  I  would  accept  his  offer,  provided  we  abated 
the  risk  as  well  as  profits.  'As  yon  will,' said  he, 
amiling;  'we  need  hare  no  scruple,  for  yoU  will  be  mm 
to  win.'  I  sat  down;  the  stranget  stood  behind  me: 
my  look  rose;  I  invariably  won.  In  faat)  I  toee  from 
the  table  a  rieh  man." 

"Ihere  can  be  no  foul  play  at  the  public  tables, 
especially  when  foul  play  would  make  against  the 
bank." 

'  Certainly  not,"  replied  ttie  Cmint.  *  Bat  oui  good 
fortune  waa  indeed  marvellous,  so  eztnoidinary,  that  a 
Sicilian  (the  Sicilians  are  all  ill-bred,  bad-tempered 
fellows)  grew  angry  and  insolent.  '  Sir,'  said  be 
turning  to  my  new  friend,  '  yon  have  no  bosinesa  to 
stand  ao  near  to  the  tal^.  I  do  not  understand  this; 
you  have  not  acted  fairly.'  The  spectator  replied  with 
great  composure,  that  he  had  done  nothing  against  the 
rales,  tiiat  he  was  very  sorry  that  one  man  oonld  not  win 
without  another  man  losing,  and  that  he  could  not  aet 
un&irly  even  if  disposed  to  do  so.  The  Sicilian  took 
the  stranger's  mildness  for  apprehension,  blustered 
more  loudly,  and  at  length  fairly  challenged  him.  '  Z 
never  seek  a  quarrel,  and  I  never  shun  a  danger,' 
returned  my  partner;  and  six  or  seven  of  us  adjourned 
to  the  garden  behind  the  house.  I  was,  of  course,  my 
partner's  second,     fie  took  me  aside.     '  This  man  will 
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die,'  said  he;  '  see  that  he  is  buried  privately  in  tiie 
church  of  St.  Jannario,  by  the  aide  of  his  faUier.' 

' '  Did  you  know  his  family  t '  I  asked  vlth  great  sur- 
prise. He  made  no  answer,  bnt  drew  hia  sword,  and 
walked  delibentely  to  tiie  spot  we  had  selected.  The 
Sicilian  was  a  renowned  swordsman;  neverthelesa,  in 
the  third  pass  he  was  run  through  the  body.  I  went 
up  to  hint;  be  could  eoaniely  speak.  '  Have  yon  any 
request  to  make,  — any  o&iis  to  settle  t '  He  shook 
his  head.  '  Where  would  yoa  wish  to  be  interred  t ' 
He  pointed  toward  the  Sicilian  coast.  '  Whatl '  aaid 
I,  in  surprise,  '  not  hj  the  side  of  your  fatbeiT '  As  I 
■poke  bis  face  altered  terribly;  he  uttered  a  piercing 
shriek;  the  blood  gushed  from  his  mouth,  and  he  fell 
dead.  The  most  stnnge  part  of  the  story  is  to  eome. 
We  buried  him  in  the  church  of  St.  Januario.  In 
doing  so,  we  took  up  his  father's  cofiSn;  the  lid  come 
off  in  moving  it,  and  the  skeleton  was  visible.  In  the 
hollow  of  Uie  skull  we  found  a  very  slender  wire  of 
sharp  steel;  this  caused  great  surprise  and  inquiry. 
The  &ther,  who  was  rich  and  a  miser,  had  died  sud- 
denly, and  been  buried  in  haste,  owing,  it  was  said,  to 
tiie  heat  of  tiie  weather.  Suspicion  once  awakened,  the 
examination  became  minute.  The  old  man's  servant 
was  questioned,  and  at  last  confessed  that  the  son  had 
murdered  the  siie:  the  contrivance  was  ingenious;  the 
wire  was  so  slendei,  that  it  pierced  to  the  brain,  and 
drew  hut  one  drop  of  blood,  which  the  gray  hairs 
concealed.     The  accomplice  was  executed." 

"  And  this  stianger,  —  did  he  give  evidence  1  Did  he 
account  for  —  " 

*  Xo,"  interrupted  the  Count;  "be  declared  that  he 
had  by  accident  visited  the  church  that  morning;  that 
ho  had  ohaaived  the  tombstone  of  the  Count  Salvolio; 
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that  his  gaide  hnd  told  him  the  Ooant's  son  iru  in 
IT&plM,  —  a  spendthrift  and  a  gambler.  While  we  were 
at  play,  he  had  heard  the  Count  mentioned  by  name  at 
the  table;  and  when  the  challenge  waa  given  and 
aceepted,  it  had  occurred  to  him  to  name  the  place  of 
burial,  by  an  instinct  he  ooold  not  aotxnmt  for." 

"  A  very  lame  atory,"  aaid  Merton. 

"Yeal  but  we  Italians  are  anpeTstitiouB;  the  alleged 
instinct  waa  regarded  aa  the  whisper  of  Froridenee,  — 
tiie  stranger  became  an  object  of  uniT«rsaI  interest  and 
curiosity.  His  wealth,  his  manner  of  living,  his 
extraordinary  personal  beauty,  have  aasiited  also  to 
make  him  the  rage." 

*  What  is  his  name  t  "  asked  Glyndon. 
■  Zioci.     SigDor  Ziooi." 

'  Is  it  not  an  Italian  namat  He  speaks  Ei^lish  like 
a  native. " 

*  So  be  does  French  and  German ,  as  well  as  Italian  to 
my  knowledge.  Bat  he  declares  himself  a  Corstoan  by 
birth,  thoi^h  I  cannot  hear  of  any  eminent  Coreioan 
fiunily  of  that  name.  However,  what  matten  his  birth 
or  parentage;  he  ia  rich,  generons,  and  the  best  svords- 
man  I  ever  saw  in  my  life.     Who  would  a&ont  himt  " 

"Not  I,  certainly,"  said  Merton,  rising.  "Come, 
OlyndoQ,  shall  we  seek  our  hotel  1  It  is  almost  day- 
light.    Adieu,  Bignor." 

*  What  think  you  of  this  storyT  "  sud  Qlyndon,  as 
the  young  men  walked  homeward. 

"Why,  it  is  very  clear  that  this  Zioei  is  some 
impoetor,  —  some  clever  rogue ;  and  the  Keapolitaa 
Bhares  booty,  and  puffs  htm  off  with  all  the  hackneyed 
charlatanism  of  the  marvellous.  An  unknown  adven- 
turer gets  into  society,  by  being  made  an  object  of  awe 
and    curiosity  i    he    is    devilish    handsome,    and   the 


n,s,t,..d:,i.  Google 


&50  ZZCCL 

women  aie  quite'  con  taut  to  leeeive  him  without  any 
other  lecommendatioa  than  his  own  faoe  aod  GetozA's 
fables." 

'  I  cumot  agree  with  7011.  Cetoza,  thoogh  a  gambler 
and  a  talce,  is  a  nobleman  of  birth  and  high  repute  for 
courage  and  honor.  Besides,  this  stranger,  wiUi  his 
grand  features  and  loftj  air,  — so  calm,  so  unobbwve, 
—  has  nothing  in  common  with  the  forward  garrulity  of 
an  impostor." 

"  My  dear  G-lyndon,  pardon  me;  but  you  have  not 
yet  acquired  any  knowledge  of  the  world:  the  stranger 
makes  the  best  of  a  line  persoQi  and  his  grand  air  is 
but  a  trick  of  the  trade.  But  to  chai^  the  subject: 
how  gets  on  the  lore  affair  I  " 

"Oh,  Isabel  could  not  see  me  to-nigbt.  The  old 
woman  gave  me  a  Qot«  of  exouee. " 

"  You  most  not  marry  her;  what  would  they  all  aaj 
at  home  t " 

*  Let  us  enjoy  the  present,"  said  Glyndon,  with 
Tivaoity;  "  we  an  young,  rich,  good-looking:  let  us  not 
think  of  to-montow." 

"  BiaTO,  Olyndon  I  Here  we  ate  at  the  hotel.  Sleep 
sound,  and  don't  dream  of  Signer  Ziooi." 
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CbABSTCx  Olti>i>on  wm  s  ^ooDg  mftti  of  gnuU  but 
independent  fortune.  He  had,  early  in  life,  evineed 
coniiderable  ptomiae  ia  the  art  of  painting;  &nd,  nthev 
from  enthuaiaam  than  the  want  of  a  profesaion,  ha  had 
resolved  to  devote  himaelf  to  a  career  which  in  England 
haa  been  aeldom  entered  upon  by  persona  who  can  lira 
on  their  own  means.  Without  being  a  poet,  Glyndop 
had  also  manifeited  a  graceful  faculty  for  Tene,  which  had 
contribated  to  win  his  entry  into  society  above  hie  birth. 
Spoiled  and  flattered  from  hia  yonth  upward,  hie  natural 
talenta  were  in  some  measure  relaxed  by  indolence,  and 
that  worldly  and  selfish  habit  of  thought  which  frivolous 
companionship  often  engendexs,-  and  which  ia  withering 
alike  to  etem  virtue  and  high  genius.  The  luxurianes 
of  his  fancy  waa  unabated;  but  the  affections  which  are  tit% 
life  of  fancy  had  grown  languid  and  inactive :  bis  youth, 
his  vanity,  and  a  restlesa  daring  and  thirst  of  adventon 
had  from  time  to  time  Involved  him  in  dangers  and 
dilemmas,  out  of  which,  of  late,  he  had  always  extri- 
oated  himself  with  the  ingenious  felicity  of  a  clever  head 
and  cool  heart.  He  had  left  England  for  Borne  with 
the  avowed  purpose  and  sincere  resolution  of  atudying 
the  divine  masterpieces  of  art;  but  pleasure  had  soon 
allured  him  from  ambition,  and  he  quitted  the  gloomy 
palacea  of  Rome  for  the  gay  shores  and  animated  revel- 
ries of  Naples.  Here  he  had  fallen  in  love  —  deaply  tn 
love,  as  he  said  and  thought  —  with  a  young  person 
celebrated  at  N^aples,  Isabel  di  Pisani.     She  waa  the 
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only  daughter  of  an  Italian,  hj  an  English  mothai:  the 
bther  had  known  better  days;  in  his  proaperity  he  had 
travelled,  and  won  in  England  the  affections  of  a  lady 
of  some  fortune.  He  had  been  induced  to  fipecolate ;  he 
'  loet  hia  all;  he  settled  at  Naples,  and  taught  languages 
and  music.  His  wife  died  when  Isabel,  christened  from 
her  mother,  was  ten  years  old.  At  sixteen  she  came 
out  on  the  at^e;  two  years  afterwards  her  &ther 
departed  this  life,  and  Isabel  was  an  orphan. 

OlyndoQ,  a  man  of  pleasure,  and  a  regular  attendant 
at  the  theatre,  had  remarked  the  young  actoess  behind 
the  scenes;  he  fell  in  love  with  her,  and  he  told  her  so. 
The  girl  listened  to  him  perhaps  from  vanity,  perhaps 
from  ambition,  perhaps  from  coquetry ;  ahe  listened,  and 
allowed  hut  few  stolen  interriewa,  in  which  she  per- 
mitted no  favor  to  the  Englishman,  —  it  was  one  reason 
why  he  loved  her  so  much. 

The  day  following  that  on  which  our  story  opens 
Glyndon  wae  riding  alone  by  the  shores  of  the  Neapolitan 
■ea,  on  the  other  side  of  the  Cavern  of  Pausilippo.  It 
was  past  noon;  the  sun  had  lost  its  early  fervor  and  a 
oool  breese  sprang  voluptuously  from  the  sparkling  sea. 
Bending  over  a  fragment  of  stone  near  the  roadside  h« 
perceived  the  form  of  a  man;  and  when  he  approached 
he  recognized  Zicci. 

The  Englishman  saluted  him  oonrtieonsly.  '  Have 
you  discovered  some  antique!  "  said  he,  with  a  smile; 
*  tiiey  are  as  common  as  pebbles  on  this  road." 

"No,"  replied  Zicci;  "it  was  but  one  of  thOM 
antiques  that  have  their  date,  indeed,  from  the  begin- 
ning of  the  world,  but  whioh  nature  eternally  wither* 
and  renews."  So  saying,  he  showed  Olyndon  a  small 
herb,  with  a  pale-blue  flower,  and  then  placed  it  oaiefully 
ill  his  bosom. 
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*  Yon  an  i  heibalistl " 

*  I  am." 

"  It  ii,  I  (un  told,  a  stod;  full  of  interest." 

"  To  thooe  who  anderatand  it,  doubtlen.  But," 
GoatinnMl  Zicci,  looking  up  with  a  slight  and  cold 
smile,  "why  do  70a  linget  on  your  way  to  oonTeToe 
with  me  on  matters  in  which  you  neither  have  knowl- 
edge nor  desire  to  obtain  itt  I  read  your  heart,  young 
Englishman:  your  curiosity  is  excited;  you  wish  to 
know  me,  and  not  this  humble  herb.  Pass  on;  your 
desire  never  can  be  satisfied." 

"Ton  have  not  the  poltteneas  of  your  coon tiy man," 
said  Glyndon,  somewhat  discomposed.  "Suppose  I 
were  desirous  to  cultivate  your  aoquaintanoe,  why 
diould  you  reject  my  advances  T  *' 

"I  reject  no  man's  advanoes,"  answered  Zioci,  "  I 
must  know  them  if  they  so  desire ;  but  me,  in  return, 
they  can  never  comprehend.  If  yon  ask  my  acquaint- 
ance, it  is  yours;  but  I  would  warn  yoa  to  shun  me." 

*  And  why  are  you  then  so  dangerous  I  " 

'  Soma  have  found  me  so ;  if  I  were  to  predict  your 
fortons  by  the  vain  calculations  of  the  astrolt^et,  1 
should  tell  you  in  their  despicable  jargon  Uiat  my  planet 
aat  darkly  in  yonr  bouse  of  life.  Cross  me  not  if  you 
can  avoid  it.  I  warn  you  now  for  the  fint  time  and 
"last." 

"  Ton  despise  the  sstrologers,  yet  yoa  utter  a  jargon 
as  mysteriooB  as  theirs.  I  neither  gamble  nor  qnarral ; 
why  then  should  I  fear  yon )  " 

"  As  you  will ;  I  have  done. " 

*  Let  me  apeak  frankly ;  your  oonvemtion  last  night 
interested  and  amused  me." 

"  I  know  it;  minds  like  youta  are  attracted  1^  mys' 
tery."    Olyndon  was  piqued  at  those  words,  &ongh  in 
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the  tone  in  which  they  were  q>oken  then  was  no 
contempt. 

"  I  see  you  do  ngt  eonaider  me  worthy  of  your  friend- 
ship; beitao.  GooddAy."  Zicci  coldly  replied  to  the 
salutation;  and,  as  the  Englishmtn  lode  on,  retumed 
to  hie  hotanioal  employment. 

The  Mune  lught,  Glyndon  went,  aa  usual,  to  the 
theatre.  He  was  standing  hehiud  the  soenea  watehiug 
Isabel,  who  was  on  the  stage  in  quo  of  her  moet  brilliant 
parts.  The  house  lesounded  with  applsuee,  Glyndon 
was  tranaported  with  a  yoong  man's  paesion  and  a  yonag 
man's  pride:  "This  glorious  creature,"  thought  he, 
"  may  yet  be  mine." 

He  felt,  while  thoa  wrapped  in  delicious  tevery,  a 
alight  touch  upon  his  shoulder:  he  turned,  and  beheld 
Zicci.  "  You  are  in  danger,"  said  the  Utter.  "  Do  not 
walk  home  to-night;  or  if  you  do,  go  not  alone." 

Before  Glyndon  recovered  from  hia  surprise,  Zicci 
disappeared;  and  when  the  Englishman  saw  him  again, 
he  was  in  the  box  of  one  of  the  Neapolitan  ministeia, 
where  Glyndon  could  net  follow  him. 

Isabel  now  left  the  stage,  and  Glyndon  accosted  her 
with  impassioned  gallantry.  The  actress  was  surpria* 
ingly  beautiful ;  of-  fair  complezioin,  and  golden  hair, 
her  countenance  was  relieved  from  the  ;teme  and  gentle 
loveliness  which  the  Italians  suppose  to  be  the  charac-. 
teriaties  of  English  beau^,  by  the  contrast  of  dark  eyes 
and  lashes,  by  a  forehead  of  great  height,  to  which  the 
dark  outline  of  the  eyebrows  gave  aoraetbing  of  m^esty 
and  command.  In  spite  of  the  slightness  of  vitgin 
youth,  her  proportions  had  the  nobleness,  Uent  with 
the  delicacy,  that  belongs  to  the  masterpieces  of  ancient 
sculpture;  and  there  was  a  conaaious  pride  in  her  step, 
and  in  the  swanlike  bend  of  her  stately  head,  aa  she 
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tnmed  with  ui  erident  impatienoQ  from  the  addross  of 
her  loTBr.  Taking  Bside  an  old  woman,  who  Was  her 
ccmstant  and  confidential  attendant  at  the  theatre,  she 
aaid  in  an  earnest  whieper,  — 

"Oh,  Gionettal  he  is  here  ^inl  I  have  seen  him 
again !  —  and  again ,  he  alone  of  tile  whole  theatre  with- 
holds from  me  hie  applanse.  He  scarcely  seems  to 
notice  me ;  his  indifference  mortifies  me  to  the  soul ;  I 
oould  weep  for  rage  and  eonow." 

"Which  is  he,  my  darting  1"  eaid  the  old  woman 
with  fondness  in  her  voice.  "  He  must  be  doll ,  ~-  not 
worUi  th;  thoughts." 

The  aotress  drew  Gionetta  nearer  to  the  stage,  and 
pointed  out  to  her  a  man  in  one  of  the  nearer  boxes, 
conspicuous  amongst  all  else  hj  the  simplicity  of  his 
dresB,  and  the  extraordinary  beauty  of  his  featoree. 

"Not  worth  a  thought,  Gionetta!  "  repeated  Isabel, 
—  "  not  worth  a  thought!  Saw  you  erer  one  so  noble, 
ao  godlike  T " 

"By  the  Holy  Mother  1 "  answered  Gionetta,"  he  is 
«  proper  mani  and  has  the  air  of  a  prince. " 

The  prompter  summoned  the  Signora  Piaani.  "  Find 
out  his  name,  Gionetta,"  said  she,  sweeping  on  to  the 
etage,  and  passing  by  Glyndon,  who  gazed  at  her  with  a 
look  of  sorrowful  reproach. 

The  scene  on  which  the  aetreae  now  entered  was  that 
of  the  final  catastrophe,  wherein  all  her  remarkable 
powers  of  voice  and  art  were  pre-eminently  called  foithi 
The  honse  hung  on  every  word  with  breathless  worship; 
but  the  eyes  of  Isabel  sought  only  those  of  one  calm  and 
unmoved  spectator ;  she  exerted  herself  as  if  inspired. 
The  etrangei  listened,  and  observed  her  with  an  atten- 
tive gase,  but  no  approval  escaped  bis  lips;  no  emotion 
changed  the  expression  of  his  oold  and  half-disdainful 
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aapeet.  Inbal,  who  wu  in  the  chanater  of' a  jbkIoos 
uxi  kl«ndoiied  mutreas,  nevet  felt  bo  acstely  the  port 
■be  played.  Her  tean  were  trathful ;  her  paasiou  that 
of  nature :  it  was  almost  too  terrible  to  behold.  She  waa 
home  from  die  stage  exhausted  and  insenaibla,  amidst 
socfa  a  tempest  of  admiring  rapture,  aa  Continental  andi- 
enoes  alone  can  niae.  The  crowd  stood  up,  —  handker- 
chiefs wared,  garlanda  and  flowers  were  thrown  on  the 
stage,  man  wiped  their  eyea,  and  women  sobbed  aloud. 

"67  Heavens! "  said  a  Neapolitan  of  great  tank, 
"ahe  has  fired  me  beyond  endtiianee.  To-night,  this 
very  nigbt,  ahe  ahall  be  minel     You  have  arranged  all. 


"  All,  aignor.  And  if  this  young  Englishman  should 
aeoompeny  her  home  t " 

"The  piesnming  barbarian  1  At  all  events,  let  him 
bleed  tor  his  folly.  I  hear  that  she  admits  him  to  secret 
interviews.     I  will  hare  no  rival." 

"  But  an  Englishman!  There  is  always  a  aeaieh  after 
the  bodies  of  the  English." 

*  Fool!  is  not  the  sea  deep  enough,  or  the  earth  sesiet 
enough ,  to  hide  one  dead  man  I  Our  ruffians  are  silent 
as  the  grave  itself;  and  I  —  who  would  dare  to  suspect, 

to  arraign  the  Prince  di T    See  to  it,  —  let  him  be 

watched,  and  the  fitting  occasion  taken.  I  trust  him 
to  you:  robbers  murder  him;  —  you  understand:  the 
country  swarms  with  ^em;  —  plunder  and  strip  him. 
Take  three  men;  ti>e  rest  shall  be  my  escort." 

Kaaoari  ahmgged  his  shouldera,  and  bowed  sabmis- 
aively. 

Meanwhile  Olyndon  besought  Isabel,  who  lecovarad 
but  alowly,  to  return  home  in  his  carnage.^    She  had 
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done  so  onoo  or  twloa  before ,  tboagb  ibe  had  never 
permitted  him  to  ucompan;  her.  This  tiins  ahp 
refasad,  and  with  eome  petulance.  Glyndon,  ofiended, 
wu  retiring  rallenlj,  when  CKooetta  stopped  him. 
*  Staj,  signer,"  nid  she,  coftxingly;  *  the  dear  sigQara 
is  not  well;  do  not  be  angry  with  her;  I  will  make 
her  accept  yonr  offer. " 

Glyodon  stayed,  and  after  a  few  momenta  spent  in 
sxpoetulatioD  tm  the  part  of  Qionatta  and  resistance  on 
that  d  Isabel,  ttw  offer  waa  acoepted :  the  actress,  with 
a  mixture  of  naSveti  and  ooqaatiy,  ^ve  her  hand  to 
her  lover,  who  kiased  it  with  delight.  Oionetta  and 
her  charge  entered  the  carriage,  and  Qlyndon  was  left 
at  the  door  of  the  theatre,  to  retuiii  borne  on  foot  The 
myaterions  warning  of  Zioci  then  snddealy  oooutted  to 
him ;  he  had  forgotten  it  in  the  interest  of  his  lover's 
qoanel  with  Isabel.  He  thought  it  now  adviaable  to 
goard  against  danger  foretold  by  lips  so  myateriona;  he 
looked  round  for  some  one  he  knew;  the  theatre  was 
disgorging  its  crowds,  who  hustled  and  jostled  and 
pressed  upon  him;  but  he  reoogniied  no  familiar  coun- 
tenances. While  pausing  ineeolute  be  beaid  Merton'a 
voice  calling  on  bim,  and,  to  Ms  gnat  relief,  disooraied 
his  friend  making  his  way  through  the  throng. 

"  I  have  secured  you  a  place  in  the  Count  Cetoxa'a 
osRiage,''Baid  he.     "  Come  along,  he  is  waiting  forua." 

■  How  kind  in  you  I  how  did  you  find  me  out  1 " 

"  I  met  Ziooi  in  the  passage.  'Your  friend  is  at  the 
door  of  the  theatre,'  said  he;  'do  not  let  him  go  home 
alone  to-nigbt:  the  streets  of  N^les  are  not  always 
safe.'  I  immediately  remembered  that  some  of  the 
Calabrian  bravos  had  beui  busy  witiiin  the  dty  the 
last  few  weeks,  and  asked  Cetoxa,  who  waa  with  nw, 
to  accompany  you." 
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Fiutii«T  explanation  iras  forbidden,  for  they  now 
joined  the  Count.  As  QlTodon  enterad  tba  corria^ 
and  drew  up  the  glass,  he  saw  four  men  sUnding  apart 
by  the  pavement,  vho  aeemed  to  eye  him  with 
■attention. 

■  "  Cotpetto  !  "  cried  one,  —  "  eeeo  Ingleae  !  "  Glyndon 
imperfectly  heard  the  exclamation  as  the  carri^  diove 
on.     He  reached  home  in  aafety. 

"  Hare  you  diBcovered  who  he  is  t  "  asked  the  actrMs, 
aa  abewaa  now  alone  in  the  carriage  with  6ionetta. 

"Yes,  he  is  the  celebrated  Signor  Zicci,  about  whom 
theOourthas  run  mad.  They  aay  he  is  bo  rich  I  —  oh, 
so  much  richer  than  any  of  the  Inglosel  Bnt  a  bird  in 
the  hand,  my  angel,  ia  better  than  —  " 

'  CsBse,"  intormpted  the  young  aotieaa.  "Zioci: 
speak  of  the  Englishman  no  more." 

The  carriage  was  now  entering  that  more  lonely  and 
remote  part  af  the  city  in  which  Isabel's  hooae  was 
situated,  when  it  suddenly  stopped. 
'  Gionettft,  in  aUrm,  thrust  her  head  out  of  window, 
and  perceived  by  the  pale  light  of  the  moon  that  the 
driver,  torn  ^m  his  seat,  was  already  pinioned  in  ths 
arms  of  two  men;  the  next  moment  the  door  was 
opened  violently,  and  a  tall  ^^ore,  masked  and  manUed, 
appeared. 

"Fear  not,  fairest  Pisani,"  said  he,  gently,  "no  ill  shall 
befall  you."  As  he  spoke,  he  woiind  his  arms  round  the 
foTtil  of  the  fair  actress,  and  endeavored  to  lift  her  from 
the  carriage.  But  the  Signora  Fisani  was  not  an  ordinary 
penon ;  she  had  been  before  exposed  to  all  the  dangers  to 
which  the  beauty  of  the  low-horn  was  subjected  amcmgat 
a  lawless  and  profligate  nobility ;  ahe  thrust  back  the 
assailant'  with  a  power  that  surprised  him,  and  in  the 
next  moment  the  blade  of  a  dagger  gleamed  before  his 
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«yM.  -  "Cl^iaoh  me,"  and  ahe,  dtawing  benelf  to  Uie 
farther  end  of  the  camafie,  "  and  I  strike!  " 

Ths  mask  drew  bock. 

"  By  the  body  of  Baochoa,  a,  bold  spiiitl "  Bud  he, 
haff  laushing  and  h&lf  alanaed.  "  Herei  Lnigi  — 
Giovanni  I  disann  and  aeue  her.     Haim  hex  not." 

The  mask  zetired  from  the  door,  and  another  and  yet 
taller  form  presented  itaalf.  "  Be  oalm,  lubel  di 
Piaani,"  said  he,  in  a  low  voice;  "with  ne  you  are 
.  indeed  ufe ! "  He  lifted  hie  maak  as  he  epoke,  and 
showed  the  noble  faatoree  of  Zicoi.  "  Be  oalm,  be 
hushed,  —  I  can  save  yon."  He  raniahed,  leaving 
Isabel  lost  in  surprise^  agitation,  and  delight.  There 
were  in  all  nine  maskac  two  were  engaged  with  the 
driver;  one  atood  at  the  head  of  the  carriage  horaea;  a 
third  guarded  the  well-trained  ateeds  of  the  party ;  tJbree 
others,  besides  Ziod,  and  die  one  who  had  fiiat  aoeoeted 
Isabel,  stood  apart  by  a  carriage  drawn  to  the  aide  of  the 
road.  To  these  Zicci  motioned:  they  advanced;  he 
pointed   toward  the  first  mask,    who   was  in  fact  the 

Prince   di ,  and,    to  his  nnspeakable   astonishment^ 

the  Prince  was  suddenly  seized  from  behind. 

"  TreaaonI  "  he  cried.  "  TieaeoD  among  my  own  menl 
What  means  this  t " 

"  Place  him  in  his  carriage  I  If  he  reaiBt,  ehoot  him  I " 
aaid  Zicci,  calmly. 

He  approached  the  men  who  had  detained  the  coachman. 

"  You  are  outnumbered  and  outwitted,"  said  he:  "join 
your  lord;  you  are  three  men, —  we  six,  armed  to  the 
teeth.  Thank  our  mercy  that  we  spare  your  livea; 
— got" 

The  men  gave  way,  dismayed.   The  driver  remounted. 

"  Cat  the  tiBCea  of  their  carriage  and  the  bridlea  of 
tbeir  horses, "  said  Zicci,  as  he  entered  the  vehicle  coa> 
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tuning  Inbel,  aod  which  hdv  dnve  on  mpid^,  kftTing 
the  discomfited  ntviJBher  in  a  state  of  nge  and  stapor 
impoaaible  to  deacribe. 

"Allow  me  to  explain  thia  mTsteiy  to  you,"  aaid 
Zaod.  "I  diaoovered  th«  plot  againat  jou, — no  matter 
how.  I  fmetiated  it  thua:  The  head  of  this  design  is 
a  nobleman  who  has  long  penecnted  yon  in  vain.  He 
and  two  ot  his  creatures  watched  yon  from  the  entrance 
of  Gio  theatre,  having  directed  nx  ottiera  to  await  him 
OD  the  spot  where  you  were  attacked;  myself  and  five  of 
my  serranto  aupphed  Uieii  place,  and  were  mistaken  for 
hia  own  foUowen.  I  had  pnTiously  ridden  alone  to  the 
-spot  where  tiie  men  were  waiting  and  informed  them 
that  their  master  wonld  not  require  tiieir  serrioea  Hut 
night.  They  belieTcd  me,  —  for  I  showed  them  his 
signet  ring,— and  accordingly  diapeiaed.  I  then  joined 
my  own  bond,  whom  I  had  left  in  tho  rear;  you  know 
alL     We  are  at  your  dooi." 
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Zicoi  ma  l«ft  slone  vith  tiie  poling  ItaUan.  Sha  had 
tiuown  uide  her  clotk  and  he&d  gear;  her  hur,  801110- 
yrhhi  diflheveQed,  fell  down  her  ivory  neck,  which  the 
dress  partially  diepUyed ;  ahe  seemed,  u  she  sat  in  that 
low  uid  humble  ehamber,  a  Tery  visioii  of  light  and 
glory. 

Zicci  gaied  at  her  with  on  admiration  mingled  with 
compassion;  he  muttered  a  few  words  to  ^im^wlf  and 
then  addressed  her  aloud:  — 

"Isabel  dl  Pisani,  I  have  saved  yon  from  a  great 
peril;  not  from  dishonor  only,  bnti  perhaps,  from  death. 

The  Prince  di ,  under  the  weak  government  of  a 

royal  child  and  a  venal  administiatitm,  is  a  man  above 
the  law.  He  is  capable  of  every  crime ;  bat  amongst  his 
passions  he  has  snch  prudence  as  belongs  to  ambition;  if 
you  were  not  to  reconcile  yourself  to  your  shame  you 
woold  never  enter  the  world  again  to  tell  your  tale.  The 
raviflher  has  no  heart  for  repentance,  bat  he  has  a  hand 
that  can  murder.  I  have  saved  thee,  Isabel  dl  Pisani, 
Perhaps  you  wonld  ask  me  wherefore  1 "  Zioci  passed 
and  smiled  moumfolly,  as  he  added,  "  My  life  is  not 
that  of  others,  bat  I  am  still  hnman ;  I  know  pity,  and 
more,  Isabel,  I  can  feel  gratitude  for  (Section.  You  love 
me ;  it  was  my  fate  to  fascinate  your  eye,  to  arouse  your 
vanity,  to  inflame  your  imagination.  It  was  to  warn  you 
from  this  folly  that  I  consented  for  a  few  minates  to 
Income  your  gueet.  The  Englishman,  Qlyndon,  loves 
thee  well, —  better  than  I  can  ever  love;  he  may  wed 
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thee;  he  may  bear  thee  to  hie  own  frae  and  happy  land, — 
&e  land  of  thy  mother's  kin.  Foiget  me,  teach  UiyaeU 
to  return  and  to  deeerve  hu  lore ;  and  I  tell  thee  that 
thou  wilt  be  honored  and  be  happy." 

Isabel  listened  wjtji  sitob  irondei  and  deep  blushes  to 
this  strange  address;  and  when  the  voice  ceased,  she 
coreTod  her  face  with  her  hands  and  wept. 

Zicoi  rose;  "I  haw  fulfilled  my  diUy  to  you,  and  I 
depart.  Bemember  that  you  are  still  in  danger  from  the 
Frince;  be  waty,  and  be  cautious.  Your  best  precan- 
tion  is  is  flight:  farewell." 

"  Oh,  do  not  leave  me  yet;  you  have  read  a  secret  of 
iwjuch  I  myself  was  soaioely  conscioui;  you  despise  me, 
—  you,  my  pceserreE!.,  Ah,  do  not  miqudgeme;  I  am 
better,  higher  than  I  seem,  Siooe.  I  saw  tbise  I  have 
been  a  pew  being."  The  poor,  g^l  clasped  her  hands 
pessionat«ly  as  she  spoke,  and  her  tears  streamed  down 
her  cheeks, 

"  What  would  you  that  I  should  answect "  Sfud  Zicci, 
paoeing,  but  with  a  oold  severity  in  his  eye. 

"  Say  that  yon  do  not  despise, — say  that  you  do  not 
think  me  light  and  eb^meless." 

"Willingly,  Isabel;  I  know  your  heart  and  your  his- 
tory: you  arO'Ct^ble  of  great  virtues;  yon  have  the 
seeds '  of  a  rare  and  powerful  genius.  You  may  paae 
through  the  brief  period  of.  yoor  human  life  with  a  proud 
step  and  a  <:jieerful  h^art,  if  you  listen  to  my  advice. 
You  have  been  neglected  from  your  childhood;  you  have 
been  thrown  among  nations  at  once  frivolous  aud.  coaree ; 
your  nobler  dispositions,  youi'  higher  qualities .  see  not 
developed.,  You  .were  pleased  with  the  admiratiop  of 
Glyndoi^;  you  thought  that  the  pasai<mate  stranger 
might  qiariy  jou,  while  others  had  only  uttered  the  vows 
that  t^aVnv-     ^0^  child,  it  was  the  instinctiTe  deairs 
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of  right  within  tliM  that  nude  tb6e  listen  to  him'j  and  if 
mj  fatal  shadow  had  not  cioBsed  thy  path,  thou  wonldst 
hav«  loved  him  well  enough,  at  leaat  for  content.  Betum 
to  that  hope,  and  nurse  again  that  innocent  afftetion;  this 
is  m;  answer  to  thee.     Art  thou  contented  I  " 

'Mb!  ah,  nol  seveTe  as  thou  art^  J  love  better  to  hear 
thse  than  —  than — what  am  I  saying  t  And  now  you 
hare  saved  me,  I  ahall  pray  for  you,  bless  you,  think  of 
you;  and  am  I  never  to  see  yon  moral  Alas,  the 
moment  you  leave  me,  danger  and  dread  will  darken 
round  me.  Let  me  be  yoai  servant,  your  slave;  with 
you  I  should  have  no  fear. " 

A  dark  shade  fell  over  Zioci'a  brow;  be  looked  from 
the  ground  on  which  his  eyes  had  rested  while  she  spoke 
upon  the  earnest  and  imploring  face  of  the  beautiful 
creature  that  now  knelt  before  him,  with  all  the  passions 
of  an  ardent  and  pure,  but  wholly  untutored  and  half* 
ravage  nature,  speaking  from  the  tearful  eyes  and  trem- 
bling lips.  He  looked  at  her  with  an  aspect  she  could 
not  interpret:  in  his  eyes  were  kindness,  sorrow,  and 
even  something,  she  thought,  of  love;  yet  the  brow 
frowned,  and' the  lip  was  stem. 

"  It  is  in  vain  that  we  struggle  with  our  doom, "  said 
he,  cslmly ;  "  listen  to  me  yet.  I  am  a  man,  Isabel,  in 
whom  there  ore  some  good  impulses  yet  left,  but  whose 
life  is,  on  the  whole,  devoted  to  a  systematic  and  selfish 
desire  to  enjoy  whatever  life  can  afford.  To  me  it  is 
given  to  warn:  the  warning  neglected,  I  interfere  no 
mora;  Heave  her  victcwies  to  that  Fate  ^lat  I  cannot 
bafBe  of  her  prey.  You  do  not  understand  me;  no 
matter:  what  I  am  now  abont  to  say  will  be  more  easy 
to  cconprehend.  I  tell  thee  to  tear  from  thy  heart  all 
thought  of  me ;  thou  hast  yet  the  power.  If  thou  wilt 
not  obey  me,  thou  must  reap  the  seeds  that  thoti  wilt 
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SOT.  Glyndan,  if  &aa  aocaptest  his  honuge,  will  Ion 
thee  thioughoat  life;  I,  too,  can  Iotb  thee." 

"  You  —  you  —  " 

"  But  with  s  lukewarm  Aud  selfish  lore ;  and  one  that 
cannot  last  Thou  wilt  be  a  Sower  in  my  path:  I 
inhale  thy  ewBetneea,  and  para  on,  caring  not  what  wind 
shall  sup  thee,  or  what  step  shall  tread  thee  to  the 
dust.     Which  is  the  love  thou  wouldat  piefer  I  " 

"  But  do  you  —  can  you  love  me  I  —  you  —  you,  Zicci , 
avan  for  an  hourt  Say  it  again." 

"  Yes,  Isabel;  I  am  not  dead  to  beauty;  and  yours  is 
that  mely  gives  to  the  daughters  of  men.  Yes,  laabel, 
I  could  lore  thee." 

Isabel  uttered  a  ciy  of  joy,  seized  his  hand,  and  kisaad 
it  through  burning  and  impassioned  tean,  Zicci  raised 
her  in  his  amu,  and  imprinted  one  kiss  upon  her 
forehead. 

"Do  not  deceive  thyself,"  he  said;  "consider  well. 
I  tell  tiiee  again,  that  my  love  is  eubjeoted  to  the  cer- 
tain curae  of  change.  For  my  part,  I  shall  seek  thee  no 
more.     Thy  fate  shall  be  thine  own  and  not  mine.    For 

the  rest,  fear  not  the  Prince  di  -, .     At  preaent,  I  can 

save  thee  from  every  harm." 

With  these  words  he  withdrew  himself  from  her 
embrace,  and  bad  gained  the  outer  door  just  as  Gionetta 
came  from  the  kitchen  with  her  hands  full  of  such  cheer 
as  she  had  managed  to  collect  together.  Zicci  laid  bia 
hand  on  the  old  woman's  arm. 

"Signor  Qlyndon,"  said  he,  "loves  Isabel;  he  may 
wed  her.  You  love  your  mistress;  plead  for  him. 
Disabuse  her,  if  you  can,  of  any  caprice  for  me,  I  am 
a  bird  ever  on  the  wing." 

He  dropped  a  purse,  heavy  with  gold,  into  Oionetta's 
bosom,  —  and  was  gone. 
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Tbb  palace  of  Zicci  was  among  the  nobleat  in  Naplea. 
It  still  atonda,  though  mined  and  dismantled,  in  one 
of  those  fkntiqoe  streets,  from  wbiah  the  old  raoes  of  the 
Nonnan  and  the  Spaniard  have  long  since  vanished. 

He  ascended  the  vast  staircase,  and  entered  the  rooms 
reserved  for  his  private  bowB.  Thejr  were  no  wise 
remarkable  except  for  their  luxury  and  splendor,  and  the 
absence  of  what  men,  so  learned  as  Zicci  was  reputed , 
graierally  prise,  — namely,  booka.  Zioci  seemed  to 
know  everjrthing  that  books  can  teach;  yet,  of  bocks 
themselves  be  apoke  and  thongbt  witb  the  moat  pio' 
found  contempt 

He  threw  himself  on  a  sofa,  and  dismissed  bis  attend- 
ants for  the  night;  and  here  it  may  be  observed,  that 
Zicci  had  no  one  servant  who  knew  anything  of  his 
ori(^n,  birth,  or  history.  Some  of  bis  attendants  he 
had  brought  with  bim  from  other  cities;  the  rest  be  had 
engaged  at  Naples.  He  hired  those,  only,  whom  wealth 
can  make  snbservient.  His  expenditure  was  most 
lavish;  bia  generosity,  regal;  hut  his  orders  were  ever 
given  as  those  of  a  general  to  his  army.  The  least 
disobedience,  the  least  besitation,  and  the  offender  was 
at  once  diamissed.  He  was  a  man  who  sought  tools, 
and  never  made  confidants. 

Zicci  remained  for  a  considerable  time  motionless 
and  thoughtful.  The  hand  of  the  clock  before  him 
pointed  to  the  first  hour  of  morning.  The  solemn  voice 
of  the  timepiece  aroused  him  from  bis  revery :  — 
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*  One  nnd  mom  out  of  tb»  mighty  boni^gliss,''  nid 
he,  riHiiig;  *  one  hoar  nearei  to  the  lutl  I  am  weuj 
of  humanity.  I  vill  enter  into  one  of  the  canntleai 
worlds  around  me."  He  lifted  the  arm  that  clothed 
the  walls,  and  tonching  a  strong  iron  door  (then  made 
visible)  with  a  minute  key  which  he  wore  in  a  ring, 
passed  into  an  inner  apartment  lighted  hj  a  sii^le  lamp 
of  extraordinary  lustre.  The  room  was  small;  a  few 
phials  and  some  dried  herbe  were  ranged  in  shelves  on 
the  wall,  which  was  hong  with  snow-white  cloth  of 
coarae  texture.  From  the  shelTea  Zicei  selected  one  of 
the  phials,  and  poured  the  eontents  into  a  crystal  cup. 
The  liquid  was  colorless,  and  sparkled  rapidly  up  in 
bubbles  of  light;  it  almost  seemed  to  evapoiate  ere  it 
reached  his  lips;  but  when  the  strange  beverage  was 
quaffed,  a  eodden  change  was  visible  in  the  eountenanea 
of  Zicci:  his  beauty  became  yet  more  dazzling,  his  eyes 
shone  with  intense  fire,  and  bis  form  aeemed  to  grow 
more  youtiiful  and  ethereal. 
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Tbb  next  da;,  Ol7iidoii  bent  his  steps  towud  ZieiA'a 
poUoe,  TM  foung  man's  im^Dation,  nstunlly  ia- 
flsmmftble,  w«s  aingularly  excited  1^  the  little  he  bad 
seea  and  heard  of  thia  strange  being;  a  apell,  he  coald 
nellbei  mosteT  n(»  accoimt  for,  attraoted  him  toward  the 
Btranger.  Zicci's  powet  seemed  mysterious  and  .groat;; 
hie  mptivee  kindly  and  benevolent,  jet  hia  maimers 
ohilling  and  npellant.  Why  at  one  moment  reject 
Glyndon'a  acquaintance,  at  another  save  him  fjtHn 
danger  I  How  had  Ztcoi  thus  eoquited  the  knowledge  of 
enemies  unknown  to  Qlyndon  hioiSBlil  His  intaiest 
was  deeply  roused,  hie  gmtitude  appealed  to ;  he  reaolted 
to  make  another  effort  to  conciliate  Ziooi. 

The  signor  was  at  home,  and  Olyndon  was  adttittod 
into  a  lofty  saloon^  where  is  a  few  momenta  Zicci  joined 
him. 

"  I  am  oome  to  thank  you  for  your  warning  laet 
night,"  said  he;  "and  to  entroat  you  to  oomplete  my 
obligation  l^  informing  me  of  the  quarter  to  Which  I 
may  look  for  enmi^  and  peril." 

"  You  are.B  gallaat,  Mr.  Glyndon,"  said  Zioei,  with 
a  smile;  "  and  do  not  know  eo  little  of  the  eouth  as  not- 
to  he  aware  that  gallants  have  always  rirals." 

"  Are  yon  serious  I  "  said  Grlyadon,  oolonng. 

"  Host  eerione.  You  love  Isabel  di  Fiaani ;  yon  have 
for  rival  on«  of  the  moat  powerful  and  relentless  of  the 
Keap«liUa  princes.     Your  danger  is  indeed  great." 

*  But,  pardon  me,  how  came  it  known  to  yout  " 
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"  I  gire  no  aoeonnt  of  mjielf  to  mortal  mia,*  n[di«d 
Zioei,  hftoglitily;  "  and  to  me  it  mattan  not  vhothet 
jou  regfird  or  uom  m;  waming.'* 

"Well,  if  I  may  not  queatioc  yoo,  be  it  lo;  bat  at 
least  advise  me  what  to  do." 

"  Yon  will  not  follow  my  adnoe." 

"  Ton  wrong  me !  why  t " 

"Because  you  are  conatitationally  bntTs;  yoa  ue 
fond  of  ezoitement  and  mystery;  yon  like  to  be  the  heio 
of  a  romance.  I  abould  advise  you  to  leave  Naples; 
and  yon  will  disdain  to  do  ao  while  H ^ee  oontaina  a  foe 
to  atom,  ot  a  miatieaB  to  punae." 

"You  are  right,"  said  the  yom^  Englishman,  with 
energy ;  "  and  you  cannot  nproooh  me  for  aoah  a 
resolution. " 

"  JSo,  there  is  another  course  left  to  you;  do  yon  lore 
Isabel  di  Pisani  truly  and  fervently )  If  bo,  marry  her, 
and  take  a  bride  to  your  native  land." 

"  !Kay,"  answered  Qlyndon,  embanassed;  "Isabel  is 
not  of  my  rank;  her  charaeter  is  strange  and  self- 
^lled ;  bar  ednoation  negleotad.  I  am  enslaved  I7  her 
heanty,  bnt  I  cannot  wed  her." 

Zicd  frowned. 

'  Your  love  then  is  bnt  selfish  lust,  and  }sj  that  lore 
you  will  be  betrayed.  Yonng  man,  Destiny  is  less 
inexorable  than  it  appears.  The  reaonroes  of  the  great 
Bnler  of  the  Universe  are  not  so  scan^  and  so  stem  as 
to  deny  to  men  the  divine  privilege  of  Free  Will ;  all 
of  US  can  carve  out  our  own  way,  and  Ood  can  make  our 
very  eontiadictions  harmonise  with  His  solemn  ends. 
You  have  bef<»e  you  an  option.  Honorable  and  gener- 
ous love  may  even  now  work  oat  your  happiness,  and 
effect  your  escape ;  a  frantic  and  interested  passioD  will 
but  lead  you  to  misery  and  doom." 
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"  Do  7011  pntend,  then,  to.read  the  fatont  ' 

"  I  ha.n  uid  all  th&t  it  plsuos  me  to  nttn." 

"  While  you  asraine  the  monliat  to  me,  Signor  Ziool ," 
said  Qlyndoii,  with  a  emile,  "if  report  nys  troe,  yoa 
do  not  younell  reject  the  allUEemeata  of  unfettered 
loTe." 

"  If  it  were  neoeaauy  ttut  |n«etioe  Bquue  with  pnoept, " 
aaid  SScci,  with  «  sneer,  "  our  pulpite  would  be  empt>y. 
Do  yon  think  it  matten,  in  the  greet  ^gregate  of  human 
destinies,  what  one  man's  conduct  may  bet  Nothing; 
not  a  grain  of  dnst:  but  it  matten  much  what  are  the 
aetUinuMtM  he  pnpagatee.  Hie  acts  are  limited  and 
momentary;  his  sentimente  may  pervade  Qia  univene, 
and  ins[HTe  generations  till  tiie  day  of  doom.  All  our 
virtues,  all  our  lawe,  are  drawn  from  books  and  maximi, 
which  ar3  sentimente,  not  from  deeds.  Our  t^union^ 
young  TlnglinhmaTi,  an  the  angel  port  of  US ;  our  acta  the 
earthly." 

"Tou  have  reflected  deeply  for  an  Italian,"  said 
Olyndon. 

"  Who  told  you  I  was  an  Italia&l " 

"Are  you  not  of  Corsical" 

"  Tush,"  said  Zicd,  impatiently  turning  away.  Then, 
after  a  pause,  he  leeumed  in  a  mild  Toice,  "  Olyndon, 
do  you  renounce  Isabel  di  Pisani  t  Will  you  take  ,thne 
days  to  consider  of  what  I  hare  said  1 " 

"  EeBOunce  her, —  neverl  " 

"  Then  you  will  marry  hert " 

"  ImposaiUe." 

"Be  it  80:  die  will  then  renounce  you.  I  tell  yoa 
that  you  have  rivals." 

"Tes:  the  Prinoedi ;  but  I  do  not  fear  hint.* 

"  You  have  another,  whom  yon  will  fear  mora.* 

'And  who  is  he t* 
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Glyndon  tuned  pale  aod  ataitod  from  his  aMt. 

"You,  Siguor  Zical-^you — &ndy<»i.d&n  to  tell  nw 
sot" 

"Dan!  Alas!  you  know  tiiere  is  nothing  tm  eartli 
left  me  to  tear!" 

l^wee  wt«dfi  weie  not  uttared  arrogantly,  bnt  in  a  tone 
of  the  most  mournful  dajectioc.  Q-lyndon  was  enmged, 
confounded,  and  yet  awed.  However,  he  had  a  b»Te 
English  heart  within  hit  l»eut,  and  he  leoovered  himsalf 
quicUy. 

.  "  Signor, "  aaid  he,  calmly,  "  I  am  not  to  be  doped  by 
these  solemn  phrases,  and  these  mystical  sympathiea. 
You  may  have  power  which  I  cannot  oompieheod  oi 
emnlate,  or  you  may  be  hut  a  keen  impostor." 

"  Well,  sir,  your  lexical  position  is  not  ill-taken,  — 
proceed." 

"  I  mean  then, "  continued  Glyndon,  resolutely,  thovg^ 
somewhat  disconcerted,  "  I  mean  you  to  understand,  that, 
though  I  am  not  to  be  persuaded  or  compelled  by  ■ 
stranger  to  marry  laahel  di  Pisaoi,  I  am  not  the  less 
determined  never  tamely  to  yield  her  to  another." 

Zio6i  locJced  gmvely  at  the  young  man,  whqse  qwrk- 
ling  eyes  and  heightened  oolot  tested  Uis  spirit  to 
support  Ma  words,  and  replied,  "So  boldl  —  well;  it 
becomes  you.  Yon. have  courage,  tima,  — Z  thou^t  it. 
Perhaps  it  may  be  put  to  a  sharper' t«8t  tiian  you  dream 
of.  But  take  my  advice:  wait  three  days,  and  t^  me 
then  if  yon  will  marry  this  young  person. " 

"  Bnt  if- you  love  her,  why— why  —  " 

"  Why  am  I  anxious  that  she  should  wed  another : 
to  save  her  frran  myBelf !  Listen  to  me.  That  girl, 
humble  and  uneducated  tiiough  she  be,  baa  in  her  the 
seeds  of  the  most  lofty  qualities  and  virtues.,  .She can 
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bftidl  toUi»iiiut  she  loves, —all  that  nun  can  de8iE&:ia! 
wife  or  imBtTess.  Her  soul,  developed  b;  liEaction,  will' 
elevate  ^our  owa;  it  will  infiaence  your  fortunes,  «xalt 
joni  destinj ;  you  will  become  a  giest  and  piospennis  lauu 
If,  on  the  contrary,  she  fall  to  me,  I  know  not  what  msf . 
be  her  lot;  but  I  know  that  few  can  pesa  the  ordeal,  and 
hitherto  no  woman  has  surriTed  the  straff. " 

As  Zioci  spoke  his  face  became  livid,  and  there  was 
something  ia  bis  voioe  that  froze  the  warm  Uood  of  his 


"  What  is  this  mystery  which  surrounds  you  I "  ex- 
claimed 01ynd(»i,  unable  to  repress  his  ^notion.  "  Aje 
yon,  in  truth,  different  from  other  menl  Have  you 
passed  Uie  boundary  of  lawful  knowledge  t  Are  you,  as 
some  deolare,  a  sorcerer,  only  a  —  " 

"  Huahl  "  interrupted  Zicoi,  gently,  and  wiih  a  smile 
of  singular  but  melancholy  sweetness;  "have  you  earned 
the  right  to  ask  me  these  questions  t  The  days  of 
torture  and  persecution  are  over;  and  a  man  may  live  as 
he  pleases,  and  talk  as  it  suits  him,  without  fear  of  the 
stake  and  the  rack.  Since  I  can  defy  persecution,  pardon 
me  if  I  do  not  succumb  to  curioeity. " 

Glyndon  blushed,  and  rose.  In  spite  of  his  love  for 
Isabel,  and  his  natural  terror  of  such  a  rival,  he  felt 
himself  irresistibly  drawn  toward  the  very  man  he  hod 
most  cause  to  suspect  and  dread.  It  was  like  the  fasci- 
nation of  the  basilisk.  He  held  out  his  hand  to  Zicd , 
saying,  "  Well,  then,  if  we  are  to  be  rivals,  our  swords 
must  settle  our  rights :  till  then  I  would  &in  be  friends. " 

"Friendsl  Pardon  me:  I  like  you  too  well  to  give 
you  my  friendship.     You  know  not  what  you  ask." 

"  Snigmas  again ! " 

"Enigmas I"  cried  Zicci,  passionately;  "ay,  canyon 
dare  to  solve  them  t    Would  you  brave  all  that  human 
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ItMit  AH  oonmiTe  of  peiil  and  of  htaror,  aa  (tat  joa  at 
last  might  stand  separated  from  this  mible  muTerae  nde 
bj  aide  with  me  1  When  70a  can  dan  ttua,  and  wben 
jron  are  fit  to  dare  it,  I  maj  give  70a  my  right  hand,  and 
c^  yon  friend. " 

"  I  ooold  due  ereiythinff  »»nt  all  -  thing*  for  the  a^ 
toinment  of  anperhunian  wisdom,"  nid  Glyndon;  and 
hia  conntenanoe  iraa  lighted  up  with  wild  and  intsnae 
enthuBiaam. 

Zicci  oheerved  him  in  thonghtfnl  silence. 

"He  ma;  he  woithf,"  he  muttered;  "he  maj  — 
yet — "  He  broke  (dFalnnpUy;  tiien,  apaaldng  alood, 
"  Go,  Olyndon,"  aaid  he:  "  in  thiee  days  we  ahall  meet 
again." 

"Wherel" 

"  Perhaps  where  you  ean  least  sntidpate.  In  ai^  oaae, 
we  shall  meet* 
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QLYvaos  thoaght  serloiuly  and  deeply  orer  «U  that  tha 
myit«iions  Had  had  skid  to  him  relative  to  InbeL  Hia 
inuigiDfttioa  was  ioflamed  iy  &e  vagoe  and  aplsndid 
piomisea  that  were  oonnected  with  hia  mairii^  witii  tba 
poor  actnae.  Hia  fears,  too,  wen  natniallj  aroused  by 
the  threat  that  by  aaniage  alooe  could  he  save  himself 
from  the  riraliy  of  Zicd,  —  Zioci,  bont  to  danls  and 
oommand;  Zieci,  irho  mdted  to  the  apparent  vealtk  of  a 
monarch  the  beaoty  of  a  god;  Zicci,  whose  eye  seemed  to 
foresee,  whose  haiul  to  fmatrata,  every  daogar.  What  a 
rival  t  and  what  a  foel 

Bat  Olyndon'a  pride^  as  well  as  jealousy,  was  atonsed. 
He  was  brave  eomme  ton  ep4e.  Should  he  ahiink  fiom 
the  power  or  the  eomity  of  a  man  mortal  as  himselft 
And  why  should  Zicd  desire  him  to  give  his  name  and 
station  to  one  of  a  calling  «o  equivocal  I  Hight  there  not 
be  motives  he  could  not  fathom  I  Might  not  the  actreaa 
and  the  Gondcan  be  in  league  with  each  other  T  Might 
not  all  this  jargon  of  prophecy  and  menace  be  but  artifices 
to  dupe  him  t  —  the  tool,  perhaps,  of  a  mountebank  and 
his  mistreesl  Mistreaal  oh,  no.  If  ever  maidenhood 
wrote  its  modest  characters  externally,  that  pure  eye, 
that  noble  forehead,  that  mien  and  manner,  so  ingenuous 
even  in  their  coquetry,  their  pride,  assured  him  that 
Isabel  was  not  the  base  and  guilty  thing  he  had  dared  for 
a  moment  to  sospect  her.  Lost  in  a  lal^rinth  of  doubts 
and  surmises,  Olyndou  turned  on  the  practical  sense  of 
the  sober  Mertou  to  assiBt  and  enlighten  him. 
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As  tuaj  be  veil  supposed,  bia  friend  listened  to  lus 
account  of  his  interview  with  Zicci  with  a  holf-sappreaaad 
and  iiomcsl  snule. 

"  Excellent,  my  dear  friend.  This  Zicci  is  another 
ApoUonius  of  Tyauit;  nothing  less  will  satisfy  you. 
What  I  is  it  possible  that  you  ate  the  Clarence  O-lyndon 
of  whose  career  such  gloving  hopes  are  entertained  1 
You  the  man  whose  genius  has  been  extolled  by  all  the 
graybeaidet  Not  a  boy  tnmed  out  from  a  village  school 
but  would  laugh  you  to  ecom.  And  so  becaiise  Signer 
Zicd  tells  you  that  you  will  be  a  marvellously  great  man 
if  you  revolt  all  your  friends,  and  blight  all  your  pma- 
pecti^  by  marrying  a  2Teapolitati  actress,  you  begin  already 
to  think  of —  By  Jupiter  I  I  cannot  talk  patiently  im  the 
subject.  Let  the  girl  alone;  that  wonld  be  the  proper 
plan ;  6r  else  —  " 

"  You  talk  very  sensibly, "  interrupted  Glyndon,  "  but 
you  distract  me.  I  will  go  to  laabel'e  hoose ;  I  will  see 
her';  -I'  will  judge  for  myeelf . " 

"  That  is '  certainly  Uie  best  way  to  forget  her, "  aaid 
'Aferten. 
'  Glyndon  sedied  his  hat  and  sword,  and  w»  goa». 
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8hk  wU'  aeated  outside  her  door,  —  the  joong  a^ 
The  aU,  which  in  that  heavenly  faajr  literally  seema  to 
sleep  in  the  amu  of  the  shore,  bounded  the  Tieff  in 
front;  while  to  tbe  right,  not  far  off,  roae  the  dark  aitd 
tangled  ct^a  to  which  the  traveller  of  to-day  is  daily 
brought  to  gaie  on  the  tomb  of  Virgil,  or  compare  with 
the  Cavern  of  Pansilippo  the  archway  of  Highgat«-hill. 
There  were  a  few  fiahermen  loitering  by  the  clilfa,  on 
which  their  neta  were  hung  up  to  dry ;  and,  at  a  dia- 
tanee^the  sound  of  some  rustic  pipe  (more  eommoDat 
that  day  than  in  this),  mingled  now  and  then  with  the 
bells  of  the  lazy  mules,  broke  the  voluptnoua  silcuoe,  -^ 
the  silence  of  declining  noon  on  the  shores  of  Xaples. 
Never  till  you  have  eigcryed  ii,  never  till  you  have  felt 
its  enervating  but  delicious  diann,  believe  that  you  can 
comprehend  all  the  meaning  of  t^  doleefar  niente  ;  — 
and  when  that  luxury  has  been  known,  whan  you  have 
breathed  the  atmosphere  of  fafiry  land;  then  you  will 
no  longer  wonder  why  the  heart  ripens  with  so  audden 
and  wild  a  power  beneath  the  rosy  skies  and  amidst  tbe 
glorious  foliage  of  the  south. 

The  young  actrses  was  seated  by  the  door  of  her  housej 
overbea'l  a  rude  canvas  awning  sheltered  her  from  tbe 
sun ;  OQ  ber  lap  lay  the  manuscript  of  a  new  part  in 
which  she  was  shortly  to  appear.  By  her  side  was  the 
guitar  on  which  she  bad  been  practising  the  airs  '  that 
wen  to  ravish  the'  ears  of  the  cognoscenti.     Bnt  the 
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guitar  had  boon  thrown  aaide  in  despuz;  lier  Toue 
tide  morning  did  not  obe;  her  will.  The  maniuoript 
lay  unheeded,  and  the  eyes  of  the  actaen  were  fixed  on 
the  broad,  blue  deep  beyond.  In  the  nnw<mted  neg- 
ligence of  her  dreaa  might  be  traced  Gte  ahetraotion  of 
her  mind.  Her  beanldful  hair  was  gathered  up  looaely, 
and  partially  bandaged  by  a  kan^ief,  whose  purple 
color  seemed  to  deepen  the  golden  hue  of  the  troMca. 
A  stray  curl  escaped,  and  fell  down  the  graceful  neck. 
A  loose  morning  robe,  girded  by  a  aash,  left  the  I»oese 
that  came  ever  and  anon  from  the  sea  to  die  upon  the 
bust  half  disclosed,  and  the  tiny  slipper,  that  Cinderella 
might  have  worn,  seemed  a  world  too  wide  for  the  tiny 
foot  which  it  scaroely  ooTered.  It  might  be  the  heat  of 
the  day  that  deepened  the  soft  bloom  of  the  ohBeka,  and 
gave  an  unwonted  languor  to  the  large,  dark  eyes.  In 
all  the  pomp  of  her  stage  attire, —  in  all  the  floah  of 
excitement  before  .the  intoxicating  lamps,—  never  had 
Isabel  looked  to  lovely. 

By  the  aide  of  the  actress,  and  filling  up  the  thredf 
itU, stood  Gionetta,  with  <her  hands  thmst  np  to  the 
•Ibow  in  two  huge  reoesses  on  either  aide  her  gown: 
pockets,  indeed,  they  might  be  called  by  courtesy, —  such 
poekets  as  Beelsebub's  grandmother  might  have  sh^ied 
lor  herself,  bottomless  pits  Id  miniature. 

"  But  I  assure  you,"  said  the  nurse,  in  that  sharp, 
quick,  ear-splitting  tone  in  which  the  old  women  of  the 
south  are  more  than  a  match  for  those  of  the  north, — > 
"  but  I  assure  yon,  my  darling,  that  there  is  not  a  finer 
cavalier  in  all  Naples,  nor  a  more  beautiful,  than  this 
InglMe;  and  I  am  told  that  all  the  Ingleti  are  mnch 
richer  than  they  aeem.  Though  they  have  no  trees  in 
their  eountiy,  poor  people,  and  instead  of  tw«nt;-foui 
they  have  only  twelve  hours  to  the  day,  yet  I  heac, 
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eospefto  t  that  they  shoe  their  horsea  with  teadi  ;  and 
ainoe  they  cannot  (the  poOr  heretical)  turn  grapes  into 
wine,  for  they  have  no  grapes,  they  turn  gold  into 
physic,  and  take  a  glass  or  two  of  pittoUa  whenever 
they  are  tronbled  with  the  colic.  But  yon  don't  hear 
me.  Little  pupil  of  my  eyes,  yoa  don't  hear  me  I  " 
"  Oionetta,  ie  he  not  god-like  t " 

*  Sarteta  Maria  !  he  is   handsome ,  beUtttimo  ;  and 
when  you  are  his  wife,  —  for  they  say  these  English  are 
never  satisfied  nnlesa  they  marry  —  " 
"Wife!  — English  I  —  whom  are  yon  talking  ofT" 
"  Why,  the  young  English  signoi,  to  be  sare." 
"  Chutt     I  thought  you  spoke  of  Zicoi." 
"OhI     Signor  Zicci  is  very  rich  and  very  generous ; 
bnt  he  wanto  to  be  your  cavalier,  not  your  husband.     I 
see  that,  —  leave  ma  alone.     When  you  are  married, 
then  you  will  see  bow  amiable  Signor  Zicci  will  be. 
Oh,  perfede,  bat  he  will  be  as  close  to  your  husband  as 
the  yolk  to  the  white,  —  that  ha  will." 

"Silence,  Gionettal  How  wretched  I  am  to  have 
ao  one  else  to  speak  to,  —  to  advise  me.  Oh,  beautiful 
sun  I  "  and  the  girl  pressed  her  hand  to  her  heart  with 
wild  energy,  "  why  do  you  light  eveiy  spot  but  this  f 
Dark  —  dark.  And  a  little  while  ago  I  was  M  calm, 
so  innocent,  ao  gay.  I  did  not  hate  you  then,  Gionetta, 
hateful  as  youi  talk  was, —  I  hate  you  now.  Gi>  in: 
leave  me  alone,  — leave  me." 

"And  indeed  it  is  time  I  should  leave  you,  for  the 
poUiaia  will  be  spoiled  and  you  have  eat  nothing  all 
day.  If  you  don't  eat  you  will  lose  yonr  beauty,  my 
darling,  and  then  nobody  will  care  for  you.  Kobody 
cares  for  as  when  we  grow  ugly,  —  I  know  that,  —  and 
then  you  must,  like  old  Gionetta,  get  some  Isabel  of 
your  own  to  spoil.     I  'U  go  and  see  to  the /lo/snta. " 
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*  Since  I  have  knoiri)  this  ntan,"  said  the  acttcM, 
half  aloud,  "since  hia  dark  eyes  baTe  fascioated  me,  I 
am  no  longer  tlie  sama  I  long  to  escape  from  myself, 
—  to  glide  with  the  sunbeam  over  the  hill-topa,  to 
heoome  something  that  is  not  of  earth.  la  it,  indeed, 
that  he  is  a  Horcerei,  as  I  hare  heard  f  Phantoms  float 
before  me  at  night,  and  a  fluttering  like  the  wing  of  a 
bird  within  my  heart  aeema  aa  if  the  apirit  were  terrified, 
and  would  break  its  cage." 

While  murmuring  these  incoherent  rht^Modies,  a  atep 
that  she  did  not  heai  approached  the  actreas,  and  a  light 
hand  touched  her  arm. 

"IsBbellal  eariatimaf  Isabella!" 

She  turned  and  saw  Olyndon.  The  sight  of  his  fair 
young  face  calmed  her  at  once.  She  did  not  love  him, 
yet  hia  sight  gave  her  pleasure.  She  had  for  him  a 
kind  and  grateful  feeling.  Ah,  if  she  had  never  beheld 
Ziccil 

"  Isabel,"  said  the  Englishman,  drawing  her  again  to 
the  bench  from  which  she  had  riaen,  and  aeating  him- 
self beside  her.  *  You  know  how  passionately  I  love 
thee.  Hitherto  thou  hast  played  with  my  impaUenoe 
and  my  ardor;  thou  hast  sometimes  smiled,  sometimes 
frowned  away  my  importunities  for  a  reply  to  my  suit; 
but  thia  day  —  I  know  not  how  it  ia  —  I  feel  a  more 
sustained  and  settled  courage  to  address  thee,  and  learn 
the  happiest  or  the  worst.  I  have  rivals,  I  know, 
rivals  who  are  more  powerful  than  the  poor  artist. 
Are  they  also  more  favored  f " 

Isabel  blushed  faintly,  but  her  countenance  was  grave 
and  distressed.  Looking  down,  and  marking  some 
hieroglyphical  figures  in  the  dust  with  the  point  of  her 
alipper,  alie  said,  with  some  hesitation  and  a  vain 
attempt  to  be  gay,  "  Signor,  whoever  wastes  hia  thoughta 
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on  an  utnw  mast  sabmit  to  hare  rivali.     It  is  our 
unlnppy  destiny  not  to  be  sacred  even  to  ouraelTes. " 

"  Bat  you  have  told  me,  laabel,  ^t  you  do  not 
love  this  destiny,  glittering  thoagh  it  seem;  that 
your  heart  is  not  in  the  vocation  which  yoai  talente 
adom." 

*  Ah,  no,"  said  the  actrasB,  her  eyes  filling  with  tears, 
"  it  is  a  miserable  lot  to  be  slave  to  a  multitnde.** 

"Hy  then  with  me,"  said  the  artiat,  passionately. 
"  Quit  fbtever  the  calling  that  divides  that  heart  I  would 
have  all  my  own.  Share  my  fate  now  and  forever,  — 
my  pride,  my  delight,  my  ideal  I  Thou  ahalt  inspire 
my  oanvas  and  my  song,  thy  beauty  shall  be  made  at 
onoe  holy  and  renowned.  In  the  galleries  of  princee 
crowds  shall  gather  loond  the  effigy  of  a  Yenus  or  a  saint, 
and  a  whisper  shall  break  forth, '  It  is  Isabel  di  Pisani  1 ' 
Ah  I  Isabel,  I  adore  thee;  tell  me  that  I  do  not  worship 
in  vain." 

"  Thou  art  good  and  fair,"  said  Isabel,  gazing  on  her 
lover  as  he  pressed  his  cheek  nearer  to  hers,  and  clasped 
ber  hand  in  his.  "  But  what  should  I  give  thee  in 
retnmt " 

"  Love,  love,  — only  lovel  " 

*  A  sister's  love  t  " 

'  Ah,  speak  not  with  sooh  eroel  coldnessl  " 

*  It  is  all  I  have  for  thee.  Listen  to  me,  signor: 
"When  I  look  on  your  face,  when  I  hear  your  voice,  a 
eertain  serene  and  tranquil  calm  creeps  over  and  lulls 
thoughts,  —  oh,  how  feverish,  how  wildl  When  thou 
•rt  gone  the  day  seems  a  shade  more  dark;  bat  the 
■hadow  soon  flies.  I  miss  thee  not;  I  think  not  of 
thee;  no,  I  love  thee  not;  and  I  will  give  myself  only 
where  I  love." 

"Bat  I  would  teach  thee  to  love  me.  —  fear  it  not 
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Kay,  Bach  lore  as  tfaoa  dow  describMt  in  our  tmkqnjl 
climates  is  the  love  of  limooeiice  and  youth." 

"And  it  is  the  inaocenoe  he  Would  destroy,"  said 
Isabel,  rather  to  herself  than  to  him. 

Glyndon  dieir  hack  consoieoce-strickea. 

*  No,  it  may  not  be  I  "  she  said,  rising,  and  extricating 
her  hand  gently  from  his  grasp.  "  Leave  roe,  and 
forget  me.  You  do  aot  uaderstaad,  you  could  not 
compreheod,  the  nature  of  her  whom  you  think  to  love. 
From  my  childhood  upward,  I  have  felt  as  if  I  were 
marked. out  for  some  strange  and  pretematuial  doom;  aa 
if  I  were  singled  from  my  kind:  this  feeling  (and  ohi 
at  times  it  is  one  of  delirious  and  vague  delight,  at 
others  of  the  darkest  gloom)  deepens  with  me  dsy  hj 
day.  It  is  like  the  shadow  of  twilight,  spreading 
ijlowly  and  solemnly  round.  My  hour  approaches:  a 
little  while  and  it  will  he  nightl  " 

As  she  spoke,  Olyndon  listened  with  visible  emotion 
and  pettotbatiou.  "  Isabell  "  he  exclaimed,  as  ahe 
ctutsed,  "  your  words  more  than  ever  enchain  me  to  you. 
As  you  feel,  I  feel.  I,  too,  have  been  ever  haunted  with 
a  chill  and  unearthly  foreboding,  Amidst  the  crowds  of 
meu  I  have  felt  alone.  In  all  my  pleasures,  my  toils, 
my  puTBuita,  a  warning  voice  has  murmured  in  my 
ear,  '  Time  has  a  dark  mystery  in  store  for  thy  man- 
hood.' When  you  spoke  it  was  as  the  voice  of  my  own 
soul." 

Isabel  gaied  upon  him  in  wonder  and  fear.  Her  eoon- 
tenanoe  was  aa  white  as  marble:  and  those  featnns,  to 
divine  in  their  lare  symmetry,  might  have  served  the 
Greek  with  a  study  for  the  Pythoness,  when,  from 
the  mystic  cavern  and  the  bubbling  spring,  she  fink 
hears  the  voice  of  the  inspiring  Ood.  Gradually  the 
rigor, and    tension    of    that   wonderful   face   relaxed; 
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tkB  floltw  mtomai,  the  poise  beat,'  the  heart'  enimiUeil 
the  tomb. 

'  Tell  me,"  she  nid,  tnnung  pestiaUr  aside,  —  *  tell 
me,  have  yon  wen,  do  yoa  know,  a  stranger  in  thie  oitj, 
one  (rf  whdm  wild  itoriee  am  afloat  I  " 

"  Yon  apeak  of  Zicoi:  I  have  seen  him  I  I  know' 
himt  andjont  Ahl  he,  too,  would  be  mj  rival  I  — he, 
too,  would  beu^  thee  from  me  I  " 

*  Ifoa  eir,"  aaid  leabel,  haatily,  and  with  a  deep  sigh ; 
"  he  pleads  far  you:  he  infonned  me  of  your  lore;  he 
besought  me  not  —  not  to  reject  it." 

"Strange  beingi  incompTeheosible  enigmal  why  did 
yon  name  him  1 " 

"Whyt  ah!  I  would  have  asked,  whether,  when 
you  first  saw  him,  the  foreboding,  the  instinct,  of  which 
you  spoke  came  on  you  mote  fearfully,  more  intelligibly 
than  before ;  whether  you  felt  at  once  repelled  from  him, 
yet  attracted  toward  him;  whether  you  felt,"  and  the 
actress  spoke  with  hurried  animation,  "that  with  HIM 
was  connected  the  secret  of  your  life  I  " 

"  All  this  I  felt,"  answered  Glyndon,  in  a  trembling 
voice,  "  the  first  time  I  was  in  his  presence ;  though  all 
aronnd  me  was  gay :  muaio,  amidst  lamp-lit  trees,  light 
converse  near,  and  heaven  without  a  cloud  above,  my 
knees  knocked  together,  my  hair  Inistled,  and  my  blood 
curdled  like  ice;  since  then  he  hsa  divided  my  thoughts 
with  thee." 

*  No  more,  no  more,"  said  Isabel,  is  a  stified  tone; 
"  there  must  be  the  hand  of  fate  in  this;  I  can  speak  no 
more  to  you  now;  farewell." 

She  sprang  past  bim  into  the  house,  and  closed  the 
door.  G-Iyndon  did  not  dare  to  follow  her,  nor,  strange 
aa  it  may  seem,  was  he  so  inclined.  The  thought  and 
recollection  of  that  moonlight  hour  in  the  gardens,  of 
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the  strai^  addieu  of  Ziaoi,  frou  ap  all  honuut  [ 
Isabel,  herseU,  if  not  forgotten,  shrunk  back  like  a 
ahadov  into  the  Teoeaaes  of  his  bieaat.  He  shiverad  as 
he  atepped  into  the  simlight  and  muaingly  retraced  his 
atepe  into  the  more  populous  part«  of  that  livelieat  of 
ItiJian  cities. 
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It  vbb  a  Bmall  eabiiiat:  the  walls  irere  oorered  with 
pictuna,  one  of  ^hioh  was  worth  more  than  the  whole 
lineage  of  the  ownei'  oi  the  palace.  Is  not  Art  a  won- 
derful thing  I  —  a  Yenetian  noble  might  be  a  fribble,  or 
an  assassin,  —  a  sooundral,  or  a  dolt;  worthless,  or 
woTse  than  woTtblees;  jet  hs  uigbt  hsTe  sat  to  Titian, 
end  his  portrait  la&y  be  inestimable  I  —  a  few  inches  of 
painted  canvas  a  thousand  times  m<jTe  valuable  than  a 
man  with  hia  veins  and  muscles,  bA>in,  will,  heart, 
and  intellect. 

In  this  cabinet  aat  a  man  of  about  thrao  and  forty,  — 
dark-eyed,  sallow,  with  short,  piominettt  features,  a 
massive  conformation  of  jaw,  and  thick,  ueneual,  but 

resolota  lips:  this  man  was  the  Prince  di  .     His 

form,  middls-Biied,  but  rather  inclined  to  corpulence, 
was  clothed  in  a  loose  diessing-robe  of  rich  brocade;  on 
a  table  before  him  lay  his  sword  and  hat,  a  mask,  dice 
and  dice-box,  a  portfolio,  and  an  inkstand  of  silver 
curiously  carved. 

"  Well,  Mascsri,"  said  the  Prince,  looking  up  toward 
his  parasite,  who  stood  by  the  embrasure,  of  the  deep-aet 
barricaded  window,  —  "  well ,  you  cannot  even  gusas  who 
this  insolent  meddler  was.  A  pretty  person  you  to  act 
the  part  of  a  Prince's  Ruffiano." 

"  Am  I  to  be  blamed  for  dulness  in  not  being  able  to 
conjecture  who  had  the  courage  to  thwart  the  projects  of 

the  Prince  di .     As  well  blame  me  for  not  account' 

ing  for  miracles," 
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*  I  will  tell  thee  who  it  was,  moat  n^ent  UaMui.' 

■  Who,  your  Excellency  t " 

"  Zioci." 

"  Afa  I  he  haa  the  daring  of  the  devil.  But  why  does 
your  Excellency  feel  so  assured;  does  he  court  the 
aotressl " 

"I  know  noi;  but  there  is  a  tone  in  that  fomigner'a 
voice  that  I  never  con  mistako,  —  so  dear,  and  yet  so 
hoUow:  when  I  hear  it  I  almost  fancy  there  is  such  a 
thing  as  oonsoieuoe.  However,  we  must  rid  ourselves 
of  an  impertiiieDt.  Mascari,  Signoi  Zicci  hath  not  yet 
honored  our  poor  house  with  his  presence..  He  is  a 
distinguished  stranger;  we  must  give  a  banquet  in  hla 
honor," 

'  Ah  I  —  and  the  cypress  wine !  The  cypress  is  the 
proper  emblem  of  the  grave. " 

"  But  this  anon.  I  am  superstitions :  there  are  strange 
stories  of  his  power  and  foresight :  lomember  tiie  Sicilian 
quackery  I    But  meanwhile  the  Fisani  —  " 

"  Your  Excellency  is  infatuated.  The  actress  has 
bewitched  you." 

"Masoari,"  said  the  Prince,  with  a  haugh^  smile, 
"  through  these  veins  rolls  the  Mood  of  the  old  Tisecmti, 
of  those  who  boasted  that  no  woman  «vsr  escaped 
their  lust,  and  no  man  their  resentment.  The  crown 
of  my  fathers  has  shrunk  into  a  gawgaw  and  a  toy ;  their 
ambition  and  their  spirit  are  undecayed.  My  honor  is 
now  enlisted  in  this  pursuit,  —  Isabel  must  be  mine." 

'  Another  ambuscade  f  "  said  Mascari,  inquirii^y. 

"  Nay,  why  not  enter  the  house  itself;  tits  situation 
is  lonely,  and  the  door  is  not  made  of  iron." 

Before  Uasoari  could  reply,  the  gentleman  of  the 
chamber  announced  the  Signor  Zioci. 

The  Prince  involuntarily  laid  his  hand  on  the  sword 
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plftoed  oa  th«  table,  then  with  ft  smile  at  hii  own 
impnlw,  lOM,  and  met  the  foieigner  at  tlie  tlueslioJjiT 
with  all  the  piofuae  and  reapectfol  oouiteay  of  Italian 
Bimnlation. 

"  This  ia  an  honor  highly  prised,"  said  the  Prince; 
"  I  have  long  desired  the  frisndehip  of  one  u  distin- 
guished —  " 

"  And  I  have  some  to  give  you  that  friendship," 
replied  Zicoi,  in  a  sweet  but  chilling  voice.  "To  no 
man  yet  in  Naples  have  I  extended  this  hand ;  permit 
it,  Prince,  to  grasp  your  own." 

The  Keapolitan  bowed  over  the  hand  he  pressed;  bnt- 
as  he  touched  it,  a  shiver  came  over  him,  and  hia  heart 
stood  still.  Zicci  bent  on  him  his  dark,  smiling  eyes, 
and  then  seated  himself  with  a  familiar  air, 

"  Thus  it  ia  eigned  and  sealed,  —  I  mean  our  friend- 
ship, noble  Prince.  And  now  I  will  tell  you  the  olyeot 
of  my  visit.  I  find,  your  Excellency,  that,  oncon- 
scionsly  perhaps,  we  are  rivals.  Can  we  not  accommo- 
date our  pretensions  I  A  girl  of  no  moment,  —  an 
actrea.", — bah!  it  ia  not  worth  a  quarrel.  Shall  we 
throw  for  herl  He  who  casts  the  lowest  shall  resign 
hii  claim  t " 

Maacari  opened  his  small  eyes  to  their  widest  extent; 
the  Prince,  no  lass  surprised,  but  far  too  well  world- 
read  even  to  show  what  he  felt,  laughed  aloud. 

*  And  were  you,  then,  the  cavalier  who  spoiled  my 
night's  chase,  and  robbed  me  of  my  white  doet  By 
Bacchus,  it  was  prettily  done." 

'  Yon  must  forgive  me,  my  Prince;  I  knew  not  who 
it  waa,  or  my  respect  would  have  silenced  my  gallantry.  ' 

'  All  stratagems  fair  in  love,  as  in  war.  Of  course 
you  profited  by  my  defeat,  and  did  not  content  yourself 
with  leaving  the  little  actreaa  at  her  threshold  I " 
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"She  IB  Diana  for  me,"  answered  Zicci,  UghtlT; 
**  whoever  wins  the  wreath  will  not  find  a  fiower  faded." 

"  And  now  you  would  cast  for  hei,  —  well :  but  thef 
t«ll  me  you  are  ever  a  sure  player. " 

"  Let  SignoT  Mascaii  cast  for  us. " 

"Be  it  ao.     Mascari,  the  dice." 

Surpriaed  ^d  perplexed,  the  parasite  took  ap  the 
three  dice,  deposited  them  gravely  in  the  box,  and 
rattled  them  noisily,  while  Zicci  threw  himself  back 
catelessly  in  his  chair  and  eaid,  "  I  give  the  first  chance 
to  your  Excellency. " 

Mascari  interchanged  a  glance  with  his  patron,  and 
threw;  the  numbers  were  sixteen. 

'  It  is  a  high  throw,"  said  Zicci,  calmly ;  "  nevertiie* 
less,  Signor  Mascari,  I  do  not  despond." 

Mascari  gathered  up  the  dice,  shook  the  box,  and 
rolled  the  contents  once  more  upon  the  table;  the 
number  was  the  highest  that  con  be  thrown ,  —  eighteen. 

The  Prince  darted  a  glance  of  fire  at  his  minion,  who 
stood  with  gaping  mouth,  staring  at  the  dice,  and  shak- 
ing his  head  in  puzzled  wonder. 

"I  have  won,  you  see,"  aaid  Zicci;  "may  we  be 
friends  still  1 " 

"  Signor,"  said  the  Prince,  obviously  stmggling  with 
anger  and  confusion,  "the  victory  is  already  yours. 
But,  pardon  me,  you  have  spoken  lightly  of  this  young 
girl;  will  anything  tempt  you  to  yield  your  claim  1 " 

"  Ah,  do  not  think  so  ill  of  my  gallantry. " 

"Enough,"  said  the  Prince,  forcing  a  smile;  "I 
yield.  Let  me  prove  that  I  do  not  yield  ungraciously : 
will  you  honor  me  with  your  presence  at  a  little  feast  I 
propose  to  give  on  the  Boyal  birthday  T " 

"  It  is  indeed  a  happiness  to  heu;  one  command  of 
yours  which  I  can  obey." 
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Zictu  then  tamed  the  eonTeieation,  talked  lightly  and 
gmjly,  and  soon  afterwards  departed. 

"Villain,"  then  exclaimed  the  Prince,  graaping  Maa- 
oari  1^  theoollsT,  "you  have  betrayed  me." 

"  I  aaaaie  yoni  Excellency  that  the  dice  were  properly 
arranged:  he  should  have  thrown  twelve;  bat  he  is  the 
DsTil,  and  that  'a  the  end  of  it." 

"  There  ia  no  time  to  be  lost,"  aaid  the  Prince,  quit- 
ting hold  of  hia  patasite,  who  quietly  resettled  his 
envat. 

"  Ify  blood  is  up;  I  will  win  this  girl,  if  I  die  for 
it.     Who  langhedT    Blaacari,  didst  thou  laughl  " 

"  I,  your  Excellent^,  —  I  laogh  T  " 

*  It  aoanded  behind  me,"  aaid  tim  Prince,  gaiing 
roonid. 
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CHAPTEB  II. 

It  yfOB  the  day  an  ivhich  Zicci  had  told  OlTsdon  th&t 
he  should  ttfk  forhU  deciaion  in  respect  to  Inbel,  —  the 
thirddayainoe  their  last  meeting:  the  Engliahmui  oould 
not  come  to  a  resolution.  Ambition,  hitherto  the 
leading  passion  of  his  soul,  Mnld  not  jet  be  silenced  by 
love;  and  that  lore,  such  as  it  was,  unretumed,  beset 
by  suspicions  and  dOabte  which  vanish^  in  the  presence 
of  Isabel,  and  returned  when  her  bnght:  fsbo  shone  on 
his  eyes  no  mora,  for  —  lee  absans  ont  ioujoun  tort! 
Perhaps  had  he  been  quite  alone,  hia  feelii^  of  honor, 
of  compassion,  of  Tirtue,  might  have  triumphed;  and 
he  would  h&TS  resolved  either  to  fly  from  Isabel,  or  to 
offer  the  love  that  has  no  shame.  But  Merton,  oold, 
'  cautious,  experienced,  wuj  (such  a  nature  has  ever 
power  over  the  imaginative  and  the  impassioned),  was 
at  hand  to  ridicule  the  impression  produced  by  Zioci, 
and  the  notion  of  delicacy  and  honor  toward  an  Italian 
actress.  It  is  true  that  Merton,  who  was  bo  profligate, 
advised  him  to  quit  all  pursuit  of  Isabel ;  but  then  the 
advice  was  precisely  of  that  character  which,  if  it 
deadens  love,  stimulates  passion.  By  representing 
Isabel  as  one  who  sought  to  play  a  part  witii  him,  he 
excused  to  Glyndon  his  own  selfishness,  he  enlisted  the 
Englishman's  vanity  and  pride  on  the  side  of  his  poz- 
snit.  Why  should  he  not  beat  an  adventuresa  at  her 
own  weapons  t 

Glyndon  not  only  felt  indisposed  on  that  day  to  meet 
Zicci,  but  he  felt  alao  a  strong  desire  to  defeat  the  mya- 
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UriooB  propheej  that  the  meeting  sliDiild  t^ke  plae«. 
Into  tbu  wish  Uorton  raadilj  entered.  The  yoiir^ 
men  agreed  to  be  absent  from  Xtiples  that  day.  Eaily 
in  the  uoming  they  moanted  their  horsee,  and  took  the 
road  to  Baiffi.  Glyndon  left  void  at  hie  hotel,  that  if 
Signer  Zieoi  sought  him,  it  was  in  the  neighborhood' of 
the  once  celebrated  iratenng'place  of  the  anciente  that 
he  Bhonld  ha  found. 

Thsy  paesed  by  Isabel's  honae,  but  G-lyndon  resiafed 
the  temptation  of  pauaing  there,  and  threading  the  grotto 
of  Paueilippo,  they  voond  by  a  cirouitons  route  back 
into  the  nibwbe  of  the  city,  and  took  the  oppoaite  road 
irhieh  conduole  to  Portioi  and  Pompeii.  It  vaa  late 
at  aoou  when  tjiey  arrived  at  the  former  of  these  places. 
Here  they  halted  to  dine ;  for  Kerton  had  heard  much 
of  the  ezoellenoe  of  the  macaroni  at  Portici,  and  Merton 
was  a  bon  vivant. 

They  put  up  at  an  inn  of  very  humble  pretensions, 
and  dined  under  an  awning.  Merton  was  more  than 
naoally  gay;  he  pressed  the-  Laoryma  upon  his  friend, 
and  coDTBTsed  gayly. 

"  Well,  my  dear  friend,  we  have  foiled  Signer  Ziociin 
one  of  his  predictions  at  least.  Tou  will  have  no  faith 
in  him  heredter. " 

"  The  Idee  are  come,  not  gone." 
"Tush I  if  he  is  a  soothsayer,  you  an  not  Cnaar.  It 
is  your  vanity  that  makes  yon  oredulons;  thank 
Heaven,  I  do  not  think  myself  of  aaoh  importance  that 
the  operations  of  nature  should  be  changed  in  order  to 
frighten  me." 

"  But  why  shonld  the  operation*  of  nature  be  changed ) 
There  may  be  a  deeper  philosophy  than  we  dream  of,  — 
B  philosophy  that  discovers  the  secrets  of  nature,  but 
does  not  alter,  by  penetrating  its  courses." 
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"  Ahl  you  suppose  Ziooi  to  be  a  prophet, —  « teider 
of  the  foture;  perhaps  Ui  aaaooiate  of  Geaii  aad 
Spirits  1  " 

"  I  know  not  what  to  wmj«et«ue;  but  I  sae  no  raason 
why  he  should  seek,  even  if  an  impostar,  to  impose  on 
me.  Ad  impostor  muat  havs  some  motiTe  for  deluding 
us,  —  either  ambition  or  avarioe.  I  am  neither  rich  nor 
powerful;  Zicci  spends  more  in  a  week  than  I  do  in  a 
year,  l^ay,  a  yeapolitan  banker  told  me,  that  the  sums 
iDTested  by  Zicci  in  his  hands,  were  enoi^;h  to  purchase 
half  the  lands  of  the  Neapolitan  noblesae." 

"  Grant  this  to  be  true ;  do  you  suppose  the  love  to 
daule  and  mysti^  is  not  as  strong  wll^  some  natures  as 
that  of  gold  snd  power  with  others!  Zicci  has  a  moial 
ostentation,  and  the  same  character  that  makes  him  rival 
kings  in  expenditure  makes  him  not  disdain  to  be  won- 
dered  at  even  by  a  humble  Englishman." 

Here  the  landlord,  a  little,  fat,  oily  fellow,  oame  up 
with  a  fresh  bottle  of  Lsciyma.  He  hoped  their  Exoal- 
lenciea  were  pleased.  He  was  most  touched,  —  touched 
to  the  heart  Uiat  they  liked  the  macaroni.  Were  their 
Szcellcncies  going  to  Vesuvius;  there  was  a  alight 
eruption ;  they  could  not  see  it  where  they  were,  bat  it 
was  pretty,  and  would  be  prettier  still  after  sunset. 

"A.  capital  idea,"  cried  Morton.  "What  say  you, 
Glyndont" 

"  I  have  not  yet  seen  an  eruption ;  I  eboold  like  it 
much." 

*  But  is  there  no  danger  t "  said  the  prudent  Uerton. 

"  Oh,  not  at  all;  the  mountain  is  very  civil  «t  pres- 
ent. It  only  plays  a  little,  just  to  amuse  their  Excel- 
lencies, the  English." 

"Well,  order  the  horses,  and  bring  the  bill;  we  will 
go  before  it  is  dark.     Claienoe,  my  friend,  —  nmno  eat 
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bih«tidum ;  bnt  take  can  of  Uie  ftA*  tib*n,  whioh 
won't  do  for  iralkiiig  on  lava  I  " 

The  bottle  wu  fiDiahed,  the  Inll  paid,  &e  gentlemen 
mounted,  the  landlord  bowed,  and  they  bent  their  way 
in  tbe  cool  of  the  delightful  eTetung  toward  Beaina. 

The  wine  animated  Glyndon,  whose  unequal  spirita 
were,  at  timea,  high  and  brilliant  aa  thoee  of  a  achool- 
boy  released;  and  the  laughter  of  the  northern  touriata 
sovinded  <rft  and  merrily  along  the  melancholy  domaina 
<^  bnried  cities. 

HesperuB  had  lighted  his  lamp  amidat  the  rosy  akies 
aa  they  arrived  at  Beaina.  Here  they  quitted  their 
hones,  and  took  mules  and  a  guide.  Aa  the  aky  grew 
dariier  and  more  dark,  the  Mountain  Fira  bntned  with 
an  intenae  lustre.  In  various  streaks  and  atreamleta 
the  fountain  of  flame  rolled  down  the  dark  summit,  than 
undiminished  by  the  eruption  of  1822,  and  the  English- 
men  b^&n  to  feel  increase  upon  iJiem  aa  tbsy  ascended 
that  sensation  of  solemnity  and  awe  which  makes  the 
very  atmosphere  that  aurraunda  the  giant  of  the  Plains 
of  the  Antique  Hadea, 

It  was  night,  when,  leaving  the  mules,  they  ascended 
cm  foot,  accompanied  hj  their  guide  and  a  peasant,  who 
bore  a  rude  torch.  The  guide  was  a  conversable,  garru- 
lous fellow,  like  moat  of  his  country  and  hia  calling ;  and 
Ifsrton,  whose  chief  characteristica  were  a  sociable  tem- 
per and  a  hardy  common  sense,  loved  to  amuss  or  to 
instnict  himself  on  every  incidental  occasion.     . 

"Ah,  Excellency,"  said  tbe  guide,  "your  countrymen 
iMve  a  strong  passion  for  the  volcano.  Long  life  to 
them ;  they  bring  us  plenty  of  money.  If  our  fortunes 
depended  on  the  Keapolitans,  wa  should  starve, " 

"True,  they  have  no  curiosity,"  said  Merton.  'Do 
you  remember,  Glyndon,  the  contempt  with  which  that 
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'.old  count  aaid  to  us,  '  You  will  go  to  Vesuvius,  I  sup- 
pose; I  bare  never  been:  why  should  I  got    Yon  htve 

'  ocdd,  yqu  have  hunger,  70a  have  btigoe,  you  have 
danger,  and  all  for  nothing  bnt  to  see  fire,  whieb  just 
looks  M  well  in  a  brazier  as  ft  mountain.'  Hal  bal  tiie 
old  fellaw  was  right. " 

"Bni,  EzeellenDy,"  said  the  guide,  "that  is  not  all: 
soma  cavaliers  tbink  to  ascend  the  moutain  witbont 
oui  help.     I  am  aure  they  deserve  to  tumble  into  the 

"  They  must  be  bold  fellows  to  go  alone;  yon  don't 
often  find  such. " 

"Sometimes  among  the  Frenob,  signor.  But  the 
othec  night,  —  I  never  was  So  fiigbtened.  I  had  been 
with  an  English  party;  and  a  lady  had  left  a  pocket* 
book  on  the  mountain,  where  she  bad  been  sketching. 
She  offered  me  a  handsome  sum  to  return  for  it,  and 
bting  it  to  her  at  Naples.  So  I  went  in  the  evening,^ 
I  found  it  aure  enough,  and  was  about  to  tetnm,  when  I 
saw  a  figure  that  seemed  to  emerge  from  the  crater  itself. 
The  air  was  so  pestiferous  that  1  cordd  not  have  con- 
ceived a  hnman  oreature  oould  breathe  it  and  live.  I 
was  ao  aatounded  that  I  atood'  as  still  aa  a  stone,  till  the 
figure  came  over  the  hot  ashes,  and  stood  before  me  Uaa 
to  face.  Sancta  Maria,  what  a  headl  " 
.  "  What,  hideoust  " 

'No;  so  beautiful,  but  so  tenriUe.  It  had  nothing 
human  in  its  aspect." 

'  And  what  said  tbe  Salamander  I  " 

"Nothing]  It  did  not  even  seem  to  perceive  me, 
though  I  was  as  near  as  I  am  to  yon;  but  ite  eyes 
seemed  prying  into  the  air.  It  passed  by  me  quickly, 
and,  walking- across  a  stream  of  burning  lava,  soon  van- 
ished on  the  other  aide  of  the  mountain.     I  was  curiooa 
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md  foolhudj,  tod  reeolTed  to  we  if  I  oonld  bMr  tba 
atmoBphaie  which  UiiB  visitor  had  left;  but,  though  I 
did  not  advance  vithin  thirty  yards  of  the  spot  at  which 
be  had  first  appeared,  I  was  drivan  back  by  a  rapar 
that  wellsigh  sUfled  me.  Coip^o,  I  have  spat  blood 
ever  sinoe. " 

"  It  must  be  Zicci,"  whispered  Olyndon. 

"  X  knew  yon  would  aay  so,"  retomed  Merton,  laughing. 

The  little  party  had  now  arrived  nearly  at  the  sum- 
mit of  the  mountain;  and  nnspeakably  grand  was  the 
■pectacle  oa  which  they  gued.  From  the  crater  aroae 
a  vapor,  intensely  dark,  that  ovenpread  the  whole  back- 
gioand  of  the  heavens;  in  the  oentie  whereof  lase  a 
flame,  that  assumed  a  form  singularly  beaatifnl.  It 
might  have  been  compared  to  a  crest  of  gigantic  feathers, 
the  diadem  of  the  moontain,  high  arched,  and  drooping 
downward  with  the  hues  delicately  shaded  off,  and  the 
whole  shifting  and  tremulous  as  the  plumage  on  a  war- 
rior's helm.  The  glare  of  the  flame  spread,  luminous 
and  crimson,  over  the  dark  aud  rugged  ground  on  which 
they  stood,  and  drew  an  innumenble  variety  of  shadows 
firam  crag  and  hollow.  An  oppressive  and  sulphureous 
exhalation  served  to  increase  the  gloomy  and  sublime 
tenor  of  the  place;  but,  on  turning  from  the  mountain, 
and  toward  the  distant  and  unseen  ocean,  the  oontiaat 
was  wonderfully  great;  the  heavens  serene  and  blue, 
the  stars  still  and  calm  as  the  eyes  of  Divine  Love.  It 
was  as  if  the  realms  of  the  opposing  principles  of  Evil 
and  Oood  ware  brought  in  one  view  before  the  gaze  of 
mani  Olyndon  —  the  enthusiast,  the  poet,  the  artist, 
Hie  dreamer  —  was  enchained  and  entranced  by  emotioiu 
vague  and  undefinable,  half  of  delight  and  half  of  pain. 
I<eaning  on  the  shoulder  of  his  friend,  he  gated  around 
him,  and  heard,  with  deepening  awe,  the  rumbling  of 
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the  earth  below,  the  wheels  and  voicea  of  the  Ministry 
of  Nature  in  her  darkest  and  most  inscratable  recces. 
Suddenly,  as  a  bomli  from  a  shell,  a  bi^  stone  was 
fltmg  hnndreda  of  yards  up  from  the  jaws  of  (he  crater, 
and  falling  with  a  mighty  cnsh  upon  the  lock  below, 
split  into  ten  thousand  fragments,  which  bounded  down 
the  sides  of  the  mountain,  sparkling  and  groaning  as 
the;  went.  One  of  these,  the  largest  fragment,  struck 
the  narrow  space  of  soil  between  the  Englishman  and 
^e  guide,  not  three  feet  from  the  spot  where  the  former 
stood.  Merton  uttered  an  excUmation  of  terror,  and 
Glyndon  held  his  breath  and  shuddered. 

"IMavolo,"  cried  the  guide.  "Descend,  Kxcellen- 
eies,  descendj  we  have  not  a  moment  to  lose;  follow  me 
close." 

80  saying,  the  guide  and  the  peasant  fled  with  at 
mdch  swifbiera  as  they  were  able  to  bring  to  bear. 
Uerton,  erer  more  prompt  and  ready  than  his  friend, 
imitated  their  example;  and  Qlyndon,  more  confused 
than  alarmed,  followed  close.  But  they  had  not  gone 
many  yards,  before,  with  a  rushing  and  sudden  blast, 
came  from  the  crater  an  enormous  volume  of  vapor.  It 
putvned,  it  overtook,  it  overspread  them.  It  swept  the 
light  from  the  heavens.  All  was  abrupt  and  utter  dark- 
ness, and  through  the  gloom  was  beard  the  shout  of  the 
guide,  already  distant,  and  lost  in  on  iostaut  amidst  the 
sound  of  the  rushing  gust,  and  the  groans  of  the  earth 
beneath,  Qlyndon  piaused.  He  was  separated  ^m  hia 
friend, — >from  the  guide.  He  was  alone,  with  the 
darkness  and  the  terror.  The  vapor  rolled  Bullenly 
away;  the  form  of  the  plumed  fire  was  ^ain  dimly 
visible,  and  its  struggling  and  perturbed  reflection  again 
shed  a  glow  over  the  honors  of  the  path.  Glyndon 
feoov«ied  hinueU,  and  sped  onward.     Below,  he  hoard 


n,s,t,..d:,i.  Google 


ZIOCL  595 

the  voice  of  Merton  calling  on  bim,  though  he  no 
longer  saw  hia  form.  The  sound  served  u  a  gnide. 
Diuy  and  breathless,  be  bounded  forward;  when  — 
haric!  a  sullen,  slow,  rolling  sound  in  bis  ear!  He 
halted,  and  turned  back  to  gaze.  Tbo  fire  had  over- 
flowed its  course;  it  bad  opened  itself  a  channel  amidst 
the  farrows  of  the  mountain.  The  stream  pursued  him, 
—  fast,  fast;  and  the  hot  bieath  of  the  chasing  and  pre- 
ternatural foe  came  closer  and  closer  upon  his  cheek. 
He  turned  aside:  be  climbed  desperately,  with  hands 
and  feet,  upon  a  crag,  that,  to  the  right,  broke  the 
scathed  and  blasted  level  of  the  soil.  The  stream  rolled 
beside  and  beneath  him,  and  then,  taking  a  sudden  wind 
ronnd  the  spot  on  which  be  stood,  interposed  its  liquid 
fire,  a  broad  and  impassable  barrier,  between  bis  resting- 
place  and  escape.  There  be  stood,  cut  off  from  descent, 
and  with  no  altemative  but  to  retrace  fais  steps  toward 
tiie  crater,  and  thence  seek  —  without  guide  oi  clew  — 
some  other  pathway. 

For  a  moment  hie  courage  left  him;  he  cried  in 
despair,  and  in  that  overstrained  pitch  of  voioe  which 
is  never  heard  a&i  off,  to  tbe  guide  —  to  Merton  —  to 
letum  —  to  aid  bim. 

No  answer  came;  and  tbe  Englishman,  thus  aban- 
doned solely  to  hie  own  resources  felt  his  spirit  and 
energy  rise  against  the  danger.  He  turned  beck,  and 
Tentured  aa  tar  toward  the  crater  as  the  noxious  exhal- 
ation would  permit;  then,  gazing  below,  carefully  and 
deliberately,  he  chalked  out  for  himself  a  path,  by 
which  he  trusted  to  shun  the  direction  tbe  fire-stream 
had  taken,  and  tiod  firmly  and  quickly  over  tbe 
crumbling  and  heated  strata. 

He  had  proceeded  about  fifty  yards,  when  he  halted 
abruptly;    an  unspeakable  and  unaccountable  honoii 
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not  hitherto  felt  amidst  all  Me  peril,,  eame  over  him. 
He  shoolc  in  erery  limb;  his  mnscles  refused  hie  will; 
he  felt,  as  it  were,  palsied  and  death-fltricken.  The 
honor,  I  aaj,  was  unacooun table,  for  the  path  seemed 
clear  and  safe.  The  fire,  above  and  behind,  burned  out 
clear  and  fat;  and  beyond,  the  stare  lent  him  their 
cheering  guidance.  No  obetocle  was  visibla,  —  no  danger 
seemed  at  hand.  As  thus,  spelUboond  and  panic- 
stricken,  he  stood  ohsiaed  to  the  soil, — his  breast 
heaving,  large  drops  rolling  down  his  biow,  and  his  eyes 
starting  wildly  from  their  sookets,  —  he  saw  before  him, 
at  Kome  distance,  gradually  shaping  itself  more  and  more 
distinctly  to  his  gaze,  a  Colossal  Shadow;  a  shadow 
that  seemed  partially  borrowed  from  the  human  shape, 
but  immesauiably  above  the  human  stature,— ^ vague, 
dark,  almost  formless;  and  differing  —  he  could  not  tell 
where,  or  why  —  not  only  from  the  proportions,  but  also 
from  the  liiphe  and  outline  of  man. 

The  glare  of  the  volcano,  that  seemed  to  shrink  and 
collapse  from  this  gigantic  and  appalling  apparition, 
nevertheless  threw  its  light,  redly  and  steadily,  upon 
another  shape  that  stood  beside,  quiet  and  motionless; 
and  it  was,  perhaps,  the  contrast  of  these  two  things 
—  the  Being  and  the  Shadow  —  that  impressed  the 
beholder  with  the  difference  between  them,  —  the  Man 
and  the  Superhuman.  It  was  but  for  a  moment,  nay,  for 
the  tenth  part  of  a  moment,  that  this  sight  was  permitted 
to  the  wanderer.  A.  second  eddy  of  sulphuieous  vapors 
£rom  the  volcano,  yet  more  rapidly,  yet  more  densely 
than  its  predecessor,  tolled  over  the  mountain;  and 
either  the  nature  of  the  exhalation,  or  the  excess  of  his 
own  dread,  was  such,  that  Olyndon,  after  one  wild  gaap 
for  breath,  fell  senseless  on  the  earth. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

Mbbtoit  and  the  Italians  arrived  in  aatetj  at  &«  spot 
whew  they  had  left  the  mules;  and  not  till  they  had 
recoTered  theti  own  alarm  aad  breath  did  they  think  of 
Glyudon.  But  then,  as  the  minutea  passed,  and  he 
appeared  not,  Merton  —  whose  heart  was  as  good,  at 
leasts  as  human  hearts  are  in  general  —  grew  seriously 
alarmed.  He  insisted  on  returning  to  search  for  his 
friend;  and  by  dint  of  prodigal  promises,  prevailed  et 
last  on  the  guide  to  accompany  him.  The  lower  part 
of  the  moontain  lay  calm  and  white  in  the  starlight ;  and 
the  guide's  practised  eye  could  diacem  all  objects  on  the 
sni&ce,  at  a  considerable  distance.  They  had  not,  how- 
ever, gone  very  for,  before  they  perceived  two  forms 
slowly  approaching  toward  them. 

As  they  came  near,  Merton  recognized  the  fonn  of  his 
friend.  "  Thank  Heaven,  he  is  safe, "  he  cried,  turning 
to  the  guide. 

"  Holy  angels  befriend  us, "  said  the  Italian,  trembling. 
"  Behold  the  very  being  that  crossed  me  lost  Sabbath 
night.     It  is  he  I  —  but  his  face  is  human  now  I  " 

"  Signer  Inglese,"  said  the  voice  of  Zicci,  as  Qlyndon, 
pale,  won,  and  silent,  returned  passively  the  joyous 
greeting  of  Merton, — "Signer  Inglese,  I  told  your  friend 
we  should  meet  to-n^ht;  you  see,  you  have  not  foiled 
my  prediction." 

"  But  how  —  but  where  t "  stammered  Merton,  in  great 
eonforioQ  and  surprise. 

"  I  found  yoni  friend  stretched  on  the  ground,  over- 
powered by  the  mephitic  exhalation  of  the  crater.    I 
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bore  him  to  t  purer  atmoBpheie;  and,  u  I  know  the 
motmtain  well,  I  hare  conduoted  him  aafelj  to  70a. 
Thia  IB  all  oar  history.  Ton  aae,  air,  that  were  it  not 
for  that  prophecy  which  you  desired  to  frustrate,  joor 
friend  would,  ere  this  time,  have  been  a  corpse;  one 
minute  more  and  the  vapor  had  done  its  work.  Adieu; 
good-night,  and  pleasant  dreams. " 

"But,  mjr  pieaerrer,  you  will  not  leave  us,"  said 
Glyndon,  anxiously,  and  speaking  for  the  first  time. 
"  Will  you  not  return  with  ub  t " 

Zicci  paused,  and  drew  Glyndon  aside.  "  Taung 
man, "  said  he,  gravely,  "  it  ie  necessary  that  we  should 
again  meet  to-night.  It  la  necessary  that  you  should, 
ere  the  first  hour  of  morning,  decide  on  your  fate.  Will 
you  many  Isabel  di  Pisani,  or  loae  her  forever  t  Consult 
not  your  friend;  he  is  sensible  and  wise,  but  not  now  ia 
his  wisdom  needed.  There  are  times  in  life  when,  from, 
the  imagination,  and  not  the  reason,  should  wisdom 
come, —  this  for  you  is  one  of  them.  I  ask  not  yonr 
answer  now.  Collect  your  thoi^hta,  —  recover  your 
jaded  and  scattered  spirits.  It  wants  two  hours  of  mkU 
night, —  at  midnight  I  will  be  with  youl " 

" Incompiehenaible  being,"  replied  the  Englishman, 
"  I  would  leave  tiie  life  you  have  preserved  in  your  own 
hands.  But  since  I  have  known  yon  my  whole  nature 
has  changed.  A  fiercer  desire  ttuui  that  of  love  bums 
in  my  veins-,  the  desire  not  to  resemUe  but  to  surpass 
my  kind;  the  desire  to  penetrate  and  to  share  the  aecret 
of  your  own  existence;  the  desire  of  a  pretetnatuial 
knowledge  and  unearthly  power.  Instruct  me,  achool 
me,  make  me  thine;  and  I  surrender  to  thee  at  once, 
and  without  a  mormnr,  the  woman  that,  till  I  saw  thee, 
I  would  have  defied  a  world  to  obtain," 

"I  ask  not  the  sacrifice,    Glyndon,"  replied  Zicd, 
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Doldly,  yet  mildly, —  "yet,  ahall  1  own  it  to  thee  I  —  I 
am  touched  by  the  devotioD  I  hsve  inspired.  I  sicken 
for  human  companionehip,  sympathy,  and  friendship; 
yet,  I  dread  to  share  them, —  for  bold  most  be  the  man 
who  can  partake  my  existence,  and'  enjoy  my  confidence. 
Once  more  I  say  to  thee,  in  compassion  and  in  warning, 
the  chmce  of  life  is  in  thy  hands, —  t»-fflonow  it  will  be 
too  lata.  On  the  one  hand,  Isabel,  a  tranqnil  home,  a 
happy  and  serene  life ;  on  the  other  hand,  all  is  jlMlrnmyi^ 
—  darkness  that  ereii  this  eye  cannot  penetrate." 

"  Bat  thon  hast  told  me,  that  if  I  wed  Isabel,  I  must 
be  contented  to  be  obecnre ;  and  if  I  refoae,  that  knowl- 
edge and  power  may  be  mine. " 

"  Vain  man !  knowled^  and  power  are  not  happioeae. " 

"  Bat  they  are  better  tiian  happinea.  Say,  if  I  many 
Isabel,  wilt  thon  be  my  master,  my  goiile  t  —  say  this, 
and  I  anL  resolved." 

"  Never  1  It  is  only  the  lonely  at  heart —  the  restless, 
the  de^wrato — tfaat  may  be  my  pupils." 

"  Then  I  renounce  herl  —  I  renounce  love,  I  renounee 
h^pinets.  Welcome  solitnde,  weloome  despair,  —  if 
they  are  the  entranoes  to  thy  dark  and  suUime  secret. " 

"  I  will  not  take  thy  answer  now;  at  midnight  thoa 
shalt  give  it  in  one  word, — ay  or  nol  Farewell  till 
then." 

The  mystic  waved  his  hand,  and,  descending  rapidly, 
was  seen  no  mora. 

Glyndon  rejoined  his  impatient  and  wondering  friend ; 
but  Merton,  gazing  on  his  baa,  saw  that  a  great  change 
had  passed  there.  The  flexile  and  dnbions  expression  of 
yontb  was  forever  gone.  The  features  were  locked, 
rigid,  and  stem;  and  so  faded  was  the  natural  bloom, 
that  an  hour  seemed  to  have  done  the  work  of  yeare. 
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CHAPTER  XL 

On  ntnmiiig  from  VesDvitiB  or  Pompaii,  yon  cntar 
Nuples  thiongh  its  most  animated,  its  most  Keapolitaa 
qiiart«r,— (tuough  that  qiurter  in  which  modem  liie 
most  cloeely  nsemUea  the  ancient;  and  in  vhieli,  when, 
on  a  fail  day,  the  thoronghfEira  swanns  alike  vilb  indo- 
lence and  trade,  you  are  impreaeed  at  once  vitti  the 
lecollection  of  that  reatleeB,  lively  race,  from  which  the 
[xqnilation  of  ITaplee  derives  ita  origiD:  so  tiiat  in  one 
day  youmay  see  at  Pompeii  the  habitations  of  a  lemota 
age ;  and  on  the  Mole  at  Naples,  yon  may  imagine  yon 
behold  the  veiy  beinge  with  which  thoee  habitations  had 
been  peopled.  The  language  of  words  is  dead,  but  the 
language  of  gestures  remains  little  impaired.  A  fidier- 
man,  a  peassnt,  of  XapleB,  will  explain  to  yon  the 
motions,  the  attitudes,  the  gestures  of  the  figuiw  painted 
on  the  antaqTie  Tssas,  better  tbsn  Qm  most  learned  anti- 
qoary  of  Gtottingen  or  Leipnc. 

But  now,  as  the  Englishmen  rode  slowly  throng  the 
deserted  streets,  l^hted  but  by  the  lamps  of  heaven,  aU 
the  gayety  of  the  day  was  hushed  and  Ineathless.  Hera 
and  there,  stretched  under  a  portico  or  s.  dingy  booth, 
were  sleeping  groups  of  houseless  Lauaroni,  —  a  tribe 
now  happily  merging  this  indolent  individnali^  amidst  an 
energetio  and  active  population. 

The  Englishmen  rode  on  in  silence;  for  Glyndon 
neither  appeared  to  heed  or  bear  the  questions  and  eom- 
meute  of  Herton,  and  Herton  himself  was  almost  as 
weary  as  tba  jaded  animal  he  bestrods. 
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Snddenly  tiie  adlenoe  of  euth  and  oenn  wu  bn^eu  Igr 
the  Boimd  of  &  dietent  clock  that  proolumed  the  laat  hoar 
of  night.  Glyndon  started  from  his  nTery,  and  looked 
anziaiu];  arotmd.  Aa  the  final  stroke  died,  the  noiae 
of  hoofs  rang  on  tha  hioad  attmea  of  the  parement, 
and  from  a  narrow  street  to  the  right  emaiged  the 
form  of  a  solitary  horaeman.  He  neared  the  Englirii- 
men,  and  Olyndon  leec^tnised  the  featnns  and  mien  of 
Zicci. 

"What!  do  ire  meet  again,  signorl  "  said  ICerton,  in 
a  vexed  bnt  drowsy  tone. 

"  Toot  friend  and  I  have  hiudness  together, "  replied 
Zicd,  as  he  wheeled  his  powerfnl  and  fiery  steed  to  the 
ride  of  Glyndon;  "  bat  it  will  be  soon  transaeted.  Per- 
faapa  yon,  rir,  will  ride  on  to  jour  hotel." 

"Alonet" 

"  There  ia  no  danger, "  returned  Zieci,  with  a  alight 
expresrion  of  disdain  in  his  voioe. 

"  Kone  to  me,  but  to  G-lyndon  t " 

"  Danger  from  me.     Ah,  —  perhaps  joa  are  right. " 

"  Go  on,  my  dear  ICerton, "  said  Glyndon,  "  I  will  join 
yon  before  yos  reach  the  hotel." 

Meiton  nodded,  whiatled,  and  poafaed  his  hoiae  into  a 
kind  of  amble. 

"  Now  your  answer,  —  qoick. " 

"I  have  decided:  the  love  of  Isabel  has  vanished 
from  my  heart.     The  pursuit  ii  over." 

"  Ton  have  decided  t  " 

"  1  have. " 

"Adieu I  join  your  friend." 

Zieci  gave  the  rein  to  his  boree:  it  epraag  forward 
with  a  hound ;  the  eparks  flew  from  its  hoofs,  and  horse 
and  rider  disappeared  amidst  the  shadows  of  the  street 
whence  they  had  erae^ed. 
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Herton  waa  Borpriud  to  see  hia  itieiid  by  hu  Bid«,  a 
minute  afUi  they  had  parted. 

"  Wh&t  bosineea  can  you  have  with  Zioci  f  Will  you 
aot  confide  in  me  t  " 

"  Merton,  do  not  aek  me  to-night ;  I  Km  in  a  dream. " 

"  I  do  not  wonder  at  it,  for  even  I  sm  in  a  sleep.  Let 
OB  poah  on." 

In  the  retirement  of  his  chamber,  Glyndon  sought  to 
re-collect  hia  thoughts.  He  sat  down  on  the  foot  of  his 
bed,  and  pressed  his  hands  tightly  to  hia  throbbing 
temples.  The  evente  of  the  last  few  hours,  — ■  the  appari  - 
tion  of  the'  gigantic  and  shadowy  Oompanion  of  the 
Mystic  smidst  the  fires  and  clouds  of  Vesuvinsj  the 
itrangB  enoounter  with  Ziooi  himself,  on  a  spot  in  whioh 
he  could  nerer  have  calculated  on  finding  Olyndon  — 
filled  his  mind  with  emotions  in  which  terror  and  awe 
the  iesfit  prevailed.  A  fire,  the  train  of  which  had  long 
been  laid,  was  lighted  at  his  heart,  —  the  asbestos  fire 
that  once  lit  is  never  to  be  quenched.  All  hit  early 
aspin^ion,  his  young  ambition,  bis  longings  for  the 
laurel,  were  mingled  in  one  passionate  yearning  to 
overpass  the  bounds  of  the  common  knowledge  of  man, 
and  leaob  that  tolemn  spot,  between  two  worlds,  on 
which  the  mysterious  strai^r  appeared  to  have  fixed 
his  home. 

Far  from  recalling  with  renewed  afiHght  the  t«mem- 
brance  of  the  apparition  that  had  so  appalled  him,  the 
recollection  only  served  to  kindle  and  ooncentiate  bis 
curiosity  into  a  burning  focus.  He  had  said  aright,  — 
love  had  vanished  from  his  heart;  there  was  no  longer  a 
serene  space  amidst  its  disordered  elements  for  human 
affection  to  move  and  breathe.  The  enthusiast  waa 
rapt  from  this  earth;  and  he  would  have  surrendered  all 
that  beau^  ever  promised,  that  mortal  hope  ever  whis- 
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pend,  for  one  hoar  with  Ziooi  b«7ond  the  poftalt  of  the 
viaibla  world. 

He  rose,  oppressed  end  fevered  with  the  new  thonghts 
tbst  nged  within  him,  and  threw  open  his  casement  for 
eir.  The  oeean  Is;  Boffased  in  the  atury  light,  end  the 
rtillnaes  of  the  heavens  never  more  eloquently  preached 
the  morelitf  of  repoae  to  the  mwinesa  of  earthly  pes- 
mons.  But  lueh  was  Qlyndon's  mood  tiut  their  very 
hush  only  served  to  deepen  the  wild  desires  that  preyed 
upon  his  soul.  Ajid  the  •oleroo  ston,  that  are  myste- 
ries in  themselves,  seemed  by  a  Icindted  sympathy  to 
agitate  the  wings  of  the  spirit  no  longer  ecmtented  with 
ita  cage.  As  he  gased,  a  star  shot  from  its  brethren 
1  from  the  depth  of  space  I 
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Thb  aiMp  of  Olyndon,  that  night,  wu  tmiuiullj  pio- 
fonad,  and  tho  sou  etieamed  full  apoo  tda  ajes  u  ha 
opened  them  to  tjie  da3r.  He  roae  refiteahad,  and  wiUi 
a  atiaogaaantimeiii  of  calitaneea  that  .seemed  more  the 
result  of  lesolution  than  exhaustion.  The  iboidanta 
and  «inoti(Mis  of  the  past  ni^t  had  settled  into  d^inot 
and  clear  Impreesionis.  He  thought  of  thBm\  but 
alightlj',  —  he  thought  rather  of  the  future.  He  walh  as 
one  of  the  Initiated  in  the  old  Egyptian  Myeteries  nQio 
have  CTOsaed  the  Gate  only  to  look  mote  ardently  fot 
the  Penetralia.  s^ 

He  diesaed  himself,  and  vaa  relieved  to  find  that 
ICerton  had  joined  a  party  of  his  countrymen  on  an 
excursion  to  lacbia.  He  spent  the  heat  of  noon  in 
thoughtful  solitude,  and  gradually  the  image  of  Isabel 
returned  to  his  heart.  It  ▼as  a  holy  —  for  it  was  a 
Auman  —  image :  he  had  resigned  her,  and  he  repented. 
The  light  of  day  served,  if  not  to  dissipate,  at  least  to 
sober  the  turbulence  and  fervor  of  the  preceding  night. 
But  was  it  indeed  too  late  to  retract  his  resolve  t  Too 
late!  torrible  wordsl  Of  what  do  we  not  repent,  when 
the  Ghost  of  the  Deed  returns  to  us  to  say,  "  Thou 
hast  no  recall  I " 

He  started  impatiently  from  his  seat,  aeiied  faia  hat 
and  sword,  and  strode  with  rapid  steps  to  the  humble 
abode  of  Ae  actress. 

The  distance  was  considerable,  and  the  air  oppresaive. 
Qlyndon  arrived  at  the  door  breathless  and  heated.    He 
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Iniocked,  no  ftoswet  came;  he  lifted  the  Ulch  and  en- 
tered. No  sound,  no  sight  of  life,  met  his  ear  and  eye. 
lo  the.  front  obamheT,  on  a  table,  lay  the  gnitar  of  the 
actiessaad  aom?  manuscript  parts  in  plays.  He  paused, 
and  snmmoning  coutage ,  tapped  at  the  door  which  seemed 
to  lead  into, the  inper  sfiartmeut.  The  door  vas  ajar; 
and,  hearing  no  sound  within,  he  pushed  it  open.  It 
was  the  sleeping  chamber  of  the  young  actraas,  —  that 
holieet  ground  to  a  lover;  and  well  did  the  place  heooms 
the  presiding  deity:  none  of  the  tawdry  finery  of  the 
profession  was  visible  on  the  one  hand,  none  of  the 
slovenly  disorder  common  to  (he  humbler  classes  of  the 
South  on  the  other.  All  was  pure  and  simple ;.  even  the 
ornaments  were  those  of  an  innocent  refinement, — :  a  few 
hooka,  placed  carefully  on  shelves,  a  few  half-faded 
flowers  in  an  earthen  vaae,  which  was  modelled  and 
painted  in  the  Etruscan  fashion.  The  sunlight  streamed 
over  the  snowy  duperies  of  the.  bed,  and  a  few  articles 
of  cloljliiiigi  neatly  folded,  on  the  chair  beside  it.  Isabel 
was  not  there;  and  Glyndon,  as  be  gated  around,  ob- 
served that  the, casement  which  opened  tothegrwind  was 
wrenched  and  broken,  and  several  fr^ments  of  the  shat- 
tered glass  lay  below.  .  The  light  flashed  at  once  upon 
Glyndon'a  mind, — the  ravisher  bad  home  away  his  priie. 
The  ominous  word«  of  Zic^  were  fulfilled:  it  was  too 
late  I  Wretch  that  he  was  I  perhaps  he  might  have  Mved 
her.  But  the  nurse, —  was  she  gone  also  t  He  made  the 
bouse  resound  with  the  name  of  Oionetta,  but  there 
was  not  even  an  echo  to  reply.  He  resolved  to  repair 
at  once  to  the  abode  of  Zicci.  On  arriving  at  the  palace 
of  the  Corsican,  he  was  informed  that  the  signor  was 

gone  to  the  banquet  of  the  Prinoe  di ,  and  would 

not  return  until  late.  He  turned  in  dismay  from  the 
door,  and  perceived  the  heavy  carriage  of  the  Count 
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C«toza  rolling  along  the  nanoir  street.  Cetoza  teeog- 
niud  him  and  stopped  the  csrriage. 

"Ahl  mj  dear  Signoi  Glyndon,"  said  he,  leaning 
out  of  the  window,  "  and  how  goes  your  health  I  Ton 
heard  the  news  T  " 

"  What  newst "  asked  Olyndon,  meohanioally. 

"  Why  the  beautiful  actress ,  —  the  wonder  of  Naples  1 
I  alwajrs  thought  she  would  have  good  Inok." 

"Well,  wall,  what  of  her!" 

"  The  Prince  di haa  taken  a  prodigious  fancy  to 

her,  and  has  carried  her  to  his  own  palace.  The  Court 
is  a  little  scandalized." 

"The  Tillaisl  by  forcal  " 

"Force  I  Ha!  ha!  my  dear  aignor,  what  need  of  fotoe 
to  persuade  an  actress  to  accept  the  splendid  protection 
of  one  of  the  wealthiest  noblemen  in  Italy)  Oh,  sol 
you  may  be  sare  she  went  willingly  enough.  I  only 
just  heard  the  news:  the  Prince  himself  proclaimed  hia 
triumph  this  morning,  and  the  accommodating  Hasoari 
has  been  permitted  to  circulate  it.  I  hope  the  oonnec 
tion  will  not  last  loi^,  or  we  shall  low  our  best  singer, 
—  addio." 

Olyndon  stood  mute  and  motionless.  He  knew  not 
what  to  think  —  to  believe  -^  or  how  to  act.  Even 
Merton  was  not  at  hand  to  advise  him.  His  conscience 
smote  him  bittoily;  and  half  in  despair,  half  in  the 
oouiageouB  wrath  of  jealousy,  he  resolved  to  repair  to 
the  palace  of  the  Prince  himself,  and  demaad  bis  oqitiTe 
in  the  face  of  hia  assembled  guests. 
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CHAPTER   Xin. 

Wic  miut  go  back  to  the  preceding  night.  The  aatreae 
and  her  nurse  had  returned  flora  tbe  theatre;  snd  lubel, 
tatigoed  and  exhausted,  had  throvn  herself  on  a  sofa, 
vhile  Gionetta  bosied  herself  with  the  long  tresses 
vhich,  released  from  the  fillet  that  bound  them,  half 
concealed  the  form  of  the  actress,  like  a  veil  of  threads 
of  gold;  and  irhile  she  smoothed  the  luxuriant  looks, 
the  old  nurse  ran  gossiping  on  about  the  little  events  of 
the  night,  —  the  scandal  and  politics  of  the  soenea,  and 
the  tiie-room. 

The  elock  sounded  the  hour  of  midnight,  and  still 
Isabel  detained  the  nurse;  for  a  vague  and  foreboding 
fear  she  could  not  account  for,  made  her  seek  to  pio- 
ttact  the  time  of  solitude  and  rest. 

At  length  Oionetta's  voios  was  swallowed  up  in  suc- 
cessive yawns.  She  took  her  lamp,  and  departed  to  her 
own  room,  which  was  placed  in  the  upper  story  of  the 
house.  Isabel  was  alone.  The  half  hour  after  mid- 
night sounded  dull  and  distant;  all  was  still,  and  she 
was  about  to  enter  her  sleeping-room,  when  she  heard 
the  hoob  of  a  horse  at  full  speed;  the  sound  ceased,— 
there  was  a  knock  at  the  door.  Her  heart  beat  vio- 
lently ;  but  fear  gave  way  to  another  sentiment  when  she 
heard  a  voice,  too  well  known,  callii^  on  her  name. 
She  went  to  the  door. 

*  Open,  Isabel,  —  it  is  Zioci ,"  said  the  voice  again. 
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And  why  did  the  aotreas  feel  fear  no  mora,  and 
vhy  did  thkt  virgin  hand  unbu  the  door  to  admit, 
vithoat  a  acniple  or  a  doubt,  at  that  late  hour,  the 
visit  of  the  fairest  cavalier  of  Naples  I  I  knov  not; 
but  Zicoi  had  become  hei  destiny,  and  ahe  obeyed 
the  voice  of  her  preaerver  aa  if  it  were  the  oonunaad  of 
Fate. 

Zicci  entered  with  a  light  and  hasty  atep.  His 
boiwtnaa's  cloak  fitted  tighUy  to  his  noble  form,  and 
the  nven  plomea  of  his  bioad  hat  tbiew  a  gloomy  abade 
over  his  eommanding  features. 

The  girl  followed  him  into  the  room,  trembling  and 
blushing  deeply,  and  stood  before  him  with  the  lamp  she 
held,  shining  upward  on  her  cheek,  and  the  long  bait 
that  fell  like  a  shower  of  light  over  the  bare  shoolders 
and  heaving  bast. 

"  Isabel,"  said  Zicoi,  in  a  voice  that  apoke  deep  emo- 
tion ,  "  I  am  by  thy  side  onoe  more  to  save  thee.  Not  a 
moment  is  to  be   loet.     Thou  must  fly  with  me,  or 

remain   the  victim   of    the   Prince  di  .     I  would 

have  made  the  charge  I  now  undertake  another's :  thou 
knowest  I  would,  —  thou  knowest  it;  bat  he  ia  not 
worthy  of  thee,  —  the  oold  Englishman)  I  tttrov 
myself  at  thy  feet;  have  trust  in  me,  —  and  fly." 

He  grasped  her  hand  paasionately  as  he  diopped  on 
hia  knee,  and  looked  up  into  her  face  witlt  bia  bri^bt, 
beseeching  eyes. 

*  Fly  with  theel  "  said  Isabel,  tenderly. 

'Thou  knowest  the  penalty:  name,  fame,  honor, <— 
all  will  be  sacrificed  if  tiiou  dost  not." 

*  Then  —  then,"  said  the  wild  girl,  falteringly,  and 
turning  aside  her  face,  —  "  then  I  am  not  indi£Fei«nt  to 
thee.  Tbou  wouldeat  not  give  me  to  anotfaei:  tbov 
loveet  me } " 
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Zicci  was  Bilent;  but  hia  braaat  heaved,  id»  ehMks 
fluahed,  his  eyes  daxted  dark  bat  impusioned  fin, 

*  Speak!  "  ezclaimed  Isabel,  in  jealous  suapieion  of 
his  silenoe.     *  Speak,  if  tiura  lovest  me," 

"I  dare  not  tell  thee  so:  Z  will  not  yet  mj  I  lore 
thee." 

"Then  what  mattei  m;  fiitef "  said  Isabel,  turning 
pale  and  shrinking  from  his  side ;  "  leave  me,  —  I  fear 
no  danger.  My  Ufa,  and  therefore  my  honor,  is  in  mine 
own  hands." 

"Be  not  so  mad, "  said  Zicci,  'Harkl  do  yon  hear 
the  neigh  of  my  steed  T  —  it  is  an  alarm  that  warns  UB  of 
the  approaching  peril;  haste,  or  yon  are  lost." 

"  V/hj  do  you  oare  for  me  t "  said  the  giri,  bitterly. 
"  Thou  hast  read  my  heart ;  thou  knowest  that  I 
would  fly  with  thee  to  the  end  of  the  world,  it  I  were 
but  sure  of  thy  loTe;  that  all  sacrifice  of  womanhood's 
repute  were  sweet  to  me,  if  regarded  as  the  proof  and 
seal  of  affection.  But  to  be  bonnd  beneath  tbe  weight 
of  a  oold  obligation;  to  be  the  beggar  <m  the  eyes  of 
Indifference;  to  throw  myself  on  one  who  lores  me 
not, —  that  were  indeed  the  vilest  ainof  my  sex.  Ahl 
Zicci,  rather  let  me  die." 

She  had  thrown  back  her  clustering  hair  from  her 
face  as  she  Bpoke ,  and  as  she  now  stood  with  her  arms 
droopii^  moTunfnlly,  and  her  hands  clasped  together 
with  the  proud  bittemesa  of  her  wayward  spirit  giving 
new  aest  and  charm  to  her  singular  beauty,  it  was 
impoaaible  to  conceive  a  sight  more  irresistible  to  the 
senses  and  the  heart. 

*  Tempt  me  not  to  thine  own  danger,  —  perhaps 
destruction,''  exclaimed  Zicci,  in  faltering  aocents. 
"  Thou  canst  not  dream  of  what  thon  wonldest  demand, 
—  come; "  and,  advancing,  he  wound  hie  arm  round  her 
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mist,  —  "  come,  .lubel;  belien  at  but  in  my  friaiul- 
■hip,  my  protection  —  " 

'  And  not  thy  Ioto,"  aud  the  Italian,  taming  on  Mm 
ber  honied  and  repToachfol  ajee.  Tboao  ejea  met  his, 
and  t)e  ooold  not  withdia^  fn>m  the  chann  of  their  gpa. 
He  felt  her  heart  throbbing  beneath  hie  own, — bar 
breath  came  warm'  opon  his  obeek.  He  tvembled,  — 
he/  —  the  lofty,  the  mysterioiu  Ziooi,  who  seemed  to 
stand  aloof  from  his  race.  With  a  deep  and  haming 
ai^,  he  marmured,  '  laabel,  I  love  theel  " 

That  beautifol  face,  bathed  in  blushes,  drooped  upon 
iiis  boaom;  and,  as  he  bent  down,  hia  Upa  sought  the 
rosy  month ;  a  long  and  burning  kiss,  —  danger,  life, 
the  world  waa  forgotten  I  Suddenly  Zicci  tore  himself 
from  her. 

"  Ob,  what  have  I  aaidt  It  is  gone:  my  power  to 
preserre  thee,  to  guard  theo,  to  foresee  the  storm  in 
thy  skiee,  is  gone  forever.  ITo.'matterl  Haatel  — 
haste;  and  may  lo'ro  suf^ly  the  loss  of  prophecy  and 
ppwerl " 

Isabel  hesitated  no  more.  She  threw  her  mantle 
«Ter  her  ahqulders,  and  gathered  vcp  her  disheTelled 
hair;  a  moment,  and  she  was  prepared,  when  a  sudden 
crash  waa  heaid  in  the  inner  room. 

"Too  late  I  — fool  that  I  waa, —too  late!  "  cried  Zicci, 
in  a  sharp  tone  of  agony,  as  he  hurried  to  the  outer 
door.  He  opened  it,  only  to  be  borne  bock  by  the  press 
of  armed  men, —  behind,  before;  eecape  was  cut  off! 
The  room  literally  swarmed  with  the  foUowen  of  the 
Taviaher,  masked,  mailed,  armed  to  the  teeth. 

laabel  was  already  in  the  grasp  of  two  of  the  myimi- 
dons;  her  shriek  smote  the  ear  of  Zicci.  He  sprang 
forward,  aod  Isabel  heard  his  wild  ciy  in  a  foreign 
bmgue  I  —  the  gleam,  the  clash  of  swoida.     Sbe  Igat  her 
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■entM;  and  vhen  she  noovend,  ahe  found  heiMlf 
gagged,  and  in  a  carriage  that  waa  driven  rapidly,  1^  tha 
aide  of  a  maaked  and  motionlesa  figure.  The  carnage 
atopped  at  the  portals  of  a  gloomy  mansion.  The 
gatea  opened  noiselessly;  a  broad  flight  of  etepe,  bril- 
liantly illamined,  vas  before  her, —  she  wu  in  tfa* 
palace  of  the  Prince  di . 
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The  young  actress  was  led  to,  and  left  alone  in  a  cham- 
ber adorned  with  all  the  laxuriooa  and  haU-Eastem 
taste  that,  at  one  time,  choiacterited  tiie  palacea  of  the 
great  eeigneurs  of  Italy.  Her  firat  thought  was  for 
Zioci:  was  he  yet  living;  had  he  escaped  unscathed 
the  blades  of  the  foe  t  —  her  new  treasure,  the  new  light 
of  her  life,  her  lord,  at  last  her  lover. 

She  had  abort  time  for  reflection.  She  heard  steps 
approaching  the  chamber ;  she  drew  back.  She  placed 
her  hand  im  the  dagger  that  at  all  hours  she  wore  con- 
cealed in  her  bosom.  Living,  or  dead,  she  would  be 
faithful  atill  to  Ziccit  There  was  a  new  motive  to  the 
preservation  of  honor.  The  door  opened,  and  the 
Prince  entered  in  a  dress  that  sparkled  with  jewels. 

"Fair  and  cruel  one,"  aaid  he,  advancing,  with  a 
half-sneer  upon  his  lip,  "thou  wilt  not  too  harshly 
blame  the  violence  of  love."  He  attempted  to  take  her 
hand  as  he  spoke. 

"Nay,"  said  he,  as  she  recoiled,  "reflect  that  thou 
art  now  in  the  power  of  one  that  never  faltered  in  the 
pursuit  of  an  object  less  dear  to  him  than  thou  art. 
Thy  lover,  presumptuous  though  he  be,  is  not  by  to  save 
tiiea.  Mine  thou  art,  but  instead  of  thy  master,  aufier 
me  tc  be  thy  slave." 

"My  lord,"  said  Isabel,  with  a  stem  gravity  which 
perhapB  the  stage  had  conspired  with  nature  to  bestow 
upon  her,  "  your  boast  is  in  vain: — your  power!  Ian 
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not  in  yoor  power.  Life  end  denth  an  in  mj  ovn 
bands.  I  will  not  defy,  —  but  I  do  not  fear  yon.  I 
feel,  —  and  in  some  feelings,"  added  Isabel,  witb  a 
solemnity  almost  tbrilling,  "  tiiere  is  all  the  strength  and 
all  tbe  divinity  of  knowledge, —  I  feel  that  I  am  safe 

even  here ;  but  you  —  yon  Frinoe  di ,  bare  brought 

danger  to  your  home  and  hearth  I  " 

The  Neapolitan  seemed  startled  by  aa  earnestness  and 
8  boldness  he  was  but  little  prepared  for.  Ha  was  not, 
liflwever,  a  maai  easily  intimideted  or  deterred  from  any 
purpose  he  had  formed:  and,  approaohing  Isabel,  he 
was  about  to  reply  with  much  warmth,  real  or  affected, 
when  a  knock  was  heard  at  the  door  of  the  ahamber. 
The  sound  was  repeated,  and  the  Frinoe,  chafed  at  the 
interruption,  opened  the  door,  and  demanded,  impa- 
tiently, who  had  ventured  to  disobey  bis  orders,  and 
invade  his  leisure.  Masoari  presented  himself,  pale  and 
agitated:  "My  lord,"  said  he,  in  a  whisper,  "pardon 
me;  but  a  stranger  is  below,  who  insists  on  seeing  you; 
and  from  some  words  he  let  fall,  I  judged  it  advisable 
even  to  infringe  your  commands. " 

"A  stranger,  —  and  at  this  hour!  What  badness  can 
he  pretend  1     Wby  was  he  even  admitted  I  " 

"  He  asserts  that  your  life  is  in  imminent  danger. 
The  source  whence  it  proceeds  he  will  rdate  to  your 
Excellency  alone." 

The  Frinee  frowned;  but  his  color  changed.  He 
mused  a  moment,  and  then,  re-entering  tbe  chamber,  and 
advancing  toward  Isabel,  he  said,  — 

"Believe  me,  fair  creature,  I  have  no  wish  to  take 
advantage  of  my  power.  I  would  fain  trust  alone  to 
the  gentler  authorities  of  affection.  Hold  yonnelf  queen 
within  these  walls  more  aheolutely  than  yon  have  evei 
enacted  Qiat  part  on   the  stage.     To-night,  farewell! 
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Vay  fani  simp  be  eslm ,  and  jrooi  drMms  propitiooi  to 
my  hopei  I  " 

With  these  words  he  ntiied,  and  in  «  few  momanti 
Isabel  was  snrroandftd  by  ofScioos  attendants,  whom  sb« 
at  length,  with  some  difficulty,  diamiseed;  and  lefosing 
to  Mtire  to  rest,  she  spent  the  night  in  examining  tha 
chamber,  which  she  found  was  secured,  and  in  Uioughta 
of  Zieci,  in  whose  power  aha  felt  an  almost  pretematoial 
eonfidenoe. 

Meanwhile  the  Prince  descended  the  stairs,  and 
sought  the  loom  into  whi^   the  strangei  had  been 

He  found  him  wrapped  from  head  to  foot  in  a  long 
robe  —  half  gown,  half  mantle — such  as  was  aomatimes 
irom  by  eeolesiastica.  The  face  of  this  stranger  waa 
remarkable;  bo  sunburnt  and  swarthy  were  hia  hues, 
that  he  must,  apparently,  have  derived  hia  origin  amongst 
the  races  of  the  farthest  East.  Hia  forehead  was  lof^, 
and  his  eyes  so  penetrating,  yet  so  calm  in  their  gaae 
that  the  Prince  shrunk  from  them  as  we  shrink  from  « 
questioner  who  is  drawing  forth  the  guiltiest  secrets  of 
oar  hearts. 

"What  would 'yon  with  me!"  asked  the  Prince, 
motioning  his  Tisitor  to  a  seat. 

*  Prince  di ,"  said  the  stranger,  In  a  voice  d««p 

and  sweet,  but  foreign  in  its  accent,  *  son  of  the  moat 
energetic  and  masouHne  race  that  ever  a{^iod  godlika 
genins  to  the  servioe  of  the  Human  Will,  with  ita 
winding  wickedness  and  its  stubborn  grandeni,  — 
descendant  of  the  great  Tiaoonti,  in  whose  chiooteles 
lies  the  History  of  Italy  in  her  palmy  day,  and  in  whoaa 
rise  was  the  development  of  the  mightiest  intelloct 
ripened  by  the  most  releuUess  ambition,  —  I  coma  to 
gace  upon  the  last  star  in  a  darkening  firmameDt.     By 
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this  hoar  to-moKoir  sptoe  ihall  know  it  not.  ICut 
thy  dayi  tra  nnmhraed !  " 

"  What  nuans  this  jaigon  t "  said  th«  Prinm,  in 
Tisible  Mtoniihniflnt  and  secret  aire.  "Gomect  thoa 
to  menace  me  in  my  own  halls,  or  wouldeat  thou  warn 
me  of  a  danger  I  Art  thon  aome  itinerant  monntefaank; 
or  some  ungaeaaed-of  friendl  Speak  ont,  and  plainly. 
What  dangar  threatens  me  1 " 

*  Zioei !  "  repliod  the  stranger. 

"Hal  hal  "  said  the  Prince,  laughing  aeornMly; 
"  I  half  suspected  thea  from  the  first.  Tbon  art,  then, 
the  accomplice  or  the  tool  of  that  moat  dexterous,  Imt, 
at  present,  defeated  charlatan.  And  I  suppose  thon 
wilt  tell  me  that,  if  I  were  to  release  a  certain  captive 
I  have  made,  the  danger  woold  raniah,  and  the  hand  of 
the  dial  would  be  put  back  1 " 

'Judge  of  me  as  thou  wilt,  Prince  di  — ^ — .  I  confess 
my  knowledge  of  Zicoi ;  a  knowledge  shared  but  by  A 
few,  who  —  but  this  touches  thee  not.  I  would  save,  — 
therefore  I  warn  tb«e.  Dost  thou  ask  me  why  1  I  will 
tell  thee.  Canst  tbon  remember  to  have  heard  wild 
tales  of  thy  giandsire;  of  his  dedre  for  a  knowledge 
that  passes  that  of  the  schools  and  cloisters;  of  a 
strange  man  from  the  East,  who  was  hie  familiar  and 
master  in  lore,  against  which  the  Vatican  baa  from  age 
to  age  laonched  its  mimic  thnndert  Dost  thou  call  to 
mind  the  fortunes  of  thy  ancestor  1  —  bow  he  auocesdod 
in  youth  to  little  but  a  namej  how,  after  a  career  wild 
and  dissolute  as  thine,  he  disappeared  from  Milan,  a 
pauper  and  a  self-exile;  how,  after  years  spent,  —  none 
knew  in  what  climes  or  in  what  pursuits,  —  he  ^ain 
revisited  the  city  where  hia  progenitors  had  roigntd; 
how  with  him  came  this  wise  man  of  the  East,  —  the 
myatie  Ifejnour;  how  they  who  beheld  him,  beheld 
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with  uuie  and  faor  that  tiin«  had  ploughed  no  fortaw 
on  hie  brow,  that  youth  seemed  fixed  u  by  a  epell  upon 
his  face  and  form  1  Doet  thou  knov  that  from  that  hour 
hit  fortunea  roaet  Kinnnen  the  most  remote  died; 
estate  npon  estate  fell  into  the  hands  of  the  rained 
noble.  He  allied  himself  with  the  royalty  of  Anatiia, 
—  he  became  the  guide  of  {winces,  the  first  magnate  of 
Italy.  He  founded  anew  the  house  of  which  thou  art 
the  last  lineal  upholder,  and  tianafeired  its  splendor 
bom  Milan  to  the  Sicilian  lealms.  Visions  of  high 
ambition  weie  then  present  with  him  nightly  and  daily. 
Had  he  lived,  Italy  would  have  known  a  new  dynasty, 
and  the  Visconti  would  have  reigned  over  Mi^na- 
Orecia.  He  was  a  man  such  as  tiie  world  rarely  sees ; 
he  was  worthy  to  be  of  us,  worthy  to  be  the  pupil  of 
MejnouT,  —  whom  yon  now  see  before  yon." 

The  Prince,  who  had  listened  with  deep  and  breath- 
less attention. to  the  words  of  his  singular  guest,  started 
from  his  seat  at  his  Isst  words.  "  Impostor  I  "  he  cried, 
"can  you  dare  thus  to  play  witti  my  credulity  t  Sixty 
yean  have  paaaed  since  my  gisndslre  died,  and  yon,  a 
maa  yoonger  apparently  than  myself,  have  the  aaaunnce 
to  pretend  to  have  been  his  contemporary  1  Bat  yon 
have  imperfectly  learned  your  tale.  You  know  not,  it 
seems,  that  my  grandsire  —  wise  and  illustrious  indeed, 
in  all  save  his  faith  in  a  charlatan  —  was  found  dead  in 
his  bed,  in  the  very  hour  when  his  colossal  plans  were 
ripe  for  execution,  and  that  Mejnour  was  guilty  of  his 
murder  T " 

"  AlasI "  answered  the  stranger,  in  a  voice  of  great 
sadnesa,  'had  he  but  listened  to  Mejnour,  had  he 
delayed  the  last  and  most  perilous  ordeal  of  daring 
wisdom  until  the  requisite  training  and  initiation  had 
been   completed,  youi  ancestor  would  have  stood  with 
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ne  upOB  an  eaiinence  irhich  the  wtAon  of  Duth  ilHlf 
wash  everlaatingly,  but  cannot  oveiflow.  Youi  gnuid- 
ure  rariited  mj  fnvent.pnyen,  disobeyed  my  most  ab- 
aolate  commands,  and  in  the  sublime  nsbnaaa  of  a  soul 
that  panted  foi  the  last  secrets,  parisbed, —  the  victim  <d 
bis  own  franiy. " 

"  He  was  poisoned,  and  Uejoour  fled." 

*  Uejnour  fled  not,"  answered  ths  stranger,  qnickly 
and  proudly.  *  Uejnour  could  not  fly  from  danger,  for 
to  him  danger  is  a  thing  long  left  behind.  It  was  the 
day  before  the  duke  took  the  fatal  dnught,  which  he 
believed  was  to  confer  on  the  mortal  the  immortal  boon, 
that  finding  my  power  over  him  woe  gone,  1  abandoned 
him  to  bis  doom.  On  the  night  on  which  your  grand- 
sire  bieathed  bis  last,  I  was  standing  alone  at  moonlight 
on  the  ruins  of  Persepolis,  —  for  my  wanderings  space 
bath  no  obstacle.  But  a  truce  with  this:  I  loved  your 
grandsire ;  I  would  save  the  last  of  his  race.  Oppose  not 
thyself  to  Zicc).  Oppose  not  thyself  to  thine  evil  pas- 
sions. Draw  back  from  the  precipice  while  there  is  yet 
time.  In  thy  front,  and  in  thine  eyes,  I  detect  some 
of  that  diviner  glory  which  belonged  to  thy  race.  Thou 
hast  in  thee  some  germs  of  their  hereditary  genius,  but 
they  are  choked  up  by  worse  than  thy  hereditary  vices. 
Recollect,  by  genios  thy  bouse  rose;  by  vice,  it  ever 
failed  to  perpetuate  its  power.  In  the  laws  which 
legnlate  the  Tfniverse  it  is  decreed  that  nothing  wicked 
can  long  endure.  Be  wise,  and  let  history  warn  thee. 
Thou  standest  on  the  verge  of  two  worlds,  —  the  pest  and 
the  future ;  and  voices  from  either  shriek  omen  in  thy 
ear.     I  have  done.     I  bid  thee  farewell." 

"Not  so;  thou  sbalt  not  quit  these  walls.  I  will 
nuke  experiment  of  thy  boasted  power.  What,  ho 
therel  hoi " 
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He  Frinoe  ihoutadi  the  room  wu  fiUad  with  Ui 


"  Sein  thftt  nun  I  "  he  crisd,  pointing  to  tha  spot 
which  hsd  be«n  fiUod  by  tha  fonn  of  Hejnooi.  To  hii 
inonueivaUe  4mue  and  horror  the  spot  wu  Tseuit. 
The  mjaterioiia  atranger  had  vanished  like  a  dieun. 
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It  wis  th«  fint  faint  and  gndusl  break  of  tbe  mmmei 
dami ;  and  two  men  stood  in  a  baloon;  overhai^Dg  • 
guden  flagrant  witfa  the  scents  <^  the  awakening  flowan. 
The  Stan  had  not  left  jihe  sky,  —the  birds  weie  yet 
silent  on  the  booghsi  sll  was  still,  boshed,  and  trail* 
qnll;  bttt  how  different  the  tranqnillity  of  reriTing  day 
from  the  solemn  repose  of  nightl  In  the  music  of 
silence  there  are  a  thousand  variations.  These  men, 
who  alone  seemed  awake  in  Kaplea,  were  Zicci  and  the 
mysterious  stranger,  who  had  hut  an  hour  or  two  ago 
startled  the  Prince  di in  his  rolaptnoue  palaoe. 

"  No, "  ssid  the  latter,  "  hadat  thou  delayed  the  aooept- 
ance  of  the  Aich  Gift,  nntil  thou  hadat  attained  to  the 
years,  and  paased  thiongh  all  the  desolatA  bereavemaata 
that  chilled  and  scared  myself,  ere  my  researches  had 
made  it  mine,  thou  wouldest  hsTS  escaped  the  curse  of 
which  thou  complainest  now.  Thon  wonldest  not  hare 
mourned  over  the  brevity  of  homan  auction  as  compared 
to  the  duration  of  thine  own  existence ;  for  tbou  wo&ldeet 
have  survived  the  very  desire  and  dream  of  the  love  of 
woman.  Brightest,  and  but  for  tiut  error,  perh^  the 
loftiest  ot  the  secret  and  soleonn  race  that  fills  up  the 
interval  in  creation  between  mankind  and  the  demons, 
age  after  age  wilt  thou  rue  the  splendid  folly  which  made 
thee  ask  to  carry  the  beauty  and  the  passions  of  youtii 
into  the  dreary  grandeur  <rf  earthly  immortality." 

"  I  do  not  repent,  nor  shall  I, "  answered  Zicci,  ecddly. 
"  The  tansport  and  the  sorrow,  so  wildly  Uended,  which 
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divusify  m;  doom,  on  better  than  the  calm  and  bloodlen 
tenor  of  thy  solitoiy  way.  Thou,  who  lovest  nothing, 
hateat  oothuig, — feelest  nothing,  and  walkest  the  vorld 
with  th«  noiselesa  and  joyless  footsteps  of  a  dteami  " 

"  Yoa  mistake, "  Mplied  he  irho  had  owned  the  name 
of  MejnoQT, — "  though  I  oare  not  for  love,  and  am  dead 
to  every  paation  that  agitates  the  sons  of  clay,  I  am  cot 
dead  to  their  more  serene  enjoyments.  I  have  still  left 
to  me  the  sublime  pl^asBiea  of  wisdom  and  of  friendship. 
I  carry  down  the  stream  of  the  countless  yaar^  not  the 
turbulent  desires  of  youth,  but  the  calm  and  ^lixitual 
delights  of  age.  Wisely  wtd  delibeist^ly  I  abandoned 
youth  forever  when  I  aepanted  my  lot  from  men.  Let 
OS  not  envy  or  reproach  each  other,  I  would  have  saved 
Ukis  Neapolitan,  Zicci  (since  so  it  now  pleases  thee  to  be 
called),  partly  because  his  grandsire  was  but  divided  by 
the  la^  airy  barrier  from  our  own  brotherhood,— partly 
because  I  know  that  in  the  man  himoelf  lurk  the  elements 
of  anoastzal  courage  and  power,  which  in  earlier  life 
would  have  fitted  Mm  for  one  of  us.  Soith  holds  hut 
few  to  whom  nature  has  given  the  qualities  that  can 
bear  the  ordeal  I  But.  time  and  ezceea,  that  have  thick- 
ened the  grosser  senses,  have  blunted  the  imagination. 
I  relinquish  him  to  his  doom." 

"Aitd  still  then,  Hejnour,  you  chensh  tiie  desire  to 
increase  our  scuity  and  scattered  host  by  new  cobverta 
and  allies ;  surely  —  surely  —  thy  experience  might  have 
taught  thse  that  scarcely  once  in  a  thousand  years  is 
bom  .the  being  who  con  pass  through  the  horrible  gates 
that  lead  into  the  worlds  witiiout.  Is  not  thy  path 
already  strewed  with  thy  victims  I  Do  not  their  ghastty 
faces  of  agony  and  fear  —  tiie  bloodstained  suicide,  the  rav~ 
isg  maniac  —  rise  before  thee,  and  warn  what  is  yet  left 
to  thee  of  human  sympathy  from  thy  insane  ambition  I  " 
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"Kay,"  auflwerod  Mejnoar,— "hSTs  I  not  lud  sucobm 
to  counterbKlaoce  ^Inre  I  And  cftn  I  forego  this  loftj 
and  auguat  hope,  worthy  alone  of  our  high  condition,— 
the  hope  to  form  a  mighty  and  numerooa  taee  with  a 
fotce  and  power  auffident  to  permit  them  to  acknowledge 
to  mankind  ^elr  majestic  conqnesto  and  dominion;  to 
become  the  trae  lotda  of  thia  planet,  invaden,  per- 
chance, of  othera,  masters  of  the  inimii-al  and  malignant 
tribee  by  which  at  this  moment  we  are  BUTTOunded, —  a 
race  that  may  proceed,  in  theii  deathksa  deitimee,  bom 
stage  to  stage  of  celestial  glory,  and  rank  at  last  among 
the  nearest  ministtants  and  ^ente  gathered  round  the 
Throne  of  Thrones  t  What  matter  a  thousand  Tictima 
for  one  convert  to  oni  hand)  And  yon,  Zlcci,"  contanoed 
Mejnour,  after  a  pause, —  "you,  even  you,  should  thia 
affection  for  a  mortal  beauty  that  you  have  dared,  despite 
yourself,  to  cherish,  be  more  than  a  passing  fancy,  should 
it,  once  admitted  into  your  inmost  nature,  partake  of  ita 
bright  and  enduring  essence, —  b/en  you  may  brave  all 
things  to  raise  the  beloved  one  into  your  eqnaL  Kay, 
interrupt  me  not.  Can  you  see  sickness  menace  her, 
danger  hover  around,  years  creep  on,  the  eyes  grow  dim, 
the  beauty  fade,  while  the  heart,  youthful  still,  cUnga 
and  fostene  round  your  own,— con  yon  aoe  this,  and 
know  it  is  yours  to  —  " 

" Cease, "  cried  Zicci,  fiercely.  "What  ia  all  other 
(ate  as  compared  to  the  death  of  terror  I  What!  when 
t^e  coldest  sage,  the  moat  heated  enthusiast,  the  hardiest 
varrior,  with  his  nerves  of  iron,  have  been  found  dead  in 
their  bed^  with  straining  eyeballs  and  horrent  hair,  at 
the  first  step  of  the  Dread  Progress, —  thinkest  thou  that 
this  weak  woman  from  whose  cheek  a  sound  at  the 
window,  the  ecreech  of  the  night-owl,  the  sight  of  a  drop 
of  blood  on  a  man's  sword,  would  s!nrt  the  color,  could 
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hara  ona  ^ance  of  -^  airayl  the  veiy  thoo^tt  of  neb 
■ighta  for  hat  makea  stbo  m;*elf  a  eowardl  " 

"  Wbea  you  told  lusr  you  loved  hat,  —  when  jon 
cUaped  h«r  to  your  brput,  you  rsnoiuLced  all  power  to 
piophe^  her  future  loly  or  protect  her  from  barm. 
Henceforth  to  her  you  are  human,  and  hnmaa  only. 
How  know  you,  then,  to  what  you  may  be  tempted; 
how  know  yoa  what  her  curionty  may  leun  and  her 
courage  Imtve  t  But  enough  of  this,  —  you  an  hent  on 
yom  punoit! " 

"  The  fiat  baa  gooe  forth." 

"Andto-monowt " 

"  To-morrow  at  this  hour  our  bark  will  be  bonnding 
PT«r  yonder  ocean,  and  the  weight  of  agea  will  hare 
fallen  from  my  heartl  Fool,  thou  haat  given  up  tkjf 
yoathl" 
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CHAPTER  XVL 

Thb  Prince  di wu  not  «  man  vhom  Niflea  oould 

Buppoae  to  be  eddiotad  to  auperatiticHu  fiuuiea;  neither 
ma  the  age  one  in  which  the  belief  of  aorceiy  waa  preva- 
lent. Still,  in  the  louth  of  Italy,  there  waa  then,  and 
there  etill  lingers,  a  certain  spirit  erf  ciedulit;,  whioh  may, 
ever  and  anon,  be  viaible  amidst  the  boldeat  dogmas  of 
their  philosophers  and  sceptics.  In  his  ehlldhood  the 
Prince  had  learned  atrai^  tales  of  the  amUtioa,  the 
genius,  and  the  career  of  his  giuidsire,  —  «nd  secretly, 
perhaps  influenced  bj  anceatial  example,  in  earlier  joulh 
he  himself  had  followed,  not  only  through  her  legitimat* 
coarse,  but  her  antiquated  and  erratic  windings,  I  have, 
indeed,  been  shown  in  Kaples  a  little  volume,  blaaoned 
with  the  arms  of  the  Tieoonti,  and  ascribed  to  the  noble- 
man I  refer  to,  which  treats  of  alchemy  in  a  spiiii  half 
mocldi^  and  half  leverentiaL 

Pleasure  soon  distracted  him  from  sooh  speculatiooa, 
and  his  talents,  which  were  unqmstionahly  great,  were 
wholly  perverted  to  extravagant  intrigues,  oc  to  the 
embellishment  of  a  gotgeoue  ostentation  with  something 
(rf  classic  grace.  His  immense  wealth,  his  imperious 
pride,  hts  unscnipuloas  and  daring  chaiaeter,  made  him 
an  object  of  no  inconsiderable  fear  to  a  feel^  and  timid 
«ourt;  and  the  ministois  of  tiie  indolent  government 
willingly  connived  at  excesses  which  alloied  him  at  least 
from  amTntion.  The  stiange  visit,  and  yet  more  slniiige 
departure  of  Mejnonr,  filled  the  Iveast  of  the  Ifeaptditan 
with  awe  and  wonder,  against  which  all  the  hanf^ilp 
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KTR^ance  and  learned  acepticism  of  his  matorai  manhood 
combated  in  vain.  The  apparition  of  Mejnour  served, 
indeed,  to  invest  Zioci  with  a  character  in  which  the 
Prince  had  not  hitherto  regarded  him.  He  felt  a  etrange 
alarm  at  the  rival  he  had  hraved,  — at  the  foe  he  had 
piovoked.  His  night  waa  eleepless,  and  the  next  morning 
he  oame  to  the  resolutioa  of  leaviiig  Isabel  in  peace  until 
after  the  banquet  of  that  da;,  to  whidi  he  had  iavited 
Zioci  He  felt  ae  if  the  death  of  the  o^sterioiu  Coreican 
were  neaea8ar7  for  &a  preaervataon  of  hia  own  life ;  and 
if  at  an  earlier  period  of  their  rivali;  he  had  determined 
on  the  fate  of  Ziod,  the  waEmnga  of  Hejnoor  only  served 
to  confirm  hie  resolve. 

"  We  will  try  if  hia  magic  can  invent  on  antidote  to  the 
bane, "  laid  he,  half  aloud  and  with  a  gloomy  amile,  aa  be 
Bummtnaed  Mascari  to  hia  presence.  The  poison  which 
the  Ftince,  with  hia  own  handa,  mixed  into  the  wine 
intended  for  bis  guest  waa  eompoonded  from  materials 
the  aeoret  of  which  had  been  one  of  the  proudest  beir^ 
looma  of  that  able  and  evil  race  which  gave  to  Italy  her 
wisest  and  felleet  tyrants.  Its  operation  was  quick,  not 
sudden:  it  produced  no  pain;  it  left  on  the  form  no 
grim  convolaion,  on  the  skin  no  purpling  spot,  to  arouse 
euapioion,  —  yon  might  have  cut  and  carved  every  mem- 
brane and  Bhn  of  the  corpse,  but  the  shaipest  eyea  of  tiie 
leech  would  not  have  detected  the  presence  of  the  subtle 
life-qadler.  For  twelve  hours  the  victim  felt  nothing, 
save  a  joyons  and  elated  exhilaration  of  the  blood,  —  a 
delicious  languor  followed,  the  sure  forerunner  of  apo- 
plexy. .  No  lancet  then  conld  save  I  Apoplexy  had  nu 
much  in  the  &umlies  of  the  enemies  of  the  Tiscontil 

The  hour  of  the  feast  airived,  —  the  guests  assembled. 
There  were  the  flower  of  the  Neapolitan  atignorie,  — 
the. descendants  of  the  Norman,  the  Teuton,  the  Goth; 
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for  2T«ploB  had  then  a  noUlity,  hut  derived  it  from  tha 
Iforth,  which  hu  indeed  been  the  Nvtrix  Z,eoHttm, — 
the  noiBe  of  the  lion-hearted  chivalry  of  the  world. 

Laat  of  the  gnenta  came  Ziooi,  and  the  crowd  gave  wi^ 
aa  the  daziling  forei^er  moved  along  to  the  lord  «rf  the 
palace.  The  Prince  greeted  him  with  a  meaning  smile, 
to  which  Zicci  anaweiod  by  a  whisper,  *  Ha  who  playa 
with  loaded  dice  doea  not  always  win." 

The  Prinoe  hit  hie  lip;  and  Ziooi,  paaeing  on,  eeemed 
deep  in  oonTereation  with  the  fawning  Maacari. 

"  Who  ia  the  Prince's  heir  1"  aaked  the  Corrican. 

'  A  distant  relation  on  the  mother's  aide ;  with  Us 
Ezcelleuoy  dies  tiie  male  line. " 

"  Is  the  heir  present  at  oni  host's  banqoett " 

"  No;  they  are  not  friends." 

"Ko  matter;  ha  will  be  here  to-morrow  I  " 

Uaacari  stated  in  snrprise;  bnt  the  signal  for  the 
banquet  was  girea,  and  the  guests  were  marshalled  to 
the  board.  Aa  was  the  onstom,  the  feast  took  place 
at  midday.  It  was  a  loi^,  oval  hall,  the  whole  of  one 
nde  opening  by  a  marble  colonnade  npon  a  oonrt  or 
garden,  in  which  the  eye  rested  gratefully  npon  cool 
fountains  and  statues  of  whitest  marble,  half  sheltered 
by  <nai^e-trees.  Every  art  that  luxury  could  invent  to 
give  fteshneas  and  coolness  to  the  languid  and  breeieleas 
beat  lit  the  day  without  (a  day  on  which  the  breath  of 
the  sirocoo  was  abroad)  had  been  called  into  existence. 
Artificial  currents  of  air  through  invisible  tubes,  silken 
bliads  waving  to  and  fro  as  if  to  cheat  the  senses  into 
the  belief  of  an  April  wind,  and  miniature  ^'et«  ^eau  in 
each  oomer  of  the  apartment,  gave  to  the  Italians  the 
same  sense  of  exhilaration  and  oon^ort  (if  I  may  use  the 
word)  which  the  well-drawn  curtains  and  the  blaring 
lieaitti  affind  to  the  children  of  colder  elimea. 
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...rTbe'QonTwwtiDii  w&B  somewjiat  more  llvelj-  and 
intalUctuAl  than  is  oommoa  among  tiie  languid  pleasun- 
hunten  of  the  South;  for  the  Prince,  himaelf  accom' 
pUsh^  aougbt  hie  acquaintance  not  only  amongat  the 
bea^  MpriU  of  hia  own  oountry,  but  amongst  the  gay 
foreign^ip  who  adorned  and  reHeved  the  monotony  of 
the  K^apolitan  citclea.  There  were  present  two  or 
three  of  the  brilliant  Fiendunen  of  the  old  regime, 
and  their  peouliw  turn  of  thought  and  wit  was  well  cal- 
culated for  the  meridian  of  a  society  that  made  the  doUa 
far  tiMmtfl  at  once  its  philosophy  and  ita  faith.  Th« 
Prinoe,  boweTer,  was  more  eilmt  than  usual ;  and  when 
he  sought  to  rouse  himself,. his  spirits  were  forced  and 
exaggerated.  To  the  maanera  of  his  boat,  those  of 
Zicci  afforded  a  striking  contrast,  The  bearing  of  this 
singular  person  waa  at  all  times  characterised  by  a 
calm  and  polished  ease,  whiob  was  attributed  by  the 
ooartjen  to  the  long  habit  of  society.  He  could  acaroely 
be  called  gay ;  yet  few  persons  more  tended  to  animate 
tbe  general  apirita  of  a  convivial  oiide.  He  seemed, 
by  a  kind  of  intuition,  to  elicit  from  each  companion 
the  qualities  in  which  he  moat  excelled;  and  a  certain 
tone  of  latent  mockery  that  chancterited  his  remarks 
upon  the  topics  on  which  tike  converaation  fell,  seemed 
to  men  who,  took  notbii^  in  earnest  to  be  the  langaage 
.both  of  wit  and  wisdom. .  To  the  Frenchmen ,  in  partiea- 
lar,  there  was  something  startling,  in  bis  intimate 
knowledge  of  the  minutest  events  in  theii^.ows  o^iital 
and  country,  and  bis  profound  penetration  ^visoed  Irat 
in  epigrams  and  sarcasms)  into  the  eminent  cbaractera 
who  were,  then  playing  a  part  upon  the  grea^  stage  of 
Continental .  intrigue.  It  was  while  this  con  rersaUon 
grew  anintated,  and  the  feast  woa  at  its  height,  that 
Glyndon  (who,  as  (he  reader  will  recollect,  had  reaolrad. 
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Ml  laaming  ttma  Cetoxa  the  captain  of  tlie  aetnsa,  to 
seek  the  Piince  himself)  arriTod  at  tlie  palace.  The 
porter,  perceiving  by  his  dress  that  be  was  not  ooe  of 
the  invited  gueala,  told  him  Uiat  his  Excalleiicy  was 
engaged,  and  on  no  account  could  be  disturbed ;  and 
Glyndon  theni  for  the  first  time,  became  aware  of  how 
strange  and  embarrassiag  was  the  duty  he  had  taken  on 
himielf.  To  force  an  entrance  into  the  banquet  hall 
of  a  great  and  powerful  noble,  surrounded  1^  the  rank 
of  Naples,  and  to  arraign  him  for  what  to  his  boon 
oompanions  would  appear  but  an  act  of  gallantry ,  was 
an  exploit  that  could  not  fail  to  be  at  once  ludicrous  and 
impotent  He  mused  a  moment,  and  ruaemberii^ 
that  Zicci  was  among  the  guests,  determined  to  apply 
himself  to  tiie  Gorsioan.  Ha  therefoie,  slipping  a 
few  crowns  into  the  porter's  hand,  said  that  he  was 
commissioned  to  seek  the  Signor  Zicei  upon  an  enand  of 
life  and  death,  and  easily  won  his  way  across  the  court, 
and  into  the  interior  building.  He  passed  up  the  broad 
staiicase,  and  the  voices  and  merriment  of  the  revellers 
smote  his  ear  at  a  distance.  At  the  eatnmce  of  the 
reception  rooms  he  found  a  page,  whom  he  despatched 
with  a  message  to  Zicci.  The  page  did  the  errand; 
and  the  Corsicau,  on  hearing  the  whispered  name  of 
Glyndon,  turned  to  his  host. 

"Pardon  me,  my  lord:  an  English  friend  of  mine, 
the  S^or  Glyndon  (not  unknown  by  name  to  your 
Bzcellency),  waits  without,  — the  business  must  indeed 
be  urgent  on  which  he  has  sought  me  in  such  an  hour. 
You  will  forgive  my  momentary  absence." 

"Nay,  signor,"  answered  the  Frince,  courteously,  but 
with  a  sinister  smile  on  his  countenance,  *  woold  it  not 
be  better  for  your  friend  to  join  us  t  An  Englishman  is 
weleome  everywhere;  and  even  were  he  a  I>ntehuaD, 
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you  triendBhip  would  invest  his  preaonoe  with  attnc- 
tion.  Pray  his  attendBHoe,  —  we  woald  not  spare  joa 
otbh  lor  a  moment, " 

Zicoi  bowed  j  the  page  was  despatched  with  all  flatter- 
ii^  mesaages  to  Qlyndon,  —  a  seat  next  to  Zieci  waa 
placed  for  him,  and  the  young  Englishman  entered. 

"  Yon  are  meet  welcome,  sir.  I  teost  yoor  busiaeaa 
to  our  illuatoioua  guest  is  of  good  omen  and  pleasant 
import.     If  you  bring  evil  news,  defer  it,  I  pray  yon." 

Olyodon's  brow  was  sullen,  and  he  was  about  to 
startle  the  gueeta  by  his  reply,  when  Zicci,  toucbii^; 
his  arm  s^ifioantly,  whisperad  in  English,  "  I  know 
why  yon  have  sought  me.  Be  silent,  and  witoess  wli«t 
ensues. " 

"You  know,  then,  that  laahnl,  whom  you  boasted 
yon  had  the  power  to  save  from  danger —  " 

"  le  in  this  house  1  —  yes.  I  know  also  that  mnidat 
aits  at  the  right  hand  of  oui  host.  Be  still,  and  leam 
the  fate  that  awaits  the  foes  of  Zicci." 

"My  lord,"  said  the  Conican,  speaking  aloud,  "the 
SIgnor  Glyndon  has  indeed  brought  me  tidings  which, 
though  not  unexpected,  are  unwelcome.  I  leam  that 
which  will  oblige  me  to  leave  Naples  to-moirow,  Uiough 
I  trust  but  for  a  short  time.  I  have  now  a  new  motive 
to  make  the  most  of  the  present  hour." 

"  And  what,  if  I  may  venture  to  ask,  may  be  the  cause 
which  brings  such  affliction  on  the  fair  dames  of 
Naples  I  " 

'  It  is  the  approaching  death  of  one  who  honored  me 
with  most  loyal  friendship,"  replied  Zicoi,  gravely. 
*  Let  us  not  speak  of  it,—  grief  cannot  put  back  the  dial. 
As  we  supply  by  new  flowers  thoae  that  fade  in  oar 
vases,  so  It  is  the  secret  of  worldly  wisdom  to  replaoa 
by  fresh  friendahipa  those   that  fade  from  our  path." 
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"  Trae  philoHoph;,'  exelumed  th«  Priooe.  "  'Not  to 
admire,'  wu  the  Bonum'a  mazini;  iieTer  to  mimrn  is 
mine.  There  !■  nothing  in  life  to  grisTB  for,  mts, 
indeed,  Signor  Ztcci,  when  some  beau^  on  whom  we 
have  Bet  our  heart  elips  from  onr  grup.  Ib  BQch  a 
moment  we  have  need  of  all  oar  wisdom  not  to  suocamb 
to  despair  and  shake  hands  with  death.  What  say 
yon,  signor  I  You  smile.  Such  never  could  be  your 
lot.  Pledge  me  in  a  sentiment,  '  Long  life  to  the 
■  fortunate  loTer,  —  a  quick  release  to  the  bafBed 
snitorl ' " 

"  I  pledge  jou,"  said  Zicci.  And  aa  the  fatal  wins 
was  penned  into  his  glass,  he  repeated,  fixing  hia  eyes  ou 
the  Prince,   "J  pledge  yon  even  in  this  winel " 

He  lifted  the  glaas  to  hu  lips.  The  Prince  seemed 
ghastly  pale ,  while  the  gaze  of  the  Goisioan  bent  upon  him 
with  an  intent  and  stem  brightaeea  that  the  conscience- 
etrioken  host  cowered  and  quailed  beneath.  Not  till  he 
had  drained  the  draught,  and  replaced  the  glass  upon 
the  board,  did  Zicci  turn  his  eyes  from  the  Prince;  and 
he  then  said,  '  Youi  wine  has  been  kept  too  long,  —  it 
has  lost  its  rirtnes.  It  might  disagree  with  many ;  but 
do  not  fear,  —  it  will  not  hann  me.  Prince.  Signor 
Haseari,  you  ate  a  judge  of  the  grape,  —  will  you  favor 
us  with  your  opinion  1  " 

"  Nay,"  answered  Masoari,  with  well-aflected  compoe- 
nie,  "I  like  not  the  wines  of  Cypnts,  they  are 
heating.  Perhaps  Signoi  Glyndon  may  not  have  the 
same  distaste.  The  English  are  said  to  love  their 
potations  warm  and  pungent." 

"Do  you  wish  my  friend  also  to  taste  the  wine, 
Prince  t  "  said  ZiccL  "  Recollect  all  oannot  drink  it  with 
the  same  impunity  as  myself." 

"No,"  said  the  t*rince,    hastily;    "it  you  do   not 
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TMommend  tho  wine,  HMTen  forbid  that  m  ohonld 
cooBttain  oiu  guMta]  Kj  Laid  Doke,"  taming  to  (hw 
of  the  Fnnohinea,  "  701m  is  the  true  aoil  of  BacchiiB. 
What  think  70a  of  thia  cuk  from  Burgundy;  faaa  It 
bom«  the  jonjnej  t  " 

"  Abt  "  eaid  Zioot,  "  let  us  change  both  the  wine  and 
the  theme."  With  that  the  Coniean  gnw  mora  ani- 
mated and  brilliant.  Never  did  wit  more  spaiUiog, 
aitr,  exhilarating,  flaah  from  the  lipe  of  raveller.  Uia 
spirita  fiiaeinated  all  pieaent  —  even  the  Prince  himaaUi 
even  Gl7ndon  —  with  a  strange  and  wild  eontagi<»>. 
The  former,  indeed,  whom  the  words  and  gaie  of  Zicoi, 
when  he  drained  the  poiBon.  had  filled  with  fearful  mis- 
givings, now  hailed  in  tJie  brilliant  eloquence  of  his  wit 
•  certain  sign  of  the  operation  of  the  bane.  The  wine 
circulated  foet ;  but  none  teemed  oonscious  of  its  effecU. 
One  by  one  the  leat  of  the  party  fell  into  a  charmed  and 
Bpell-bound  silence,  as  Zicci  continued  to  pout  forth 
sally  upon  sally,  tale  upon  tale.  They  hung  on  his 
words,  — &e,y  almost  held  their  breath  to  listen.  Yet 
how  bitter  was  hia  mirth,  how  full  of  contempt  for  all 
things,  how  deeply  steeped  in  t^e  coldness  of  the  deri- 
sion that  makes  sport  of  life  itself  1 

Night  came  on:  the  room  grew  dim, and  the  feast  had 
lasted  aereral  bonis  longer  than  was  the  euatomaiy 
duration  of  similar  entertainmenta  at  that  day.  Still 
the  guests  stirred  not,  and  still  Zicci  continued,  with 
glittering  eye  and  mocking  lip,  to  IsTisb  his  stone  ot 
intellect  and  anecdote,  when  suddenly  the  moon  rose 
and  shed  its  rays  over  the  flowers  and  fountains  in  the 
court  without,  leaving  the  room  itaaif  half  in  shadow 
and  half  tinged  by  a  quiet  and  ghostly  light 

It  was  then  that  Zicci  rose.  *  Well,  gentlemen,"  said 
he,  "  we  have  not  yet  wearied  our  host,  I  hope,  and  his 
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garden  Afford  a  new  temptRtion  to  protract  onr  BtAy.- 
Have  7011  no  mnsiciana  among  your  train,  Prince,  that 
might  regale  our  ears  while  we  inhale  the  fragrance  of 
your  orange-trees  I " 

"  An  excellent  thought,"  laid  the  Prince.  "  Maacari, 
we  to  the  muaic  " 

The  party  row  ajmnltanfloiuly  to  adjourn  to  the  pa- 
den;  and  then,  for  the  fint  time,  the  effect  of  the  wins, 
ttiey  had  drunk  seemed  to  make  itself  felt. 

With  flushed  cheeks  and  unsteady  steps  they  came 
into  the  open  air,  which  tended  yet  more  to  stimulate 
that  glowing  fever  of  the  grape.  As  if  to  make  up  far 
the  silence  with  which  the  guests  had  hitherto  listened 
to  Zicci,  every  tongue  was  now  loosened,  —  eveiy  man 
talked,  no  man  listened.  In  the  wiene  beauty  of  the 
night  and  scene ,  there  wae  something  wild  and  fearful 
in  the  contnat  of  the  hubbub  and  Babel  at  these  diaor- 
deriy  roysterers.  One  of  Que  Frenehmen,  in  especial, 
the  young  Due  de  B  ',  —  a  nobleman  of  the  highest 
rank,  and  of  alt  the  quick,  vivacious,  and  irascible 
temperament  of  his  countrymen, —  was  particularly  noisy 
and  excited.  And  as  circumstances,  the  remembrance 
of  which  is  still  preserved  among  certain  circles  of 
Naples,  rendered  it  afterwards  neoassaiy  that  tbe  I>uo 
abould  himself  give  evidenoe  of  what  occurred,  I  will 
here  tauulate  tiw  short  account  he  drew  up,  and  which 
woe  kindly  submitted  to  me  some  few  years  ago  by  my 
accomplished  and  lively  friend,  il  Cavaliere  di  6- . 

"I  never  remember,"  writes  the  Due,  "to  have  felt  my 
spirits  w)  excited  as  on  that  evening ;  we  were  like  so  many 
boys  nleased  from  school,  jostling  esc^  other  as  'we  reeled  or 
laa  down  the  Sight  Of  seven  or  eight  staiie  that  led  fntm  the 
colonnade  into  the  garden,  ~  Bonie  landing,  some  whooping, 
some  scoldiug,  some  babbling.    The  wine  had  brought  ou^ 
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•>  it  wei*,  Moh  hmq'i  inmoit  ebanotar.  Some  wm  loud  aid 
qnunlsonw,  othacs  watimeiital  md  whining;  mmti  whom 
we  had  hitherto  thought  dnll,  mo«t  nuithfol;  «ame  whom  we 
hod  ever  legarded  w  diicnet  and  taritnm,  moat  garralona  and 
nproaiioni.  I  remember  that  in  the  midst  of  our  moat 
damorooH  gayety  my  eye  fell  npon  the  foreign  cavalia, 
Signor  Zicd,  whoee  conTcraation  had  bo  enchanted  na  all ;  and 
I  felt  a  certain  chill  some  over  me  to  peroeiTe  that  hs  hora 
the  aame  calm  and  unaympathiiing  smile  npon  hia  eaant»- 
nance  which  had  characterized  it  in  hia  g'lignW  md  eariona 
atoriea  of  the  coort  of  Louis  XY.  I  felt,  indeed,  half  inclined 
to  seek  a  quarrel  with  one  whoee  compoenre  was  almoat  an 
inanlt  to  onr  diaoidei.  Nor  was  such  an  effect  of  this  iiri- 
tating  and  mocking  tranqnillity  confined  to  myself  alone. 
Bereral  of  the  par^  hare  told  me  since  that  on  looking  at 
Zicd  they  felt  their  hlood  riae  and  thdr  handa  wander  to 
thar  aword-hiUa.  Then  teemed  in  tite  iey  smile  a  jvej 
charm  to  wound  rani^  and  provoke  rage.  It  waa  at  thia 
moment  tiiat  the  Prince  came  np  to  me,  and,  paasing  lus  arm 
into  mine,  led  me  a  little  apart  &om  the  leat.  He  had 
certainly  indulged  in  the  same  eioeas  as  oniselTM,  but  it  did 
not  prodnce  the  same  effect  of  noisy  exdtement.  Then  was, 
on  the  contrary,  a  certain  cold  am^ance  and  sopercilioas 
tooin  in  his  beuing  and  langoage,  which,  even  while  affecting 
to  much  careaaing  courtesy  toward  me,  roused  my  self-love 
against  him.  He  seemed  as  if  Zicd  had  infected  him,  and 
that  in  imitating  the  manner  of  hii  gneat  he  mrpataed  the 
original  He  mllied  me  on  some  conrt  goetip  which  had 
honored  my  name  by  astodating  it  with  a  certain  beantifDl 
and  diBtingtUBhed  Sicilian  lady,  and  affected  to  tre^  with 
contempt  that  which,  had  it  been  tcne,  I  should  have  togarded 
as  a  boast.  He  epoke,  indeed,  as  if  he  himself  had  gathered 
all  the  flowert  &l  Naptei,  and  left  na  foreigners  imly  the 
glcaninga  he  had  tcoroed ;  at  this  my  natnial  and  national 
gallantry  waa  ptquad,  and  X  retorted  by  aome  taroanns  that  I 
should  certainly  have  apared  had  my  blood  been  ooolar.  He 
lauf^ed  iieartily,  and  left  me  in  a  itiange  fit  of  resentment 
and  anger.    Perhaps  (I  moat  own  the  truth)  the  wine  had 
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pradnMd  in  ma  ■  wfld  dlapoHhioii  to  take  offtoM  tnd  pnToka 
quarel.  Am  the  Prinoe  left  me,  I  tamed,  and  nw  Zioci  at 
■7  aide. 

*"  The  Prinoe  is  a  bngjgnt,'  tald  ha,  with  the  eame  amll* 
Uiat  dii|deaMd  ine  before.  '  He  would  monopoUae  all  fbrtane 
■ad  all  love.    Let  tu  take  oni  revenge.' 

" '  And  how  ? ' 

" '  He  baa  at  thia  moment,  in  hk  house,  the  moat  enchant- 
ing nnger  in  Maplee, — the  celebnUed  Iiabel  di  Piwai.  She 
ia  here,  it  ia  true,  not  hj  her  own  choice;  be  earned  her 
hither  by  force,  but  be  wilt  pretend  to  awear  that  ahe  adorea 
bim.    Let  na  intiat  on  hia  producing  the  secret  treasaie,  and, 

when  she  enters,  the  Dne  de  R can  have  no  donbt  that 

his  flatteriea  and  attentions  will  cbomi  the  lady,  and  provoke 
■11  the  JMlona  fears  of  our  hoeL  It  wonld  be  a  foir  revenip 
upon  hia  imperioos  self-conceit.' 

"  TioB  eoggeatiMi  deligjited  me.  I  hastened  to  the  Prince. 
At  that  inatant  the  mnsiciana  had  jast  commenced.  I  waved 
m;  hand,  ordered  the  mnato  to  atop,  aud  addressiiig  the 
Prince,  who  was  standing  in  the  centre  of  one  of  the  gay  eat 
groups,  oompkined  of  hia  want  of  hoapttslity  in  effordiDg  to 
na  Bach  poor  pro&cienta  in  the  ait,  while  he  reeerved  for  his 
own  solace  the  Inte  and  voiee  of  the  first  performer  In  Noplaa. 
I  demanded,  half  lenghingly,  half  seriotul^,  that  he  should 
ptDdnee  the  Pisani.  Mf  demand  w«i  received  with  shonts  of 
appUnae  bj  the  rest.  We  drowned  the  repUaa  of  our  host 
with  nproar,  and  would  bear  no  denial.  '  Gentlemen,'  at  last 
said  the  Prinoe,  when  he  coidd  obtain  an  audience,  'even 
weie  I  to  aaaent  to  joar  propMsl,  I  oonld  not  induce  the 
sigaotB  to  present  herself  before  an  assemblage  aa  riotona  aa 
they  are  noble.  Ton  have  too  mneh  chivalry  to  nse  coropvl' 
aion  with  her,  thongh  the  Dae  de  K— —  forgets  bimselT 
anffidently  to  adminiater  it  to  roe.' 

"I  wee  stanff  by  this  taont,  however  well  deserved. 
'  Prince,'  s^d  T,  'I  have  for  the  indelicacy  of  oompnlsion  ao 
illnstnons  an  example,  that  I  cannot  hesitate  to  pnrsoe  the 
path  honored  by  yoor  own  footatepe.  All  Naples  knows  that 
the  Pisani  dea^sea  at  tmce  yoni  gold  and  you  lova^  —  that 
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force  iloiie  conU  Iutb  brongbt  her  nnder  joni  roof,  and 
that  joa  refow  to  |irodiic«  hn,  becaoM  7011  fear  ber  com- 
pUinta,  and  know  enongh  of  tbe  chivalij  yonr  vanity  CDeoa 
at  to  fed  ucrtind  tbat  the  genttenMB  of  FranM  are  not  man 
diipaaed  to  wonhip  beantf  than  to  defend  it  ftom  wrra^' 

" '  Tod  speak  well,  air,'  laid  Zicci,  gravelf .  '  The  Mnee 
dare  not  prodnoe  bis  priie  1 ' 

"  The  PnnoB  nmained  cpeeobleM  for  s  few  momently  as  if 
with  indignAtion.  At  Uat  be  hioke  out  into  ezpreMiou  tbe 
moat  injniioiu  and  iuanldng  agaiiut  Signer  Zicci  and  m^lf. 
Zicci  replied  not, —  I  wai  more  hot  and  haitty.  The  gueets 
appeared  to  ddi^t  in  onr  dispute.  None  except  HaKari, 
whom  we  pushed  ande  and  disdained  to  hoar,  atrove  to  con- 
ciliate; lome  took  one  ride,  some  anotber.  The  issne  maj'  be 
well  foieaeen.  Swords  were  drawn.  I  had  left  mine  in  the 
anteroomi  Zicci  offered  me  hie  own,  —  I  seized  it  eagerlf. 
There  might  be  some  six  or  eight  peiaoiu  engaged  in  a  ctrange 
and  confused  kind  of  mJUii,  but  tbe  Prince  and  myself  oolj 
aoo^t  each  other.  The  noise  around  ns —  the  confusion  of 
the  guerta,  the  criea  of  the  musicians,  tbe  elasb  of  our  own. 
swords  — only  eerred  to  atimulata  oar  unhappy  fury.  We 
feared  to  be  interrupted  by  the  attenduils,  and  fought  like 
madmen,  without  ekiU  or  method.  I  thnut  and  parried 
meohanically,  blind  and  frantie  as  if  a  demon  had  entered 
into  roe,  till  I  aaw  the  Prince  stretched  at  my  feet,  batbod  in 
his  blood,  and  Zicci  bending  over  him  and  whispering  in  bis 
ear.  The  ught  cooled  ns  aU, — the  strife  ceased.  Wegathend 
in  shame,  remonc^  and  horror  round  our  ill-fited  host ;  but 
it  WBS  too  lata,— his  eye*  rolled  fearfully  in  his  head,  aikt 
still  he  itniggled  to  teUase  himself  fmm  Zicci'*  arm*,  who 
continQed  to  whisper  (I  trust  divine  comfort)  in  his  ttx.  I 
have  seen  men  die,  but  never  one  who  wore  such  honor  on 
bis  countenance.  At  last  all  wa«  over ;  Zicd  rase  from  the 
coipee,  and,  taking,  with  great  composure,  his  sword  from  my 
hand,  'Te  are  wilnesse*,  gentlemen,'  said  be,  calmly,  'that 
the  Prince  brought  bis  late  upon  hinuatf.  The  last  of  that 
illustrious  honae  has  perished  in  a  brawl.' 

"I  saw  no  more  of  Zicci,— I   hastened  to  the  Fivnch 
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wnitmamdor  to  lumtc  tlia  eratt,  uid  aUde  tbe  twos.  I  ua 
gntefol  to  the  Nekpolitm  govenaaeat,  uid  to  the  fllnitrioQa 
heir  of  the  nnfortniMte  BoUenuui,  for  the  lenient  tnd  generom, 
j«t  jut  inleipRtatioD  pnt  upon  a  miifoitoue  the  mtanarj  of 
wUch  will  afflict  me  l«  tbe  Urt  hoai  of  mj  life. 

(Signed)  "Louu  Tictiok,  Duo  dm  B." 

In  tlie  above  memoTial,  the  reader  will  find  ttie  most 
exact  and  minute  account  yet  given  of  an  event  which 
created  the  moet  lively  sensation  at  Naples  in  that  day, 
and  the  narration  of  which  first  induced  me  to  collect 
the  materials  of  this  history,  —  which  the  reader  will 
perceive,  as  it  advances,  is  altogether  different  in  ita 
nature,  ita  agencies,  and  ita  aims,  from  those  tales  of 
external  tenor,  whether  derived  from  ingeniona  impoe- 
tum  or  Btipematnral  myatery,  that  have  given  life  to 
I^meh  melodnuaa  or  Qerman  romanm. 
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Gltwdozt  had  tsken  oo  port  in  the  afftaj,  —  nsither 
had  he  participated  largely  in  the  exceaaes  of  the  rerel. 
For  his  ezemptioa  from  botji  he  was  pechaps  indebted  to 
the  whiapeied  exhottatioiu  of  Zicoi.  When  the  last 
rose  from  the  co^tae  and  vithdrew  from  that  scene  of 
confuBioD,  Glyndon  remarked  that  in  passing  the  crowd 
he  touched  Moscari  on  the  Bhonlder,  and  said  something 
which  the  Englishman  did  not  overhear.  Gljndon 
followed  Zicci  into  the  hanquet-room,  which,  save 
where  the  moonlight  slept  on  the  marble  floor,  waa 
wrapped  in  the  sad  and  gloomy  shadows  of  the  advancing 
night. 

"  How  could  yon  foretell  this  fearful  eventt  —  he  fell 
not  by  your  arm! "  said  Olyndon,  in  a  b«inulous  and 
hollow  tone. 

"  The  general  who  calculates  on  the  victory  does  not 
fight  in  person,"  answered  Ziooi;  "but  enough  of  this: 
meet  me  at  midnight  by  the  seashoro,  — half  a  mile  to 
the  left  of  your  hotel;  you  will  Icnow  the  spot  by  a 
mde  pillar,  the  only  one  near  --■ — ,  to  which  a  broken 
chain  is  attached.  Then  and  then  will  be  the  orisis  of 
your  fate;  go,  —  I  have  Tnudness  here  yet:  i«member, 
Isabel  is  still  in  the  house  of  the  dead  man." 

As  Olyndon  yet  hesitated,  strsnge  thoughts,  doubts 
and  fears  that  longed  for  speech  crowding  within  him, 
Mascari  approached,  and  Zicci,  turning  to  the  Italian, 
and  waving  his  hand  to  Glyndon,  drew  the  former  aaida. 
Olyndon  slowly  departed. 
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"Uucari,"«tid  Zioci,  "your  patron  iinomon;  yooz 
BerriesB  will  be  ^a«leu  to  hie  heir,  —  aaotnT  man, 
whom  povei^  has  preaerred  from  viee.  For  yonzself , 
tliank  me  that  I  do  not  gire  j<m  up  to  the  executioner, 
—  recollect  the  wine  of  Cjpnu.  Well,  never  tremble, 
man,  it  could  not  act  on  me,  though  it  might  re-act  on 
othen,  —  in  that  it  ia  a  oonunon  type  <d  orime.  I  for- 
give  joa ;  and  if  the  wine  ahonld  kill  me,  I  prraniae  you 
that  my  ghoat  shall  not  haunt  so  worabipful  a  penitent. 
Enough  of  this;  conduct  ma  to  the  chamber  of  Iiabel  di 
Piaani.  Tou  haTe  no  farther  need  of  her.  The  death 
of  the  jailer  opens  the  cell  of  the  captive.  Be  quick,  — 
2  would  be  gone."  Maaeari  muttered  some  inaudible 
words,  bowed  low,  and  led  the  my  to  the  ohambet  in 
which  Isabel  waa  eonfined. 
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It  wmnted  aereTal  minntea  of  midnight,  and  GlyndMi 
repsind  to  the  appointed  spot.  The  myatarioaa  empin 
which  Ziod  had  acquired  otbi  him  was  still  more 
solemnly  confinDed  by  the  erecta  trf  the  last  few  honn, 
—  the  sudden  fate  of  the  Prince,  ao  deliberately  ton- 
shadowsd,  and  yet  so  seemingly  MOidental,  hiought  ont 
by  cauaas  the  moat  commonplace,  and  yet  associated  with 
words  the  meet  prophetic,  —  imi»eas«d  him  with  tha 
deepest  lentiments  of  admiration,  and  awe.  It  wbb  as  if 
this  dark  and  wondrous  being  would  conrert  the  moat 
ordinary  evente  and  the  meanest  instnimenta  into  the 
agencies  of  bie  inecrutable  will,  — yet,  if  so,  why  bare 
permitted  (Ae  esptate  of  Isabel  t  Why  not  hare  pn- 
vented  the  crime  rather  than  punished  the  criminal  t 
And  did  Zicci  really  feel  lore  for  Isabel  t  Love,  and 
yet  offer  to  resign  her  to  himself,  —  to  a  rival  whom  his 
arte  could  not  fail  to  baffle.  He  no  longer  reverted  to 
the  belief  that  Zicci  or  Isabel  had  sought  to  dupe  him 
into  mairisge.  His  fear  and  reverence  for  the  farmer 
now  forbade  the  notion  of  so  poor  an  imposture.  Did 
he  any  longer  love  Isabel  himself  t  Jfo;  when  that 
morning  he  heard  of  her  daugei,  he  had,  it  is  true, 
returned  to  the  sympathies  and  the  tears  of  affection: 
but  with  the  death  of  the  Prince  her  image  faded  again 
from  hia  heart,  and  be  felt  no  jealous  pang  at  the 
thought  that  she  had  been  saved  by  Zicci,  —  that  at  thkt 
moment  she  was  perhaps  beneath  bis  roof.  Whoever 
bas,  in  the  course  of  his  life,  indulged  the  abaorbing 
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{MMJon  of  th«  gamester  will  muBinbeT  how  >ll  other 
pDtsuito  and  objects  TUiiabed  from  his  mind;  how 
Bolelj  he  was  wrapped  in  the  one  wild  delnaion;  with 
what  a  aceptie  of  magic  powei  the  despot  demon  ruled 
every  feeling,  and  every  thought.  Far  more  intense 
than  the  passion  of  the  gamester  was  the  frantic  yet  snb- 
lime  desire  that  mastered  the  breast  of  Gljndon.  He 
would  be  the  rival  of  Zicci  not  in  human  and  perishable 
afEeotlona,  but  in  pretematural  and  eternal  lore.  He 
would  have  laid  down  life  with  content,  nay  npturs, 
as  the  price  of  learning  those  solemn  eaciets  which  sepa- 
rated the  sttanger  from  mankind.  Such  fools  are  we 
when  we  aspire  to  be  overwisel  To  be  enamoured  too 
madly  of  tiie  goddess  of  goddesses  is  only  to  embraoe  a 
cloud,  and  to  forfeit  alike  heaven  and  earth. 

The  night  was  most  lovely  and  serene,  and  the  waves 
scvcely  rippled  at  his  feet,  as  the  Englishman  glided 
on  by  &e  cool  and  starry  beach.  At  length  he  arrived 
at  the  spot,  and  there,  leaning  against  the  broken  pillar, 
he  beheld  a  man  wrapped  in  a  long  mantle,  and  in  an 
attitade  of  profound  repoee.  He  approached  and  uttered 
the  name  of  Zicci.  The  figure  turned,  and  he  saw  the 
face  of  a  sttanger:  a  face  not  stamped  by  the  glorious 
beaut?  cS  the  Coisican,  but  equally  majestic  in  its 
aspect,  and,  perhaps,  still  more  impressive  from  the 
mature  age  and  the  passionless  depth  of  thought  that 
eharacteriied  the  expanded  forehead  and  deep*Bet  but 
piercing  eyes. 

"You  seek  Zicci,"  said  the  strangei;  "he  will  be 
l)ere  anon;  but,  perhaps,  he  whom  you  see  before  you 
is  more  connected  with  your  destiny,  and  more  diapoeed 
to  realise  your  dieama. " 

'  Hath  the  earth  then  another  Zicci  T  " 

'  If  DOt,"  replied  the  stianger,  "  why  do  you  oheriah 
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the  hopa  snd  tha  wild  faith  to  be  yotUMli  a  ZioMt 
Think  yon  that  none  others  havs  homed  with  the  mine 
god-like  dreuut  Who,  indeed,  in  his  fint  youth  — 
yoath  when  the  soul  is  neanc  to  the  hearen  from  whieh 
it  sprung,  and  ite  divine  and  primal  longings  an  not  all 
eflhced  by  the  sordid  paaaions  and  petty  oarea  that  an 
begot  in  timet  —  who  is  than  in  youth  that  has  not 
nourtshed  the  belief  that  the  uniretBe  has  seorets  not 
known  to  the  oonunoD  herd,  and  panted,  aa  the  hart  for 
the  watei-spriogB,  for  the  fountains  that  lie  hid  and  fu 
away  amidst  tlie  broad  wilderness  of  trackless  eeieneel 
The  music  of  the  fountain  is  heard  in  the  soul  within, 
till  the  steps,  deceived  and  erring,  rove  away  from  its 
waters,  and  the  wanderer  diea  in  the  mighty  desert. 
Think  you  that  none  who  have  cherished  the  hope  have 
found  the  truth ;  or  that  the  yearning  after  the  Ine&ble 
Knowledge  was  given  to  us  utterly  in  vain!  No;  every 
desire  in  human  hearts  is  hut  a  glimpse  of  tilings  that 
exist,  —  alike  distant  and  divine.  Not  in  the  world 
there  have  been,  fnim  age  to  age,  some  brighter  and 
happier  spirits  who  haVe  won  to  the  air  in  whicsh  ttte 
beings  above  mankind  move  and  breathe.  Ziooi,  great 
though  he  be,  stands  not  alone.  He  has  his  prede- 
cessors, his  contemporary  rivals,  and  long  lines  of  suo- 
oeasors  are  yet  to  cornel " 

'  And  will  you  tell  me,"  said  Glyndon,  '  that  in 
yourself  I  behold  me  of  that  mighty  few  over  whom 
Zicci  has  no  superiority  in  power  and  wisdom  I  " 

"  In  me,"  answered  the  stranger,  '  you  eee  one  from 
whom  Zicci  himself  learned  many  of  his  loftiest  seorets. 
Before  his  birth  my  wisdom  wssi  On  these  shores  — 
on  this  spot  —  have  I  stood  in  ages  that  your  ohioniolee 
but  feebly  reach.  The  Phcenician,  the  Greek,  the 
Oaoan,  the  Boman,  the  Ijombard,  —  I  have  seen  them 
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Bill  — leares  gaj  and  glitteriag  on  the  tnink  of  Uie 
aniTMraal  life,  acatt«ied  in  due  eeuon,  and  again 
nnewed;  till,  indeed,  the  same  race  that  gave  its  glc«y 
to  the  auoient  wotld  beetowed  a  second  youth  on  t^ 
sew.  For  the  pure  Greeks,  —  the  HeUenee,  —  whooe 
oiigin  hw  bewildered  youi  dreaming  acboUra  were  of 
the  same  great  family  ae  the  Norman  tribe,  bom  to  be 
the  lords  of  the  aniTerae,  and  in  no  land  on  earth  des- 
tined to  be  the  hewers  of  wood.  Even  the  dim  tradi- 
tions of  the  learned  tiiat  bring  the  sons  of  Hellas  from 
the  Vast  'and  nndetetmined  territories  of  Korthem 
Thrace,  to  be  the  victors  of  the  pastoral  Palaegi,  and 
the  foonders  of  the  line  of  demi-goda,  might  serve  you 
to  trace  hack  their  primeval  settlements  to  the  same 
region  whence,  in  later  times,  the  Norman  warrion 
broke  on  the  dull  and  savage  hordes  of  the  Celt,  and 
became  the  Greeks  of  the  Christian  world.  Bnt  this 
interests  yon  not^  and  yon  are  wise  In  your  indiffarenoe. 
Not  in  the  knowledge  of  things  without,  but  in  the 
perfection  of  the  sonl  within,  lies  the  empire  of  man 
aspiring  to  be  more  than  men." 

"  And  what  books  contain  that  soienoe,  —  from  what 
laboratory  is  it  wronghtt  " 

"  Nature  supplies  the  materials :  they  are  around '  yon 
in  yonr  daily  walks^  in  the  herbs  that  the  beast  devoura 
and  the  chemist  disdains  to  anil ;  in  the  elements,  from 
which  matter  in  its  meanest  and  its  mightiest  shapes  is 
deduced;  in  the  wide  bosom  of  the  air;  in  the  blade 
abysses  of  the  earth, —  everywhere  are  given  to  morUlB 
the  resources  and  libraries  of  immortal  lore;  But  as  the 
simplest  problems  in  the  simplest  of  all  studies  ore 
obscure  to  one  who  biaoes  not  his  mind  to  their  compre- 
hension; as  the  nwer  in  yonder  vessel  cannot  tell  you 
why  two  oiroles  can  touch   each    other  cmly    in  one 
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point, — M>,  thoogh  all  «arth  wen  uired  over  snd 
ioacribed  with  the  letters  of  diviner  knowledge,  tite  char- 
acters would  be  valuelesa  to  him  who  does  not  pauM  to 
inquire  the  language  and  meditate  the  truth.  Young 
man,  if  thy  imagination  is  vivid,  if  thy  heart  ia  daring, 
if  thy  cttiiosity  is  insatiate,  I  will  accept  thee  as  my 
pupil.     But  the  first  lewons  ate  stem  and  dread." 

"  If  thou  hast  mastered  them,  why  not  It  "  aoswend 
QlyndoD,  boldly,  "I  have  fait  from  my  boyhood  that 
strange  mysteries  were  reserved  for  my  career,  and 
from  the  proudest  ends  of  ordinary  ambition  I  hare 
carried  my  gace  into  the  cloud  and  darknesa  that  stretch 
beyond.  The  inatant  I  beheld  Zicci,  I  felt  as  if  I  had 
discovered  the  guide  and  the  tutor  for  which  my  youth 
had  idly  languished  and  vainly  burned." 

"  And  to  me  his  duty  can  be  transferred,"  replied  the 
stranger.  *  Yonder  lies,  anchored  in  the  bay,  the  veaael 
in  which  Zicoi  seeka  a  fairai  home;  a  little  while  and 
the  breeie  will  rise,  the  sail  will  swell,  aad  the  stranger 
will  have  pawed  like  a  wind  away.  Still,  like  ijie 
wind,  he  leaves  in  thy  heart  the  seeds  that  may  bear 
the  blossom  and  the  fmit.  Zicoi  hath  performed  his 
task,  —  he  is  want«d  no  more ;  the  perfecter of  his  work 
ia  at  thy  side.  He  comes,  —  I  hear  the  dash  of  the  oar. 
You  will  have  your  choice  submitted  to  you.  Acooiding 
as  you  decide,  we  shall  meet  again."  With  Uiese  words 
the  stranger  moved  slowly ,  away  and  disappeared 
beneath  the  shadow  of  the  diSb.  A  boat  glided  rapidly 
aoroas  the  waters,  —  it  touched  land,  a  man  leaped  on 
shore,  and  Glyndon  reooguiied  Zioci. 

*I  give  thee,  Oljrndon,  —  I  giie  thee  no  mon  the 
Option  of  happy  love  and  serene  enjoyment.  That  hour 
is  past,  and  fate  has  linked  the  hand  that  might  have 
been   thine  own  to  mine.     But  I  have  ample  gifta  to 


.;.  Google 


ZICCL  643 

bestow  upon  thee  if  thou  wilt  abandon  the  hope  that 
gnaws  thy  heart,  and  the  realization  of  which  even  I 
hare  not  the  power  to  foregee.  Be  thine  ambition 
human,  and  I  can  gratify  it  to  the  full.  Men  desire 
four  things  in  life:  love,  wealth,  fame,  power.  The 
fiist  I  cannot  gire  thee,  —  no  matter  why;  the  rest  ai« 
at  my  diapoeal.  Select  which  of  them  thou  wilt,  and 
let  OB  part  in  peace. " 

"  Soch  are  not  the  gifts  I  coret:  1  choose  knowedge, 

—  which  indeed,  as  the  schoolman  said,  U  power,  and 
the  loftiest,  —  that  knowledge  must  be  thine  own.  For 
this,  and  for  this  alone,  I  Bunendered  the  loTe  of  Isabel; 
this,  and  this  alone,  must  be  my  recompense." 

"I  cannot  gainsay  thee,  though  I  can  warn.  The 
desire  to  learn  does  not  always  contain  the  faculty  to 
acquire.  I  can  give  thee,  it  is  true,  the  teacher,  the 
rest  must  depend  on  thee.  Be  wise  in  time,  and  take 
that  which  I  can  assure  to  thee." 

"Answer  me  but  these  questions,  and  according  to 
your  answer  I  will  decide.  Is  it  in  the  power  of  man 
to  attain  iuteieouree  with  the  beings  of  other  worldsl 
Is  it  in  the  power  of  man  to  read  the  past  and  the 
future,  and  to  insure  life  against  the  sword,  and  against 
disease  1  " 

"All  this  may  be  possible,"  answered  Zicci,  eTasively, 
"to  the  few.  But  for  one  who  attains  such  secrets, 
millions  may  perish  in  the  attempt." 

"  One  question  more.     Thou  —  " 

"  Beware  t  Of  myself,  as  I  have  said  before,  I  render 
no  account. " 

*Well,  then,  the  stranger  I  hare  met  this  night, 

—  are  his  boasts  to  be  believed  T  Is  he  in  truth  one  of 
the  chosen  seers  whom  you  allow  to  have  mastered  th« 
mysteries  I  yearn  to  fathom  I  " 
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"Rash  man,"  said  Ziooi,  in  a  fanie  of  oompaoBios, 
"thy  criBiB  ia  past,  and  thy  choice  made.  I  can  only 
bid  thee  be  bold  and  prosper.  Yes;  I  resign  thee  to  a 
master  who  hat  the  power  and  the  will  to  open  to  thee 
the  gates  of  the  awful  world.  Thy  weal  or  woe  are  u 
sought  in  the  eyes  of  his  relentless  wisdom.  I  would 
bid  him  spore  thee,  but  he  will  heed  me  not.  Mejnour 
receive  thy  pupil!  "  Glyndon  turned,  and  his  heart 
beat  when  he  perceived  that  the  stranger,  whose  foot- 
steps he  had  not  heard  on  the  pehblea,  whose  approach 
he  had  not  beheld  in  the  moonlight,  was  once  more  t^ 
his  side. 

Glyndon'e  eyes  followed  the  receding  form  of  the 
mysterious  Corsican.  He  saw  him  enter  the  boat,  and 
he  then  for  the  first  time  noticed  that  besides  the  rowers 
there  was  a  female,  who  stood  up  as  Zicci  gained  the 
boat.  Even  at  this  distance  he  recognised  the  onoe- 
adoied  form  of  Isabel  She  waved  her  hand  to  him,  and 
across  the  still  and  shining  air  came  her  voice,  mourn- 
fully and  sweetly  in  hei  native  tongue,  "Farewell,  Clar- 
ence,—  farewell,  farewell." 

He  strove  to  answer,  but  the  voice  touched  a  chord  at 
hie  heart,  and  the  words  failed  him.  Isabel  was  then 
lost  forever,  gone  with  this  dread  stranger,  —  darkness 
was  round  her  lot.  And  he  himself  had  decided  her 
fate  and  his  own  I  The  boat  bounded  on,  the  soft  waves 
flashed  and  sparkled  beneath  the  oars,  and  it  was  along 
one  sapphire  track  of  moonlif^t  that  the  ftail  vessel 
bore  away  the  lovers.  Farther  and  farther  from  his  gaie 
sped  the  boat,  till  at  last  the  speck,  scarcely  visible, 
touched  the  side  of  the  ship  that  lay  lifeless  in  the  glori' 
ous  bay.  At  that  instant,  as  if  by  magic,  up  sprang  with 
a  glad  murmur  the  playful  and  refreshing  wind.  And 
Glyndon  turned  to  Mejnour,  and  broke  the  silenoe. 
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*  Tell  me  —  if  tho«  csnat  nad  tiu  fntnn  —  tell  me 
that  Aer  lot  will  be  tail,  end  that  her  choice  et  least  ia 
wiao." 

"My  pupil,"  answered  Mejnour,  in  a  voice  the  calm- 
ness of  which  well  aocorded  with  the  chilling  words, 
"  thjr  first  task  must  be  to  withdraw  all  thought,  feeling, 
sympathy  from  others.  The  elementary  stage  of  knowl- 
edge is  to  moke  self,  and  self  alone,  thy  study  and  thy 
world.  Thon  hast  decided  thine  own  career:  thou  hast ' 
renounced  love;  thoii  hast  rejected  wealth,  &me,  and 
the  vulgar  pomps  of  power.  What,  then,  are  all  man- 
kind to  thee  T  To  perfect  thy  faculties  and  concentrate 
thy  emotions  is  henceforth  thy  only  aim." 

"  And  will  happiness  be  the  end  1 " 

"  If  happiness  exist,"  answered  Mejnour,  *  it  must 
he  centred  in  A  SELF  to  which  all  passion  is  unknown. 
But  happinesB  is  the  last  state  of  being,  and  as  yst  thou 
art  on  the  threshold  of  the  first  I  " 

As  Mejnoor  spoke,  the  distant  vessel  spread  Its  sails 
to  the  wind,  and  moved  slowly  along  the  deep.  Qlyn- 
don  sl(^ed,  and  the  pupil  and  the  master  retraced 
their  steps  toward  the  city. 
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CHAPTER  L 

It  wu  ftbont  k  montii  after  tile  date  of  Zicci's  deputnn 
and  Glyndon'a  introduction  to  Mejnoni,  whan  two  £ng- 
liehmeQ  were  waUcing  arm-in-arm  through  the  Toledo. 

"  I  tell  you,"  eaid  one  (who  spolu  warmly),  "  that  if 
you  have  a  particle  of  common'Muee  left  in  you,  yon 
will  accompany  me  to  England.  This  Kejnour  is  an 
impoetoi  more  dangerous  —  because  more  in  earnest  — 
Quu  Zioci.  After  all,  what  do  hie  promiees  amount  tot 
Tou  allow  that  nothing  can  be  more  equivocal.  Yon  aay 
that  he  has  left  Naples,  ■>-  that  he  has  selected  a  retreat 
more  genial  than  the  crowded  thoroughfares  of  men  to 
the  studies  in  which  he  is  to  initiate  you;  and  this 
retreat  is  among  the  haunts  of  the  fiercest  bandits  of 
Italy,  —  haunts  which  Justice  itself  daie  not  penetrate; 
fitting  hermitage  for  a  sage  I  I  tremble  for  you.  What 
if  this  stranger,  of  whom  notiung  is  known,  he  leagued 
with  the  robbers;  and  these  lures  for  your  credulity 
bait  hut  the  traps  for  your  property,  —  perhaps  your 
lifet  Tou  might  come  off  cheaply  by  a  ransom  of  half 
your  fortune:  you  smile  indignantly;  —  welll  pat  com- 
mon-sense out  of  the  question :  take  your  own  view  of  the 
matter.  Tou  are  to  undergo  an  ordeal  which  If  ejnour 
himself  does  not  profess  to  describe  as  a  very  tempting 
one.     It  may,  or,  it  may  not,  sooceedj  if  it  does  oot 
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yon  an  mraooed  with  the  dukut  evilaj  and  if  it  doM, 
yon  cannot  be  better  off  than  the  doll  and  joyless  myrtie 
whom  you  have  taken  fot  a  maoter.  Away  with  thia 
folly.  Enjoy  youth  while  it  is  left  to  yon.  Betnm 
with  me  to  England:  forget  tiiese  dreams.  Snter  yonr 
proper  earaer;  form  affeotions  more  respectable  than 
those  which  Inred  you  awhile  to  an  Italian  adventureas, 
and  become  a  happy  and  distingnished  man.  This  is 
the  advice  ot  sober  friendship ;  yet  the  promises  I  bold 
out  to  you  are  fairer  than  those  of  Hejuonr. " 

"  UertOQ,"  said  Olyndon,  doggedly,  "  I  cannot,  if  I 
would,  yield  to  your  wishes.  A  power  that  is  above 
me  urges  me  on:  I  cannot  resist  its  fascination.  I  will 
proceed  to  the  last  in  the  strange  career  I  hare  oom- 
menoed.  Think  of  me  no  more.  Follow  yourself  the 
advice  yoQ  give  to  me,  —  and  be  happy." 

"This  is  Diadneas,"  said  Herton,  passionately,  but 
with  a  teat  in  his  eye;  *  your  health  is  already  feiling) 
you  are  so  changed  I  should  scarcely  know  you;  come, 
—  I  have  already  had  your  name  entered  in  my  pass* 
port:  in  another  hour  I  shall  be  gone,  and  you,  boy  that 
yon  are,  will  be  left  without  a  friend  to  ttie  deceits  ot 
your  own  fancy,  and  the  machinaticms  of  this  relantlese 
monntebank." 

"Gnoi^[h,"  said  Glyndon,  coldly;  "  you  cease  to  be  an 
effective  counsellor  wheu  you  suffer  your  prejudices  to 
be  thus  evident.  I  have  already  bad  ample  proof," 
added  the  Englishman,  and  his  pale  cheek  grew  more 
pale,  "  of  the  power  of  this  man,  —  if  man  he  be,  which 
I  sometimes  doubt,  — and, come  life,  come  death,!  will 
not  shrink  from  the  paths  tliat  allure  me.  Farewell, 
Merton, — 'if  we  never  meet  again;  if  you  heat  amidst 
onr  old  and  cheerful  haunts  that  Clarenoe  Glyndon  sleeps 
the  last  sleep  by  the  shores  of  Naples,  or  amidst  the 
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CalftbrianhiUi,— ^ai^  totWfneodsof  onxjooth,  'He 
di«d  worthily,  u  thonaasda  of  martTr-sbtdenta  have 
died  belon  him,  In  tbe  ponait  of  kaawledge.'  " 

He  wnng  Uerton's  hand  a*  he  spoke,  daj^ed  from 
hia  aids,  and  disiqipearad  Ktiudst  &e  «n>wd. 

That' day  Morton  left  N^dea:  the  next  morning 
GljJulon  «Uo  quitted  the  City  of  Delight,  alone  and  on 
boiaeback.  He  bent  hia  way  into  those  piotureaqne  but 
doDgerous  parts  of  the  countTy,  which  at  that  time  were 
infested  by  banditti,  and  which  f«w  tzsTellera  dared  to 
pass,  even  in  bioad  daylight,  without  a  atrong  escort. 
A  road  more  lonely  cannot  well  be  oonceived  than  that 
on  which  the  hoof  of  his  ateed,  sbikiug  upon  the 
fragments  of  rook  that  encumbered  the  oagleoted  w^, 
woke  a  dull  and  melancholy  echo.  Large  tracts  of 
waste  land,  varied  by  the  mtk  and  profuse  foliage  of  the 
South,  lay  before  him;  occasionally  a  wild  goat  peeped 
down  from  some  rocky  crag,  or  the  disoordant  cry  of  a 
bird  of  prey,  startled  in  its  sombre  haunt,  was  heard 
above  the  hills.  These  were  the  oaly  atgns  of  life;  not 
a  human  being  was  met,  —  not  a  hut  was  visibla. 
Wrapped  in  his  own  ardent  and  solemn  thoughts,  the 
young  man  oontinued  hia  way,  till  the  sun  had  spent  its 
noon-day  heat,  and  a  breese  that  announced  the  approach 
of  eve  sprung  up  from  the  unseen  ooesn  that  lay  far 
distant  to  his  sight.  It  was  then  that  a  turn  in  the 
toad  brought  before  him  one  of  those  long,  deaolalo, 
gloomy  Tillages  which  are  found  in  the  interior  of  the 
Neapolitan  dominions;  and  now  he  came  upon  a  small 
chapel  on  one  aide  of  the  road,  with  a  gaudily-painted 
linage  of  the  Virgin  in  the  open  shrine.  Around  this 
spot,  which  in  the  heart  of  a  Christian  land  retained 
the  vestige  of  the  old  idolatry  (for  just  such  were  the 
chapels  that  in  the  Pagan  age  were  dedicated  to  the 
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dsmon-aunta  of  mythologj),  gathered  aix  or  Mven 
miserable  and  squalid  wntches  w}iom  the  Cuise  ol  the 
Leper  had  cut  off  from  maukiud.  They  set  up  a  ahiiU 
OTj  aa  they  tninad  theii  ghastly  visages  toward  the 
horaeman,  aod,  without  atirrisg  from  the  spot,  stretched 
out  theii  gaunt  aima,  and  implored  charity  ia  the  name 
of  the  Uereiful  JUother.  Glyudon  hastily  threw  them 
soma  small  coins,  and,  turning  away  bis  face,  clapped 
spurs  to  his  horse,  and  relaxed  not  hia  speed  tiU  he 
entered  the  village.  On  either  side  the  narrow  and 
miry  street,  fierce  and  haggard  forma  —  some  leaning 
against  the  ruined  walls  of  blackened  hub,  some  seated 
at  the  thiesbold,  some  lying  at  full  length  in  the  mud 
—  presented  groups  tiiat  at  oooe  invoked  pity  and  aroused 
aUrm;  pity  for  their  squalor,  alarm  for  the  ferocity 
imprinted  on  Uieir  savage  aspects.  They  gaied  at  him, 
grim  and  sullen,  as  he  rode  slowly  up  tii»  rugged  street; 
sometimes  whispering  significantly  to  each  other,  but 
without  attempting  to  stop  his  way.  Even  the  children 
hashed  their  babble,  and  ragged  urchins,  devouring  him 
with  sparkling  eyes,  muttered  to  their  mothers,  "  We 
shall  feast  well  to-morrowl  "  It  was,  indeed,  one  of 
Uioae  hamlets  in  which  Law  sets  not  its  sober  step;  in 
which  Violence  and  Murder  house  secure,  —  hamlets 
ccmmon  then  in  the  wilder  parts  of  Italy ,  —  in  which 
the  peasant  was  but  tite  gentler  name  for  the  robber. 

Olyndon'a  heart  somewhat  failed  him  as  be  looked 
around,  and  the  question  he  desired  to  ask  died  upon  his 
lips.  At  length  from  one  of  the  dismal  cabins  emerged 
a  form  superior  to  the  rest.  Instead  of  the  patched  and 
tagged  overall  which  made  the  only  garment  of  the  men 
he  had  hitherto  seen,  the  dress  of  this  petson  was  charao- 
terized  by  all  the  trappings  of  Calabrian  bravery.  Upon 
his  laven  hair,  the  glossy  curls  of  which  made  a  notable 
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contract  to  the  mattfld  and  elfin  locka  of  the  savages 
around,  vu  placed  a  cloth  cap  with  a  gold  tassel  that 
huiig  down  to  his  ahoulder;  his  muBtaches  were  trimmed 
with  care,  and  a  eilk  kerchief  of  gay  hues  was  twisted 
round  a  well-ehaped  but  sinewy  throat ;  a  short  jacket  of 
rough  cloth  was  decorated  with  several  rows  of  gilt  fila- 
gree bnitonsj  his  nether  garments  fitted  tight  to  his 
limbe,  and  were  ourioualy  braided;  while,  in  a  broad, 
parti-colored  sash  were  placed  four  silver-hilted  pistols; 
and  the  sheathed  knife,  nsoally  worn  by  Italians  of  the 
lower  Older,  was  mounted  in  ivoty  elaborately  carved. 
A  small  carbine  of  handsome  workmanship  ^as  slung 
across  hie  shoulder,  and  completed  his  costume.  The 
man  himself  was  of  middle  size,  athletic,  yet  slender, 
with  straight  and  regular  features,  aunhumt,  hut  not 
swarthy ;  and  an  expression  of  countenance  which,  though 
reckless  and  bold,  had  in  it  frankness  lathei  than  ferocity, 
and,  if  defying,  was  not  altogether  unprepossessing. 

Glyndon,  aiter  eying  this  figure  for  some  moments 
with  great  attention,  checked  his  rein,  and  asked  in  tiie 
provincial  patois,  with  which  he  was  tolerably  familiar, 
the  way  to  the  "  Castle  of  the  Monntain." 

The  man  lifted  his  cap  as  he  heard  the  question,  and 
approaching  Olyndon,  laid  his  hand  upon  the  neck  of 
the  horse,  and  said  in  a  low  voice,  "  liien  yon  are  the 
cavalier  whom  our  patron,  the  dgnor,  expected.  He 
bade  me  wait  for  yon  here,  and  lead  you  to  the  castle. 
And  indeed,  signor,  it  might  have  been  unfortunate  if  I 
had  neglect«d  to  obey  the  command. " 

The  man  then,  drawing  a  little  aside,  called  out  to 
the  bystanders  iu  a  loud  voice,  "Ho,  ho,  my  hiands, 
pay  henceforth  and  forever  all  respect  to  this  woishipfnl 
cavalier.  He  is  the  accepted  guest  of  our  blessed  patron 
trf  the  Castle  of  the  Mountain.     Loi^  life  to  him  I     May 


n,s,t,..d:,i.  Google 


acoL  6E1I 

In,  like  his.  boat,  be  safe  I7  day  ud  by  night,  in  the 
hill  and  on  th«  wade,  against  the  dagger  and  the  bnllet, 
in  timb  and  in  lifel  Guned  be  he  who  touches  a  haii 
of  his  head,  or  a  baioccho  in  his  pouch.  Now  and  for- 
ever  we  will  protect  and  honor  him, —  for  the  law  or 
against  the  law,  with  the  &ith, .  and  to  the  death. 
Amen.     Amen  I " 

"  Amen  I "  responded  in  wild  chorus  a  hundred  vaiceSf 
and  the  scattered  and  stiaggling  groups  pressed  up  the 
street,  nearer  and  nearer  to  the  horseman. 

"  And  that  he  may  be  known,"  continned  the  English- 
man's strange  protector,  "to  the  eye  and  to  the  eat.  I 
place  around  Mm  the  white  sash,  and  I  give  him  the 
sacred  watchword,  <  Peace  to  the  Brave.'  Signer,  when 
you  wear  this  sash,  the  proudest  in  these  parts  will  bare 
the  head  and  bend  the  knee.  Signor,  when  you  utter 
this  watchword,  the  bravest  hearts  will  be  bound  to  your 
bidding.  Desjia  you  safely,  or  ask  you  revenge,  —  to 
gain  a  beauty,  or  to  lose  a  foe, —  speak  but  the  word, 
and  we  are  yours,  we  are  yoursl  Is  it  not  so,  com- 
rades T "  And  again  the  hoarse  voices  shouted,  "  Amen, 
ameni  " 

"  Kow,  rignor, "  whispered  the  brav<^  in  good  Italian, 
"  if  you  have  a  few  coins  to  spare,  scatter  them  amongst 
the  crowd,  and  let  us  be  gone. " 

Gljmdon,  not  displeased  at  the  concluding  sentence, 
emptied  his  purse  in  the  streetj  and  while,  with  mingled 
oaths,  blessings,  shriek^  and  yelU^  men,  women,  and 
children  scrambled  for  the  money,  the  bravo,  taking 
the  rein  of  the  horse,  led  it  a  few  paces  thtough  the 
village  at  a  brisk  trot,  and  then  turning  up  a  narrow 
lane  to  the  left,  in  a  few  minutes  neither  houses  nor  men 
were  visible,  and  the  mountains  dosed  their  path  on 
either  side.     It  was  than  that,  releasing  the  bridle  and 
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slackening  hu  pace,  tlie  guide  tamed  his  dark  eyes  cm 
Glyndon  with  an  arch  erpreaaion,  and  said, — 

"  Your  ExceUenc;  was  not,  perhaps,  prepared  for  the 
hearty  welcome  we  have  given  you." 

"Why,  in  trath,  I  otigJit  to  hare  been  prepared  for 
it,  since  my  friend,  to  whose  house  I  am  bound,  did  not 
disguise  from  me  Mhe  character  of  the  neigliborhood. 
And  your  name,  my  friesd,  if  I  may  call  yon  so  t " 

"Oh,  no  ceremonies  with  me,  Excellency.  In  the 
village  I  am  generally  called  Maestro  Paulo.  I  had  a 
surname  once,  thoi^h  a  very  equivocal  one, — and  I 
have  forgotten  that  since  I  retired  from  the  world.  ** 

"  And  was  it  from  disgust,  from  poverty,  or  from 
some  —  some  ebullition  of  passion  which  entailed  puniab- 
ment,  that  you  betook  yourself  to  the  mountains  f  " 

"Why,  eignor,"  said  the  bravo,  with  a  gay  laugh, 
"hermito  of  my  class  seldom  love  the  confessionaL 
However,  I  have  no  secrete  while'  my  step  is  in  tlieee 
defiles,  my  whistle  in  my  pouch,  and  my  carbine  at  my 
back."  With  that  the  lohber,  as  if  he  loved  permisaiiKi 
to  ta]k  at  hb  will,  hemmed  thrice,  and  began  with  much 
humor  J  though,  as  his  tale  proceeded,  the  memories  it 
roused  seemed  to  carry  him  &rther  than  he  at  first 
intended,  and  reokleBS  and  light-hearted  ease  gave  way 
to  that  fierce  and  varied  play  of  coontmance  and  paaslon 
of  gesture  which  chaiaoteriie  Ute  emotions  of  his  oountiy* 
men. 

"I  was  bom  at  lerradna, — a  fair  spo^  is  it  nott 
My  father  was  a  learned  mcmk  <d  high  birth;  my 
mother  —  Heaven  rest  her  I — an  innkeeper's  pret^ 
daughter.  Of  course  there  was  no  marriage  in  the  case; 
and  when  I  was  bom,  the  monk  gravely  declared  my 
appearance  to  be  miraculous.  I  was  dedicated  from  my 
cradle  to  the  altar, — and  my  head    was    univenally 
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dflcUmd  to  be' the  orthodox  ihape  fork  oowl.  Am  I 
grew  np,  the  monk  took  greftt  psiiU  with  my  ednwtlGSi, 
and  I  learned  Latin  and  paahnody  u  boos  m  len  wjneth 
loTU  infanta  learn  cxowing.  ITot  did  the  holy  iob&'b 
care  stint  itself  to  my  interior  accomplishments.  Although 
vowed  to  poverty,  he  always  contrived  that  my  mother 
should  have  her  pockets  foil ;  and,  hetvees  be>  pot^eti 
and  mine,  there  was  soon  estahUshed  a  clandestine  com- 
munidttiDa;  accordingly,  at  fourteen,  I  Tore  my  cap  oa 
obe  side,  stuck  pistols  in  my  belt,  and  asenmed  tbe 
swagger  of  a  cavalier  and  a  gallant.  At  that  age  my 
poor  mother  died ;  and  about  the  same  period,  my  fother, 
having  written  a  'History  of  the  Pontifical  Bolls,'  in 
forty  volumes,  and  being,  as  I  said,  of  high  birth, 
obtained  a  cardinal^  hat.  From  that  time  he  thought 
fit  to  disown  your  humble  servant.  He  bound  me  over 
to  an  honest  notary  at  Kaples,  and  gave  me  two  hundred 
browns  by  way  of  provision.  Well,  signor,  I  aaw 
enough  of  the  law  to  convince  me  that  I  should  never 
be  rogue  enough  to  shine  in  the  profession.  80  instead 
of  spoiling  parchment,  I  made  love  to'  the  notary's 
daughter.  My  master  discovered  our  innoc«nt  amns»- 
ment,  and  turned  me  oat  of  doors, —  that  was  disagra^- 
able.  But  my  l^inetta  loved  me,  and  took  care  that  I 
should  not  lie  out  in  the  streets  with  the  laszaionL 
Little  jade,  I  think  I  see  her  now,  with  her  bare  teel^ 
and  her  finger  to  her  lips,  opening  the  door  in  the 
summer  nights,  and  bidding  me  creep  softly  into  the 
kitchen,  where  —  praised  be  the  saints! — a  flask  and  a 
manchet  ^ways  awaited  the  hungry  amoroso.  At  last, 
however^  'Nilietta  grew  cold.  It  is  the  way  of  the  sex, 
^nor.  '  Her  father  found  her  an  excellent  marriage  in 
the  person  of  a  withered  pictute^ealer.  She  took  the 
spouse,  t^d  Very  properly  cbpped  the  door  in  the  faos 
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of  iha  lov«T.  I  wu  not  disheartened,  Ezcelleiioj;  so^ 
not  I.  Women  u«  plentiful  while  we  ore  young.  Say 
without  m  ducat  in  mjr  pocket,  or  ■  cnut  for  my  teeth, 
I  let  out  to  seek  my  foitone  on  board  of  a  SpAnlah 
menJut&tman.  That  was  duller  work  than  I  expected; 
tmt  luckily  wq  were  attacked  by  a  pirate, —  half  the 
crew  were  butchered,  &«  net  captund.  I  wu  cme  of 
the  laat, —  always  in  luck,  you  see,  eignor:  monks'  aons 
hAve  a  knack  that  wayl  The  captain  of  the  pinto  todc 
a  fancy  to  me.  '  Serve  with  us, '  said  he.  '  Too  happy,' 
said  I.  Behold  me  then  a  pirate.  0  jolly  lifel  how  I 
Uesaed  the  old  notary  for  tuniing  me  out  of  doora! 
What  feasting  what  fighting,  what  wooing,  what  qnar- 
idlingl  Sometimee  we  ran  ashore  and  enjoyed  ourselTea 
Uke  piinoes;  sometimes  we  lay  in  a  calm  for  days 
together,  on  the  loTeliest  sea  that  man  ever  traveised. 
And  then,  if  the  t«eexe  rose,  and  a  sail  came  in  sight, 
who  80  merry  as  wet  I  passed  three  years  in  thai 
charming  profession,  and  then,  signor,  I  grew  ambitious. 
I  caballed  against  the  captain, —  I  wanted  his  poet. 
One  still  night  we  struck  the  blow.  The  ship  was  like 
a  log  in  the  oea, —  no  land  to  be  seen  from  the  mast- 
head, the  waves  like  glass,  and  the  moon  at  its  full. 
TTp  we  rose, —  thirty  of  us  and  more.  Up  we  rose  with 
a  shout;  we  poured  into  the  captain's  cabin, —  I  at  the 
head.  The  brave  old  boy  had  caught  the  alarm,  and 
there  he  stood  at  the  doorway,  a  pistol  in  each  hand,  — 
and  his  one  eye  (he  had  only  one)  worse  to  meet  tJian 
tiie  pistols  were. 

"  '  Yield,'  cried  I,  '  your  life  shall  be  safe.' 

* '  Take  that,'  said  be,  and  whis  weat  the  pistol: 

but  the  taints  took  care  of  their  own,  and  the  ball 

passed  by  my  cheek,  and  shot  the  boatswain  behind  me. 

I  closed  with  the  captain,  and  the  other  pistol  went  off 
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without  misoliief  in  tliB  fltniggle :  mch  a  fellov  h«  wu, 
eix  feet  four  without  hia  dioesl  Over  we  went,  rolling 
each  on  the  other.  SanU  Marial  — no  time  to  get  bold 
of  one's  knife.  Meanwhile  all  the  orew  were  up,  aonte 
for  the  captain,  some  for  me,  —  olaahii^  and  firing,  and 
swearing  and  groaning,  and  now  and  then  a  heavy 
splash  in  the  seal  Fine  supper  for  the  sharks  that 
night!  At  last  old  Bilboa  got  uppermost:  out  flashed 
his  knifej  down  it  came,  but  not  in  my  heart.  No! 
I  gave  my  left  arm  aa  a  shield,  and  the  blade  went 
through  and  through  np  to  the  hilt,  witii  the  blood 
spurting  up  like  the  tain  from  a  whale's  nostril.  With 
the  weight  of  the  blow  the  stout  fellow  cune  down,  so 
that  his  face  touched  mine ;  with  my  right  hand  I  caught 
him  by  the  Uiroat,  turned  him  over  like  a  lamb,  signor, 
and  faith  it  was  aoon  all  up  with  him ;  the  boatawain'a 
brother,  a  fat  Datchman,  ran  him  through  with  a  pike. 
"  'Old  fellow,'  said  I,  as  be  turned  up  his  terrible  eye 
to  me, '  I  bear  you  no  malice,  but  we  must  try  to  get  on 
in  the  world,  yau  know.'  The  captain  grinned  and 
gave  np  the  ghost.  I  went  upon  deck,  —  what  a  sightl 
Twenty  bold  fellows  stark  and  cold,  and  the  moon 
sparkling  on  the  puddles  of  blood  as  calmly  as  if  it  wan 
water.  Well,  aignor,  the  victory  was  ours,  and  th« 
ship  mine:  I  ruled  merrily  enough  for  six  mondu. 
We  then  attacked  a  French  ship  twice  our  aisa;  what 
sport  it  wasi  And  we  had  not  had  a  good  fight  so  long; 
we  were  quite  like  virgins  at  itl  We  got  the  best  of  it, 
aud  won  ship  and  cargo.  They  wanted  to  pistol  the 
captain;  but  that  was  againat  my  laws;  so  we  gagged 
him,  for  he  scolded  as  loud  as  if  we  were  married  to 
him ;  left  him  and  the  rest  of  his  crew  on  board  ouz  own 
veasel,  which  was  terribly  battered;  clapped  our  black 
fi^  on  the   Frenchman's,  and  set  off  merrily,  with  a 
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britk  wind  in  ma  favor.  Bnt  luck  doserted  as  on  for- 
saking our  own  dear  old  ship.  A  storm  came  on,  a 
plank  stmck,  several  of  us  escaped  in  the  hosts:  we 
had  lots  of  gold  with  us,  but  no  water.  For  two  days 
and  two  nights  we  suffered  horribly;  bat  at  last  we  ran 
ashore  near  a  French  seaport;  our  son;  plight  moved 
eompaesioTi ,  and  as  we  had  money  we  were  not  saspeeted, 
—  people  only  suspect  the  poor.  Here  we  soon  racor- 
ered  oar  fatigues,  rigged  ourselves  out  gayly,  and  your 
humble  servant  was  considered  as  noble  a  captain  as  ever 
walked  deck.  But  now,  alas,  my  fate  would  have  it 
that  I  should  fall  in  love  with  a  ailk-mercer's  daughter. 
Ahl  how  I  loved  her,  —  the  pretty  Clara!  Yes,  I  loved 
her  so  well,  that  I  was  seized  with  horror  at  my  past 
life;  I  resolved  to  repent,  —  to  marry  her,  and  settle 
down  into  an  honest  man.  Accordingly,  I  summoned 
my  messmates,  told  them  my  resolution,  resigned  my 
command,  and  persuaded  them  to  depart.  They  were 
good  fellows,  engaged  with  a  Dutchman,  against  whom 
I  heard  afterwaids  they  made  a  successful  mutiny ,  but  I 
never  saw  them  more.  I  bad  two  thousand  crowns  still 
left;  with  this  sum  I  obtained  the  consent  of  the  ailk- 
mercer,  and  it  was  agreed  that  I  should  become  a  partner 
in  the  firm.  I  need  not  say  that  no  one  suspected  I  had 
been  so  great  a  man,  and  I  passed  for  a  Neapolitan 
goldsmith's' son  in8t«ad  of  a  cardinal's.  I  was  very  . 
happy  then,  signor,  very,  —  I  could  not  have  harmed  a 
fly.  Had  I  married  Clara  I  had  been  as  gentle  a  mercer 
as  ever  handled  a  measure." 

The  bravo  paused  a  moment,  and  it  was  easy  to  see 
that  he  felt  more  than  his  words  and  tone  betokened. 
"Well,  well,  we  must  not  look  back  at  the  past  too 
earnestly,  —  the  sunlight  upon  it  makes  one's  eyes  wator. 
'The  day  was  fixed  for  our  wedding,  —  it  approached; 
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on  tha  eTaning  befora  the  appointed  de;,  CUrK,  hv 
motiiai,  her  little  nater,  m.i  mjeelf  ireie  walking  by  the 
portiUd  aa  we  looked  on  the  sea  I  waa  tailing  them  old 
gOMip  talea  of  mermaida  and  sea-aerpentB,  when  a  led- 
faoed,  bottU^oeed  Trenohman  clapped  himsell  right 
before  me,  and  placing  his  spectacles  very  delibentel; 
astride  his  proboscis,  echoed  out, '  Saori  m/Uls  toimvrrti  f 
This  is  the  damned  pirate  that  boarded  the  "  Niobe  "  1 ' 
" '  None  of  youz  jeets,'  said  I,  mildly.  '  Ho,  ho,' 
said  be.  *  I  can't  be  mistaken.  Help  there,'  and  he 
gripped  me  by  the  collar. ,  I  replied,  as  you  may  sup- 
pose, by  laying  him  in  the  kennel ;  but  it  would,  not  do. 
The  French  captain  had  a  French  lieutenant  at  his  back, 
whose  memory  was  as  good  as  his  master'^  A  crowd 
assembled ;  ottier  sailors  came  up, — the  odds  were 
against  me.  I  slept  that  eight  in  prison;  and,  in  a  few 
weeks  afterwards,  X  was  sent  to  the  galleys.  They  had 
spared  my  life  because  tiie  old  Frenclunan  politely 
arerred  that  I  had  made  my  crew  spare  his.  You  may 
belieTe  that  the  oar  and  the  chain  weri  not  to  my  taste. 
I,  and  two  others,  escaped  j  they  took  to  the  toad,  and 
haTe,  no  doubt,  been  long  sinoe  broken  on  the  Vheel. 
I ,  soft  soul,  would  not  comtnit  another  crime  to  gain  my 
bread,  for  CUra  was  still  at  laj  heart  with  her  soft 
eyes;  so,  limiting  my  rogueries  to  the  theft  of  a 
b^gar's  rags,  which  I  oompensated  him  by  leaving -my 
galley  attire  instead,  I  begged  my  way  to  the  town 
where  I  left  Clara.  It  was  a  dear  winter's'  day  when  I 
approached  the  outskirts  of  the  town.  I  had  nc  fear  of 
detection,  for  my  beaid  and  hair  were  aa  good  as  a  mask. 
Oh,  Mother  of  Mercy  I  there  came  anosa  my  way  a 
funeral  prooessioni  There,  now,  you  know  it.  I  can 
tell  yon  no  more.  She  had  died,  perhaps  of  Io>ve,  more 
likely  cA  shame.     Do  yon  know  how  I  spent  that  night  I 
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I  will' tell  yon;  I  stole  a  piok&xe  from  a  maBon'i  sited, 
and,  all  alone,  and  unseen,  under  the  frosty  heavens  I 
dug  the  fresh  mould  from  the  grave ,  —  T  lifted  the  coffin , 
T  wrenched  the  lid,  I  saw  her  again  —  again.  Decaj 
had  not  touched  hei.  She  was  always  pale  in  her  lifef 
—  I  oovld  have  sworii  she  lived!  It  waa  a  blessed 
'thing'  to  see  her  once  mote,  —  and  all  alone  fool  Bat 
then  at  dawn,  to  give  her  back  to  the  earth;  to  close 
the  ltd;  to  throw  down  the  mould;  to  hear  the  pebbles 
rattle  on  the  coffin >  —  that  was  dreadful!  Signor,  I 
never  knew  before,  and  I  don't  wish  to  think  now,  how 
valuable  a  thing  human  life  is.  At  Banrise  I  vba 
again  a  wanderer;  but  now  that  Olara  was  gone  my 
Boruples  vanished,  and  again  I  waa  at  war  with  my 

betters.     I  contrived,  at  last,  at  0 ,  to  get  taken  on 

board  a  vessel  bonnd  to  Leghorn,  working  out  my 
passage.  From  Le^om  I  went  to  Rome,  and  stationed 
myself  at  the  door  of  the  cardinal's  palace.  Out  he 
came,  —  his  gilded  coach  at  the  gate. 

" '  Ho,  father,'  said  I, '  don't  you  know  met ' 

" '  Who  are  you  t ' 

* '  Tour  son,'  said  I,  in  a  whisper. 

"  The  cardinal  drew  back,  looked  at  me  earnestly,  and 
tansed  a  moment.  '  All  men  are  my  sons, '  quoth  he,  then, 
very  mildly,  '  there  is  gold  for  thee.  To  him  who  begs 
once,  alms  are  due ;  to  him  who  begs  twice,  jails  are  open. 
Take  the  hint,  and  molest  me  no  more.  Heaven  bless 
theel '  With  that  he  got  into  his  coach,  and  drove  off 
to  th«  Vatican.  His  poiee,  which  he  had  left  behind, 
was  well  supplied.  I  was  grateful  and  contented,  and  took 
my  way  to  Terracina.  I  bad  not  long  passed  the  marshes, 
when  I  saw  two  horsemen  approach  at  a  canter. 

" '  Yon  look  poor,  friend,'  said  one  of  them,  hnltifig; 
'  yet  you  are  strong.  * 
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"  *  Foot  men  knd  itrong  we  bott  ■amoaabl«  and  dui- 
gerooB,  Siguor  Oaraliet.' 

" '  Well  8aid ,  —  follow  ua. ' 

*  I  obeyed  and  became  a  bandit.  I  loee  by  degreee; 
and  as  I  have  always  been  mild  in  my  calling,  and  have 
taken  ptines  witbont  cattiog  throate,  bear  an  excellent 
character,  and  can  eat  my  macaroni  at  Naplea  without 
any  danger  to  life  and  limbe.  For  the  last  two  yean  I 
have  aettled  in  these  porta,  when  I  hold  away,  and 
wbeie  I  have  purchased  land.  I  am  called  a  fanner, 
signor;  and  I  myself  now  only  tab  for  amoaement,  and 
to  keep  my  band  in.  I  trust  I  have  satiafiad  your  curi- 
osity.    We  are  within  a  hundred  yards  of  tha  castle. " 

"And  bow,"  asked  the  Englishman,  whose  interest 
had  been  much  excited  hy  hia  oompanion'e  uanative,  — 
"  and  how  came  you  aoquainted  with  my  host ;  and  by 
what  means  has  be  so  well  conciliated  tba  good  will  of 
yourself  and  youi  friends  I  " 

llaestro  Paulo  turned  his  black  eyes  gravely  toward 
his  questioner.  *  Why,  aignor,"  said  he,  "  you  must 
surely  know  more  of  the  foreign  cavalier  with  the  bard 
name  than  I  do.  All  I  can  say  is,  that  about  a  fort- 
night ego  I  chanced  to  be  standing  by  a  booth  in  the 
Toledo  at  Naples,  when  a  sober-looking  gentleman 
tooched  me  by  the  arm,  and  said, '  Maeatro  Panlo,  I 
want  to  make  your  acquaintance;  do  me  the  &vor  to 
come  into  yonder  tavern.'  When  we  were  seated,  my 
new  acquaiutanee  thus  accosted  me :  '  The  Count 
d'O — ~  has  offered  to  let  me  hire  his  old  castle  near 

B .     You  know  the  spott ' 

.  "  <  Extremely  well ;  ue  one  has  inhabited  it  for  a  een- 
tory  at  least;  it  is  half  in  ruins,  signor.  A  queer  plaoe 
to  hire,  —  I  hope  the  rent  is  not  heavy. ' 

" '  Maestro  Paolo/  said  he,  'I  am  a  philoaopher,  and 
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den't  oan  fot'ltucuriai.  I  WKut  t,  quiet  ntiMt  for 
some  scientific  experimcDtB.  The  oaitle  will  mit  ms 
very  well,  provided  70a  will  Accept  me  u  a  neighbor, 
and  place  me  and  my  friends  under  jqui  special  protec- 
tioo.  I  am  rich;  but. I  slull  take  nothing  to  the  casUe 
worth  robbing.  I  will  pfty  one  rent  to  the  count,  and 
■nalhw  to  70U.' '  ^ 

"  With  Uiat  we  toaa  came  to  teims,  and  aa  the  ^ange 
signor  doubled  the  sum  I  myself  proposed,  be  is  in  high 
favor  with  all  hia  neighboia.  We  would  guard  the  old 
castle  t^ainst  an  army.  And  now,  signor,  that  I  have 
been  Uins  fnnk,  be  fnnk  with  me.  Who  ia  thia  >ia- 
gular  oavalieit " 

"  Whot  —  he  himaelf  told  you,  a  philosopher." 

"Hem I  Searching  for  the  philosopher's  stoaetehf 
A  bit  of  a  magician,  —  afnid  of  the  prieata  I  " 

"  Pteciaely.     You  have  hit  it." 

"I  thought  bo;  and  you  are  his  pupilt  * 

"  I  am. " 

"  I  wish  you  well  through  it,"  said  the  robber,  aeri- 
onsly,  and  croiaing  himself  with  much  devotion:  "  I  am 
not  moch  better  than  other  people,  but  one's  aonl  ia 
one's  Bool.  I  do  not  mind  a  little  honest  robbery,  or 
knocking  a  man  <»  t^e  bead  if  need  be,  —  bat  to  make 
a  bargain  with  the  Devil  —  Ah  I  take  care,  young 
gentleman;  take  care." 

"Yon  need  not  fear,"  said  Olyadon,  smiling;  ' my 
preceptor  ia  too  wise  and  too  good  for  such  a  compact. 
Bat  hen  we  are,  I  auppoae.  Anobleruial  A  glorious 
proepectl  " 

Glyndon  paosed  delightedly ,  and  auzveyed  the  scene 
before  and  below  with  the  eye  of  a  poet  and  a  painter. 
Insensibly,  while  listening  to  Hw  bandit,  he  bad  wound 
up  a  considerable  sacent,  and  now  he  was  upon  a  broad 
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ledgs  of  tock  ebreTed  irittt  moBBos  and  dwarf  abittlis. 
Between  this  etiinence  and  another  of  eqnal  height, 
apon  which  the  castle  was  bnilt,  there  was  a  deep  but 
narrow  fisanre,  ore^rown  with  the  most  profoae  foliage, 
BO  that  the  eye  could  not  penetrate  many  yards  below 
the  rugged  surface  of  the  al^sa;  hat  the  profoundness 
might  well  be  conjectured  \ij  the  hoarae,  low,  monoton- 
ons  sound  of  waters  unseen  that  rolled  below,  and  the 
subsequent  course  of  which  was  visible  at  a  distance  in 
a  perturbed  and  rapid  stream  that  intersected  the  waste 
and  desolate  valleys.  To  the  left,  the  proepeet  seemed 
almost  boundless;  the  extreme  clearness  of  the  purple 
air  serving  to  render  distinct  the  features  of  a  range  of 
country  that  a  conqueror  of  old  might  have  deemed  in 
itself  a  kingdom.  Lonely  and  desolate  as  the  road 
which  Olyndon  had  passed  that  day  had  appeared,  the 
landscape  now  seemed  studded  with  castles,  spites,  and 
villages.  Afar  off,  !N'aples  gleamed  whitely  in  the  last 
rays  of  the  sun,  and  the  rose<tints  of  the  horizon  melted 
into  the  azure  of  her  glorious  bay.  Tet  more  remote, 
and  in  another  part  of  the  prospect,  might  be  caught,  dim 
and  shadowy,  and  backed  by  the  darkest  foliage,  the 
ruined  village  of  the  ancient  Fossidonia.  There,  in  the 
midst  of  his  blackened  and  sterile  realms,  roee  the 
dismal  Slount  of  Fire ;  while,  on  the  other  hand,  wind- 
ing through  variegated  plains,  to  which  distance -lent  all 
its  magic,  glittered  many  a  stream,  by  which  Etruscan 
and  Sybarite,  Roman  and  Saracen  and  Norman  had, 
at  intervals  of  ^es,  pitched  the  invading  tent  All 
the  visions  of  the  past  —  the  stormy  and  dazzling  histo- 
ries of  Southern  Italy  —  rushed  over  the  artist's  mind  as 
he  gazed  below.  And  then,  slowly  turning  to  took 
behind,  he  saw  the  gray  and  mouldering  walls  of  the 
castle  in  which  he  sought  the  eecreta  that  were  to  give 
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to  hope  in  the  fntnre  a  mightiBr  empire  than  mem(X7 
owna  in  th«  pwt.  It  wu  one  of  thoee  baioaial  foitiuasee 
witli  which  Italy  wu  studded  in  the  eulier  middle  agee, 
having  but  little  of  the  Gothie  grace  of  gtandenr  wUch 
belongs  to  the  ecolesiastical  architectoie  of  the  nme 
time,  bnt  rnde,  vaat,  and  menacing  even  in  decay.  A 
wooden  bridge  wu  thrown  over  the  chaam,  wide 
enough  to  admit  two  horsemen  abieaat;  and  the  planki 
trembled  and  gare  back  a  hollow  aoond  u  Gljndoa 
oiged  hia  jaded  eteed  acroea. 

A  road  that  had  once  been  broad,  and  paved  with 
nnigh  flags,  but  which  now  wu  half  obliterated  bjr 
long  grass  and  rank  weeds,  conducted  to  the  outer  court 
of  the  cutle  hard  1^;  the  gates  were  open,  and  half  the 
building  in  this  part  wu  dismantled,  the  ruins  partially 
hid  by  ivy  that  wu  the  growth  of  centuriw.  But  od 
entering  the  inner  court,  Glyndon  wu  not  sony  to 
notice  that  there  wu  less  appearance  of  neglect  and 
decay :  some  wild  rosea  gave  a  smile  to  the  gray  walls, 
and  in  the  centre  there  wu  a  fountain,  in  which  the 
waters  still  trickled  coolly,  and  with  a  pleuing  mur- 
mur, from  the  jaws  of  a  gigantic  triton.  Here  he  waa 
met  l^  M^'uour  with  a  smite. 

*  Welcome,  my  friend  and  pupil,"  said  he;  *  he  who 
seeks  for  Truth  oan  find  in  thaae  solitudu  an  inunoitel 
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Ths  ftttendinte  whiob  Honour  had  engaged  for  hia 
■trangB  abode  were  such  u  might  auit  a  philon^et  of 
few  wante.  An  old  Armenian,  whom  Qljrndon  recogniied 
M  ia  the  mystic's  aerrioe  at  Naples;  a  tall,  haid-featared 
woman  from  the  village,  recommended  hj  Maestro  Faulo; 
nnd  two  lonf^haiied,  smooth-spoken,  but  fieroe-viuf^ 
youths,  from  the  same  place,  uid  honored  by  the  same 
sponaonhtp,  constituted  the  establishment.  The  rooms 
used  hf  the  sage  were  oommodioas  and  weather-proof,  with 
some  remains  of  ancient  splendor  in  the  faded  arras  that 
clothed  the  walls  and  tiie  huge  tables  of  costly  marble  and 
elaborate  carving.  Q-lyndon's  sleeping  apartment  com- 
municated with  a  kind  of  belvidere  or  terrace  that 
commanded  prospects  of  unrivalled  beauty  and  extent, 
and  was  separated,  on  the  other  side,  by  a  long  gallery 
and  a  flight  of  ten  or  a  dosen  stairs,  from  the  private 
chambers  of  the  mystic.  There  was  about  the  whole 
place  a  sombre,  and  yet  not  displeasing  depth  of  repose. 
It  suited  well  with  the  studies  to  which  it  was  now  to  be 
appropriated. 

For  aeveral  days  Honour  refused  to  confer  wiUi 
Glyndon  on  tite  subjects  nearest  to  his  heart, 

"  All  without,"  said  he,  "  is  pieparad,  but  not  all  with- 
in. Tour  own  soul  must  grow  accustomed  to  the  spot, 
and  filled  with  Uie  sortounding  nature,  —  for  nature  ia 
the  Boum  of  all  inspiration. " 

With  theee  words,  which  savored  a  little  of  jaigco, 
MeJQonr  tamed  to  lighter  topics.     He  made  the  English- 
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man  acoompony  him  in  long  rtunblea  through  the  wild 
scenes  aiound,  and  he  smiled  apptoTingly  when  the  young 
artist  gave  way  to  the  enthusiasm  which  their  fearful 
heanty  could  not  have  failed  ,tp  rouse  in  a  duller  breast ; 
and  then  Mejnour  poured  forth  to  his  wondering  pupil 
the  stores  of  a  knowlec^e  that  seemed  inezhaustiUe  and 
boundless.  He  gave  accounts  the  most  curious,  graphic, 
and  minute,  of  the  various  races, — their  chuacters, 
halnts,  cneds,  and  mannera,  by  which  that  fair  land  had 
been  successively  overrun.  It  is  true  that  hie  descriptions 
could  not  be  found  in  books,  and  were  unsupported  by 
learned  authorities,  but  he  possessed  tiie  true  charm  of  the 
tale-tellei,  and  spoke  of  all  with  the  animated  confidence 
of  a  personal  witness.  Sometimee,  too,  he  wonld  converse 
upon  the  more  durable  and  the  loftier  mysteries  of  nature 
with  an  Sequence  and  a  research  which  invested  tliem 
with  aH  the  colors  rather  of  poetiy  than  science.  Insen- 
nbly  the  young  artist  found  himself  elevated  and  soothed 
by  the  lore  of  his  companion ;  the  fever  of  hia  wild  desires 
was  slaked.  His  mind  became  more  and  more  lulled 
into  the  divine  tranquillity  of  contemplation;  be  felt 
himself  a  nobler  being;  and  in  the  silence  of  his  senses 
he  imagtned  that  he  h%atd  &e  voice  of  his  soul. 

It  was  to  this  state  tliat  Mejnour  sought  to  bring  the 
neophyte,  and  in  this  elementary  initiation  the  mystic 
was  like  every  more  ordinary  sage.  For  he  who  seeks  to 
discover  Uanst  first  reduce  himself  into  a  kind  of  abstract 
idealism,  and  be  rendered'  up,  fn  solemn  and  sweet  bond- 
age, to.  the  faculties  which  contemplate  and  imagine. 

Glyndon  no^eed  that,  in  their  rambles,  Mejnour  often 
paused  where  the  foliajge  was  rifeErt,  to  gather  some  herb 
or  flower;  and  this  reminded  him  that  he  had  seen  Zicci 
ifmilarly  occupied.  "  Can  these  humble  children  of 
nature,"   said  he  one  day   to    Mejnour,  "things  that 


n,s,t,..d:,i.  Google 


